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SEDUCING MY LESBIAN CRUSH




"I totally won that!" I yelled, almost throwing my controller as the results of the video game came onto the TV screen. "This game is totally rigged."

"Just because you're a sore loser," Clara, my best friend, taunted, her name and avatar in the first place position.

"Says the girl who broke her console because she came second in Mario Kart once," I teased back. "How long did it take you to earn enough to replace that? Five months?"

"Shut up, Olly," she huffed, and slumped back onto the sofa. I grinned at her, proud that I'd managed to infuriate her even though she was the winner. We'd always had this back and forth banter, ripping the other to shreds. Some people didn't understand it, but it was how we communicated and how we had fun. It didn't mean we hated each other. In fact, it probably demonstrated just how much we trust each other and our friendship if we can be rude and still be friends.

Just friends, though.

For as long as we'd been friends, I, unfortunately, had wanted to get with Clara. I had held hope for eight years before she came out as a lesbian, when my heart shattered. I was never going to get with the most beautiful, funny, perfect girl because she was born liking girls and I was born a boy. It was so unfair.

But I stayed friends with her, even though it hurt. She was my best friend and I was hers, and I loved spending time with her even if it wasn't like that. Despite how I desperately wanted it to be like that...

After she introduced her first girlfriend to me, I went home and cried for hours. I sobbed until I couldn't breathe. Until I didn't have any tears left in me.

The second girlfriend I reacted better to. I only cried for half an hour, holding my pillow the whole time.

But when she got to girlfriend number eight, I'd gotten used to it and was honestly kind of bored of it all.

Meanwhile, I'd only ever gotten with one girl. We were doing a project in school and one thing led to another, but after that first time nothing else happened. I'd never dated, never had anything serious, but I honestly wasn't sure that Clara had either with how quickly she went through girls.

"Do you want anything?" I asked as I got up to go and get myself a drink from the kitchen.

"Beer if you have it," she said, and I nodded at her.

"Sure thing."

Most guys would've been turned off by it, but Clara being more like one of the guys than a girl was something that made her even hotter to me. She drank beer, played video games (even horror games that were too scary for me to play alone), didn't bother with fancy hair-dos or elaborate make-up or elegant clothes. She was just Clara, and if you didn't like her she didn't care. I loved that so much.

I passed her the bottle and she opened it by slamming the cap, flush with her palm, onto the side-table. I sipped much more calmly at my glass of wine.

"This is good beer, Ol," she said to me after taking a couple of gulps.

"It's really not," I replied with a chuckle.

"Okay, it's not, but it's good enough."

There was a very quick beat of awkwardness, and I turned the TV to some crappy drama that neither of us cared about to fill the silence. We sat comfortably for a few minutes, and then Clara's phone pinged. It wasn't a normal text notification, but when she pulled it out of her back pocket to look at the screen, she smiled and told me it was a friend texting her.

She began to reply, and I couldn't do anything but sate my curiosity. I glanced over at the screen and at her thumbs typing away. The app looked a little bit like Tinder but not exactly, so I could only assume that it was a dating app for lesbians.

'9PM?' a message from the other woman read. Under it was another: 'and bring the you-know-what ;)'

'9:30?' Clara had replied. I smiled a little. She'd told me already that she was leaving my apartment a little after 9, and it made my heart flutter at the fact that she'd chosen to stay with me for a bit longer before seeing this girl. The next text from Clara read: 'I wouldn't dream of leaving without it, baby. You know I love seeing your pussy stretch around it <3'

I could feel my cock stiffen in my jeans at that, and my cheeks quickly filled with blood and shame. Please don't look over, please don't look over, please don't l-

"Are you okay, Ol?” Clara asked, looking at me with concern on her face.

"Huh?" I replied, stunned. "Uh, yeah. I'm fine, don't worry."

"Alright," she said, clearly not convinced, and went back to her phone. I stared straight ahead at the TV, and brought a hand up to my face to try and cover my blushing.

After a minute or so, I heard her tuck her phone back in her pocket, and she turned to me.

"Are you gonna be okay tonight?"

I nodded gently, daring to only take a glimpse at her. "Yeah."

"If you're sure," she said quietly. "I have a date, you know?"

"That's great," I told her, and forced my body to relax a little.

"Yeah. She's really pretty," Clara continued. "Her hair's kind of similar to yours, by the way. Same color. It's really cute."

Was she trying to torment me? Did she know I liked her? She surely couldn't have, but I'm definitely not the most subtle man in the world.

