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Free Stories
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Ravished by Gaspar: How I Was Humiliated, Sissified, Defeated & Taken by My Domineering Roommate

I have no money, no resources, and no friends in this new city. My domineering roommate says he’ll let me stay with him without paying rent, but it’ll cost me something else. He’s making me do such shameful things with my limber, nubile, dancer’s body. I try to tell him I’m not into guys, but he doesn’t care. If I’m not gay, then why does it feel like I’m going to explode every time his enormous cock is inside of my ample bottom? I’m not falling in love with Gaspar and the shameful way he treats me. I swear I’m not!

A 12,000 word erotic story featuring intense, raw, forbidden M/M sissy ravishment. It includes crossdressing, first time sissification, anal, humiliation, spanking, shaving, lingerie, maid outfits, noncon, dubcon, and ardent passion.
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Ravished by Demetria: How I Was Overpowered, Bound, Feminized, and Taken by My Dream Girl

My secret crush thinks I tried to ravish her. Now she’s tricked me, trapped me, and bound me, and is set on punishing me, hard. I tried to explain it was all a misunderstanding but she didn’t care. She says I have a sexy, girly body for a boy. She’s doing such shameful things to me! I’m being feminized and deeply, anally pounded. She says real men would be able to resist, but I feel like I’m about to explode with her thick strap-on cock in my bottom. She says she’s going to make me fall in love with her and become her cute little sex slave, but I know I’ll never sink that low, to fall in love with my captor! Would I?

A 10,000 word erotic story featuring hardcore F/M sissy ravishment. It includes femdom, first time feminization, crossdressing, anal, humiliation, shaving, pegging, spanking, collaring, bondage, lingerie, noncon, dubcon, and passionate love.

Together the stories are a novella’s worth of free material. Sign up for my newsletter and you get both. They’re not published anywhere else‌—‌they’re solely available through my newsletter sign-up.

The newsletter itself is always brief, goes out only rarely, and features free and on sale titles, newly published stories, and small extra bits of free erotica I write for my email list subscribers (usually around 1000 words and too lewd and intense to publish elsewhere). I’ll never send you spam or give anyone your information. Happy reading!


Summaries and Excerpts
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Taken Rough: My First Time M/M Gay Experience

“Do I make a deal that involves giving up my body to another man? Do I have any other choice?”

As soon as I turned eighteen I set out from my abusive, neglectful home. I wanted to move across the country to a new job and a new life waiting for me in California. But midway through my drive, my car broke down on a deserted back road.

I didn’t have any money to pay to fix the car or anyone to go to for help, and no one stopped until my sexy, young body caught the eye of a muscled, hulking trucker, Rusty.

Rusty offered me a deal: he fixes my car and I spend the night with him, giving him anything he wants.

Cute little me insists that I’m not into guys; rough, submissive sex; or mean, tough truckers having their way with me. Rusty’s set on showing me just how wrong I am about all of that.

A 19,000 word, very hot and steamy, stand-alone, new adult, gay M/M romance novella with an HEA (or a happy for now, at least). This novella is part of a planned three following Dakota and Rusty falling in love and the tumult and ecstasy they find along the way, but it can be read satisfactorily on its own as a stand-alone.

***

…I’m about to have anal sex. Gay sex. I’m going to lose my anal virginity to a man. The thought excited me but all of a sudden the terrible shame came rushing back and I let out a sob. I looked away from Rusty and started crying as he lined his cock head up with my hole.

“I’m…I’m not gay,” I tried to protest.

He stopped for a moment, considering me. Then he hooked a finger through the leather collar around my neck‌—‌the only piece of anything on my naked body.

“You see this?” he practically growled.

I nodded.

“This means you’re my property.”

He wrapped his hands around my wrists, pinning me to the bed. “Try to lift up‌—‌try to fight me.”

I did it. I strained against his grip, throwing my whole body into it. I couldn’t make him budge. I knew I could say my safe word and be free in a moment but something kept me from doing it.

“Use your legs, too,” he commanded sternly.

I kicked and flailed. It didn’t do any good. Rusty easily caught them and pinched an ankle and wrist in each hand. My legs were left up and spread apart, leaving my asshole completely defenseless against him.

“Keep trying to resist,” he commanded. I kept trying to resist and pull free and he took the ripped thong and t-shirt that he had torn from me earlier and bound my ankles and wrists together. They were snug but he had tied them expertly: they didn’t hurt but neither could I escape from them.

“Your body is mine. I can do whatever I want to you. Touch you wherever I want.” To prove his point he rubbed my nubile bottom and trailed his rough fingers and palm across my tender anus. “You don’t have any choice. None of this belongs to you. I’m stronger and I’m going to take what I want. You’re trapped with me here. I own your body. I own all of you.”