"I thought you only liked brunettes," I said, teasing her.

"Well, with a face like that..." she trailed off before taking her phone out again. She unlocked it and showed me the girl's profile.

Jade, it said. Twenty-four. Likes dogs, pasta, and romcoms. 

The profile felt a little plain for Clara. She was so fascinating, such a large character, and so strong-willed. A girl who was so un-unique was a huge surprise to me. Was she just with Jade for her body? For sex? But why call it a date?

"Yeah, she is really pretty," I agreed after collecting myself. "You're a lucky girl." It pained me saying that. Clara wasn't the lucky one. Jade was the lucky one.

“Yeah, I really am,” she said, and her gaze lingered on me for just a moment too long. What was that about?

“Yeah,” I agreed, and nodded awkwardly.

“Yeah.”

Clara left soon after that. I spent the whole night thinking about Clara fucking Jade. Well, Jade wasn’t really part of it. It was all about Clara: her beautiful ass framed by a strap-on harness, the way it would look moving back and forth and back and forth, the way her tits would bounce, the way her breathing would pick up with the effort…

I’d always wanted Clara to be my girlfriend, but why did I suddenly want to be fucked by her? I’d never wanted that before. I’d always dreamed that I would fuck her, but my cock ached through the whole night and I had an abundance of wet dreams about her.

To top it all off, I woke up with the worst idea I’d ever had in my life.

I hurriedly grabbed my laptop and began purchasing things online without a second thought: a ton of make-up, a selection of wigs, and a whole new wardrobe. I was going to try and catfish my best friend.

When everything arrived, I spent a week practicing make-up, obsessing over online tutorials and traumatizing my skin in the process. The second I was satisfied with my work, I rushed to put the wig and the clothes on. The wig was a dirty blonde, just like my natural hair that Clara said she liked so much. The wig went down to my nipples, which were now covered by a white bra and a baby blue dress. Taking a deep breath, I stood in front of my mirror and began taking photos of myself.

Satisfied, I searched ‘lesbian dating’ in my phone’s app store, and I scrolled until I found one that matched what I’d seen that night on Clara’s phone. It was called Siss Her. The name was a little bit weird, but I figured it was from Germany or something, so I downloaded it and began to set up my profile. Putting the photos up was easy enough, but a name? And a bio that would get Clara’s attention? That was a lot harder.

I took a deep breath.

Olivia, I typed in. It wasn’t too far from Oliver so it still felt comfortable to use, but would it make me too obvious to Clara? Whatever. If my face isn’t obvious enough, ‘Olivia’ won’t be too much right?

My name’s Olivia :) I’m 22. I love hikes, fashion and coffee. If you like dogs and The Office, hit me up!

I figured the profile was simple enough to catch Clara’s attention, and maybe boring enough to deter anyone else. I didn’t really want to have to deal with attention from other girls.

However, other girls did start to message me after only a few minutes. That was surprising as I thought I really wasn’t that convincing as a woman in my photos, but the attention did fluster me more than I would have liked. I scrolled through the messages and looked at the girls in the photos. They were beautiful, but so far none of them were Clara.

And then, a few hours later, her name and face popped up on my screen.

Hey Olivia! I’m Clara. Same age as you, and we have a lot of the same interests. I haven’t seen you here before lol. Are you more of a hook-up girl?

What the fuck? Hook-ups already? Who was she when she wasn’t with me? How did I reply?

Hi Clara :) Yeah, I’m new to this whole thing. And I guess I’m up for anything! I don’t really know how this works haha.

Waiting for her to reply made seconds feel like hours. I was nervous out of my mind.

That’s okay! Everyone starts somewhere. Do you wanna come over tonight? I’m free at six, I’ll send you my location.

Fuck. Tonight? I couldn’t stop my fingers as I replied:

Sure thing :)

And that was that.

The next two hours were a blur. I shaved my legs for the first time, and was surprised by how good they felt bare. I obsessively shaved my face too - it wasn't hairy by any means, but I wanted to remove any trace of masculinity. And I shaved what little hair I had on my chest and torso as well.

What was I going to do about my chest though? Clara was expecting to meet a girl. A girl with tits. And my voice, what was I going to do about my voice? I should’ve just canceled the meet-up and forgotten all about Clara’s strap-on and her penchant for fucking strangers. I’d go back to being Olly and we would play video games and drink beer together and that would be that. We were good like that.

Really looking forward to setting you.

The text came through in the middle of my panic. It was like she knew I was spiraling. SHe always knew when I was freaking out as Olly, even when we were apart, so how did she know when I was Olivia?

Me too.

I stared in the mirror, debating my options. And before I knew what I was doing, I was stuffing my bra with socks. I planned to just keep her hands and eyes away from my chest as much as I could. Next, I pulled my panties up my legs and awkwardly moved my cock around until it wasn’t super obvious from the front and not visible from my backside. It’d be believable that I just love anal, right?

All I had left was footwear. I slowly pulled the stockings I’d bought up my legs. They’d felt nice when I first tried them on, but they felt even nicer with my legs shaved and smooth. Then I gently pushed my feet into my black heels. They pinched a little, but with any luck I wouldn’t have to wear them for very long.

Waiting for my Uber to arrive felt like I was waiting for my execution. Clara had a video doorbell, so the second the car showed up to her building she would be able to see me, her best friend, dressed as a girl just to try and get her to fuck my ass. And she'd have that footage forever. I almost canceled the car, but before I knew it he’d shown up.

I’d taken this route a million times before. In fact, Clara’s address was one of my saved addresses in the app and I even had it categorized under “home.”

This was going to be fine, I told myself. If she recognizes you, pretend it’s a prank. It’ll be hilarious. You haven’t done anything incriminating yet, right? You’ll be okay.

In the blink of an eye, the car stopped, and I saw Clara’s place just on the other side of the car window. The driver coughed to get my attention, and I bumbled my way onto the sidewalk with a meek ‘thank you.’ He drove off, and the reality that I was moments away from seeing her began to really sink in.

I walked to the door and was about to push the buzzer, but the door opened before I could and Clara was standing there, beaming at me.

“Hi Olivia,” she said, and I almost forgot how to breathe.  She was gorgeous. And I was on a date with her! She ushered me in, and locked the door behind her. “I thought we could have a drink first, is that okay?” I nodded. “Red or white?”

“Uh, red please,” I replied quietly, forcing my voice up as high as I could reach without sounding squeaky.

“Good choice. I think I’ll join you.” She disappeared from view for just a second, returning with a bottle of red wine and two glasses. “Go on, sit down!”

I smiled at her and awkwardly moved to the couch to sit down. She poured a glass and handed it to me, and I tried not to down the whole thing in one go. I was nervous, far too nervous, but I didn’t want her noticing.

“So…” she started. It was strange to have us both be so awkward with each other. “Olivia’s a pretty name. Really pretty.”

“Thanks,” I got out. “Yours is pretty too.”

“Thank you,” she replied, and laughed awkwardly. “Do you… Have a lot of casual sex?”

I blushed immediately and shook my head quickly. “No.”

“I feel very special in that case,” Clara flirted, and leaned into me a little. “You’re a very sexy sissy.”

“Sissy?” I asked, confused. Clara was a lesbian, right?

“Oh, do you prefer something else? How about… My pretty girl?” she continued, leaning in and lowering her voice. My best friend was about to kiss me, after years and years of me daydreaming about this and longing for it. She was going to kiss me. I swallowed the lump in my throat and leaned in a little to meet her lips with my own, and I felt sparks as we touched. She was so soft and she kissed like a dream. Clara moved her hand to hold my cheek, and put the other hand on my waist. She seemingly wasn’t phased by my very un-feminine body, and carried on kissing me like we were old lovers.

When she pulled away to take a breath, I was dazed and couldn’t even remember how to open my eyes. She used this to her advantage and sat on my lap, straddling my growing cock. Fuck!

I kissed her and tried to move her gently until we were sat next to each other again, our tongues still connected in wet and increasingly needy kisses.

She grabbed my wrist and moved it to her thigh, and I took the hint gladly. I ran my fingertips up and down her flesh, and slowly, teasingly almost, moved them between her legs. She had baggy sweatpants on, a stark contrast to my elegant and tight dress, and I could easily slip my fingers into them. To my surprise, she wasn’t wearing any underwear, and I felt her smirk into my lips as I realized.

Blushing, I began pleasuring Clara with my fingers. I rubbed gentle circles over her clit, and began to move my kisses from her lips down to her neck. After a nibble on her jaw, I heard her moan for the first time, and it was like I had just heard an angel sing. She was beautiful, and her moans were even more gorgeous. And I had caused that! I kissed and bit hungrily at her neck whilst I used my fingers on her slick pussy, and her nails began to dig into my back. This was everything I’d ever dreamed of, except I was dressed as a girl. But I didn’t care.I finally had Clara, and she finally had me as well.

“Hey pretty girl,” Clara gasped out, rolling her hips into my fingers. “Do you wanna use your mouth on my pussy? I’ll make it worth your while.”

I nodded against her neck.

“Good girl,” she whispered, and I felt my cock twitch in my panties.

I began kissing my way down her body, and moved my hands up from her pussy to her tits. I squeezed them over her shirt, and rolled a nipple between my fingers. She winced and lightly slapped my hand, so I carried on making my way down.

When I got to her waistband, I began pulling at the sweatpants and she helped me get them off her. She threw them across the room, and held my head, guiding it between her gorgeous thighs. I couldn’t even worry about her hands on my head potentially pulling my wig off as I dove in, my tongue feasting on her beautiful pussy. I swirled my tongue over her, listening out for noises so I could learn what she liked. It sounded like she loved it when I dipped my tongue into her hole, so I began tongue-fucking her and moved one hand to rub her clit again. It didn’t take long for her to be lost in moans or for her hips to begin thrusting into my face, and I couldn’t help but delight in how dominating she was.

Soon, her thighs clamped around my head, and she began trembling and whimpering above me. I smiled a little into Clara, and pleasured her whilst she orgasmed over my face and tongue. I knew I was going to remember this for as long as I lived: making my lesbian best friend cum for me.

She lessened her grip with her thighs and I sheepishly moved up from her soaking pussy. I smiled up at her and she grinned at me, panting and her eyes fluttering.

“You did such a good job, sissy girl,” she praised, and I was confused again but at this point I was too horny to care.

“Thank you,” I replied shyly, and blushed under her steady gaze.

“I told you it’d be worth your while, baby, and I’m going to make good on that promise,” she told me sultrily. She pulled me up to kiss her, and whispered to me, “How do you feel about me pegging your pretty boy pussy?”

Boy pussy? Did she know? What the fuck was going on?

“Huh?” I blurted out.

“Your asshole,” she assured me with a gorgeous giggle.

“Oh. Right,” I said with a nod, going along with it and willingly ignoring the phrase boy pussy.

“So how about it?” Clara asked me once again, and ran her fingers up and down my side.

I shivered. “Yes please.”

“Good girl,” she grinned, and kissed me eagerly. “Be back in a minute.”

When she returned, she was wearing a harness, and swinging between her legs was an impressive silicone cock. It was the same color as her skin, and if you ignored the straps it was easy to believe it was her own cock, erect and aching to fill me.

“It’s so big,” I gasped.

“Mhm,” she hummed, smiling. “And it’s all going inside your tight hole.”

I couldn’t help but whimper as she titillated me with her words.

“Are you sure it can even fit?”

“I’ve put much bigger things in much smaller girls, Olivia,” Clara informed me with a smirk, and moved over to me. She straddled me, and kissed me deeply once more. “And none of them were quite as desperate as you.” She nibbled at my ear and gripped my thighs with her hands. “Are you ready for my cock, sissy girl?”

“Go slow,” I requested, and tried to swivel onto my knees.

Clara grabbed my waist and held me in place. She was so strong, it was intoxicating. “Don’t turn around. I wanna watch your face whilst I fuck you.”

I groaned in frustration and tried to pass it off as arousal, whilst panic grew quickly inside me.

“Shh, it’ll be okay,” Clara reassured me, moving me around so her fake cock was pushing into my ass. “I’ll be gentle with you, baby.”

I swallowed and nodded, looking up at her. “Okay.”

She stroked her fake penis, her fingers brushing against my thigh due to the cock’s length. I shuddered and my hips rocked automatically. Clara, to my surprise, pulled a bottle of lube out from under the couch cushions. I made a mental note that I would have to check for lube when I was next over here as Olly - was she always ready to go, or was she just prepared for her hook-ups?

She slathered it over her cock, and leaned in to kiss me as she did. In my ear, Clara whispered, “I’m going to push into you now. Just relax, okay? It’ll feel good soon, I promise.”

I nodded again. “Alright. Okay. You can start whenever you want,” I whispered back to her, trying to unclench my hole, anxiety tensing my whole body up.

“Good girl,” she encouraged me, and I gasped as she rubbed the head of her cock against my entrance. She teased me for a little, rolling the tip over my puckered ass.

I whined and felt myself growing desperate for her to fill me up. “Please,” I moaned, tilting my head back.

“Please what, sissy slut?”

“Please fuck me.”

Clara chuckled and kissed my lips as she pushed the first inch inside of me. I squirmed as she did so, and gripped onto her arm as tight as I could at the foreign feeling.

“You’re okay,” she cooed in my ear. “You’re okay.”

I nodded and trembled around her cock.

“I’m gonna push in some more now, okay?” Clara asked.

“Slowly, please,” I requested, and she obliged.

She filled up my asshole so slowly that I found myself craving more of the pain just to be full. She knew what she was doing, and was smirking above me, her hips torturing me with their speed (or lack thereof).

“Do you want to fuck?” Clara asked, still pushing more of herself into me. “Or do you want to make love?”

I didn’t know how to answer. I’d always wanted to make love to Clara, but those messages I saw last week made me wild with carnal lust and I wanted, needed, to be railed like a slut by my best friend.

I whimpered as I felt her stop moving. Her skin was flush against the back of my thighs, so I could only assume that her whole cock was inside of my hole.

“I want to fuck,” I pleaded, feeling my ass tighten and untighten over and over again around her strap-on, almost like it wanted to pull her in further.

“Dirty girl,” Clara joked with a filthy chuckle, and put her hands either side of my head. “Let me know if it gets too much, okay?” I nodded. “Or… Y’know, if you want me to go harder.” She winked at me and I felt my heart melt.

During this, my cock was raging in my panties. I knew I wasn’t going to be able to keep my cover for much longer - the panties were straining as it was, and if I came it would be blatantly obvious that I had a stiff cock and aching balls between my trembling thighs instead of a wet pussy.

Clara began thrusting slowly in and out of me. I whined the whole time, unable to keep quiet as she claimed my virgin hole. I tilted my head back and groaned, and she took the opportunity to bite at my neck and the crook of my shoulder.

“You’re taking it like a natural,” Clara whispered between nibbles. “You were made to take my cock, Olivia.”

I moaned and nodded. “I was made to be yours,” I confirmed without even thinking.

Clara thrusted hard for a minute, and I felt my cock leak pre-cum into my lingerie. I didn’t know how I was going to last much longer with her stimulating my prostate like that, and I wasn’t sure if I wanted her to go harder or slower - harder felt so fucking good, but slower would stop me from blowing my load embarrassingly quickly.

“Mm, slow down a little, please,” I begged. “I’m getting close already.”

“God, you’re so hot,” she panted, and slowed just a little. Laughing, she added, “I kinda wanna rail you without mercy right now. Make you cum for me like a dirty little whore.”

I moaned and dug my nails into her shoulders, overwhelmed with the pleasure of the strap-on and the satisfaction of getting with Clara after so long.

“I need your girl-cum, Olivia,” Clara growled in my ear. “Can you do that for me?”

“Fuck,” I whimpered. “Yes, please, yes!”

“Good girl,” she said and I could hear the smirk in her voice without even looking. “You ready for me and my cock to destroy your sissy hole?”

“God yes,” I said, bracing myself. “Please fuck me, go as hard as you can!”

She bit my shoulder and started to slam her hips into me. The sound of her skin slapping against mine was intoxicatingly filthy, and I couldn’t believe I’d never experienced anything like this before, not even a finger. Clara filling me up was pure heaven.

Clara pulled entirely out of my asshole and pushed balls deep in again and I screamed at the sensation. I was becoming so vocal for her and I wasn’t even embarrassed by it. I loved it. I wanted to be her girly slut, and I needed her to use my sissy pussy.

Within minutes, my balls started to throb and ache, and my cock twitched violently, threatening to snap the band of the panties.

“Fuck, fuck, I’m going to cum,” I gasped.

“Good girl,” Clara whispered in my ear, nibbling on the lobe. “Let yourself go for me.”

I let out a choked moan and felt my body begin to judder. Cum began spurting from my cock, and I shook beneath her. I whined and moaned irrepressibly, the orgasm ripping through my body like I’d never felt before.

“Good girl,” she said again. She took a breath, and then said something that made my blood run cold. “You did such a good job for me, Olly.”

I tensed immediately. “What?”

“I’ve always known it was you, idiot,” Clara informed me, laughing. “I wanted to see how far you would go.”

I panicked, and tried to squirm away from her, my face red with shame and fear.

“It’s okay!” she exclaimed. “It’s okay. I like you like this, Olly. You make such a sexy little sissy girl.”

I looked into her eyes and saw she was being honest. “I’ve loved you for such a long time,” I said before I could stop myself.

“Be my girlfriend then,” she offered, and pressed a tender kiss against my lips. “Be my girl.”

I nodded eagerly. “Please.”

“Good girl,” Clara said to me once again, and I couldn’t help but grin.

I leaned up to kiss her. She kissed me back too, with even more fervor than the last times. It was like the most beautiful daydream anyone could ever have.

Until she put her hand on my cock and it became even more beautiful.

“You made such a mess,” she cooed.

“I’m sorry,” I replied bashfully.

“It’s okay, Liv,” she calmed me, and moved down my body. She began licking my cum off of me, and I felt my cock twitch as I watched her play with my cock. “Your sissy cum tastes amazing.”

“You’re so hot,” I spluttered before I could stop myself.

Clara laughed. “Speak for yourself, Olivia.” She purposefully over-enunciated every syllable of Olivia, reminding me that I was dressed like this for her. “Do you wanna fuck me?”

“God yes.”

She smiled at me and quickly unbuckled the harness before throwing it to the floor. Clara slowly, teasingly, pulled my panties down, and kissed all over the shaft of my cock, coaxing an erection out of it.

“Look at your girl-cock, so responsive and needy for me,” she said, stroking me a few times.

“How could it not be?”

Clara smiled again, and straddled me like she had when we first kissed. She lined my cock up with her pussy, and slowly moved down.

I let out a long breath as I felt my cock get swallowed up by her. She felt so fucking good. She was soaking wet too, which made my raging erection tingle with excitement. I’d done that to her. I’d had that effect on my best friend.

“I love sissy cock so much,” Clara told me as she began to ride me. She threw her arms around my neck and pressed our foreheads together. We didn’t kiss, we just looked into each other's eyes and smiled as she bounced up and down on my dick. “Mm, but this one is definitely my favorite.”

I blushed and held her hips firm under my hands, using them as leverage to thrust up into her, meeting her bounces. She moaned as I fucked into her, and it took everything I had to not blow my load right there and then. Her moans were liquid gold.

She clenched her pussy around me and I moaned, kissing her to muffle it. I felt like I’d moaned more tonight than I’d ever moaned in my life. She kissed me back hard, and bit my lip. I knew I was going to explode into her soon.

“Can I cum inside you?” I asked breathlessly.

She thought for a moment. “Only if you beg for it.”

“Mm, fuck,” I panted. “Please, Clara, please can I fill you up with my girl-cum? I promise I’ll be a good sissy for you, please just let me cum in your pussy.”

She smirked at me. “Of course, pretty girl. Go on, be good for me and fill me with your cream.”

I moaned, thrusted desperately a few more times, and then felt my cock begin to spurt my hot cum into her. She clenched around me and rode me harder, milking even more out of me. I was seeing stars but she didn’t stop riding me.

Her tits were bouncing as she rode me, and I couldn’t help but lean forward and take one of her nipples into my mouth. Her hips shuddered but she kept going up and down on my member, determined to reach her climax as well.

I reached down to her clit and began to rub it, smiling as I heard her gasp. It didn’t take long for her to cum as well. She split the air with her moans and shook on top of me, her pussy torturing my cock with the way it tightened when she orgasmed.

Clara eventually collapsed onto me, and I ran my fingers through her hair affectionately. We both smiled and kissed again.

“You’re not going to go back to being Olly again, are you?” she asked me, looking into my eyes.

“Never,” I told her, beaming. “Being your sissy girl is too good to give up.”

THE END


Thank you so much for reading!




All my love, Rose xo
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FEMINIZED BY THE LANDLADY





He couldn’t make rent, so she made him an offer he couldn’t refuse…




Kyle was floored when he learned his rent had gone up. He couldn’t afford the new price, but he couldn’t move as everywhere else was even more expensive. So he arranged a meeting with his landlady, Angela.




Angela proposed that Kyle model for her to make some extra money, and he quickly agreed, although found himself surprised that a woman would want his body on display.




But when he arrives the next day, he soon learns that Angela isn’t an amateur photographer like he assumed. She has a thing for girly boys wearing her lingerie and bending over for her…




Contains themes of: feminization, femdom, light BDSM, and tantalizing strap-on/pegging action.




Getting you excited? Read Feminized by the Landlady here!


ABOUT ROSE




Rose is a young erotica writer from New York City. She’s been an avid reader her whole life, and has written for most of that time too! She found her passion in erotic fiction, and now writes sexy stories about boys being feminized by dominant women and alpha males. She also indulges in some of these written fantasies in real life, which provides plenty of inspiration for her work ;)
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