And then his voice became gentle and his stormy eyes softened. He brushed my lips with the most delicate kiss. “Got that, my sweet little Kota?”

I thought my cock was going to explode right there. I loved how he was talking to me. I felt afraid of him and so turned on.

I nodded back, tearful but with a small smile, “Yes, Rusty. Yes.”

“It doesn’t matter what you are, your little, slutty, promiscuous body is going to get pounded by this big cock until you cum over, and over, and over again. That’s what you get for showing off this sexy, tight thing on the side of the road.”

“Oh fuck!” I moaned in arousal.

“Do you fucking understand, slut?”

“Yes, Sir!”

“I knew from the moment I saw you in those tight little jeans, all helpless at your car: you want to get butt fucked. You can try to deny it, but I’m going to give you what your slutty body needs.”

And he pressed his hungry mouth forcefully over my submissive lips.

And then he buried his cock…


Truck Stop Rough: First Time, Gay, Interracial, BDSM Submission

“No, this can’t be happening! I’m being roughly fucked in my bottom in a truck stop bathroom, but my body is loving it‌—‌I’m not sure I can hold back from cumming!”

Jamie Taylor is sure that he doesn’t want to get ravished by any rough, muscled, black, alpha males. The cute eighteen-year-old has a girlfriend, after all, and he certainly isn’t attracted to men.

But when he cuts Dixon Rourke off on the highway and catches his eye, that all changes. Dixon follows him to a truck stop and confronts him in the dirty facilities there.

Jamie petulantly informs him that he doesn’t have any interest in black alpha males, rough submissive sex, or tough men having their way with his big bottom. He tries to leave but Dixon has other ideas entirely.

If tiny little Jamie and his big butt lose the battle of wills and strength against this hulking stud he risks being stripped down, fucked in all his holes right there on the filthy bathroom floor, publicly humiliated, and even kidnapped and carried off by Dixon. And he would hate all of that, right?

A 7000 word, very hot and steamy, filthy, passionate M/M gay erotica, featuring interracial anal, choking, spanking, fingering, pee play, humiliation, BDSM, and ardent passion.

***

…He lifted me, swung me through the air, and lay my pale body out on the filthy floor. I trembled there, helpless, like some princess in a fairytale kidnapped and taken back to a filthy monster's lair. And this monster was going to feed on my most delicate places. He pulled his own clothes from his body and revealed a dark, titanic, muscular form. I gasped when I looked at him.

He lowered his ebony body over my pale, ivory one. He seemed completely unbothered by the filth. He hooked his hands under my knees, pressed my legs up to my head, then spread them wide apart. He shoved my arms above my head and licked my armpits, which made me nearly squeal in pleasure, then he sat back between my legs. My milk white bottom was spread and completely defenseless against him. He spit on my slightly gaping hole and rubbed it in.

And then his cock head was against me. I’d been stripped down to nakedness‌—‌I had nothing left against him. He pressed and his head slid away from my too-tight hole. He realigned and pressed it again and again and finally, his rock hard cock straining against my throbbing, tender opening…


Destroyed by My Bully: First Time, Gay, Interracial, BDSM, Menage Submission

“I’ve lost to my bully and now I have to submit to anything he says‌—‌he’s having me do such shameful things!”

Hayden Lane is just eighteen and off in his first year of university. He’s set on standing up to Cade Glanton, even though Cade’s a hulking, black alpha male. Hayden hates Cade. Cade hates Hayden. They bitterly compete at everything.

When Cade pushes him too far Hayden challenges him to a final, winner takes all contest. Cade even lets Hayden choose what they compete in. Hayden figures he can’t lose, right?

But when the contest is over, it comes with completely unexpected consequences for cute little Hayden and that shamefully big bottom he’s got.

Cade might even bring some of his frat members in to help out, and nearly everyone Hayden knows on campus might see exactly what he gets for trying to stand up to his bully.

And Hayden would hate that, right? Because he couldn’t be secretly in love with his bully‌—‌that would be just the most shameful thing of all!

An 8,500 word, very hot and steamy, dirty, passionate M/M gay erotica, featuring interracial humiliation, BDSM, and ardent passion.

***

…My cock grows as he massages my wet booty. He spanks me once and my butt jiggles again. I’m visibly erect now. I realize everyone has seen. I blush in shame.

“Please, someone will see!” I beg Cade.

He shrugs. “Plenty of people are already seeing.”

“Someone from the university! We’ll get in trouble!”

He shrugs again. “Let them see. What does it matter? So we’ll get a smack on the wrist. I’m smacking you right now and it’s not so bad, is it?”

He spanks me again, and then he buries his hand into my cheeks and rubs my hole‌—‌around and around and around. I moan again and fail to bite it back. It feels really, shockingly good. Too good. I’ve never been touched there like that‌—‌never been touched by another man like this.

“Damn, he really likes it,” I hear someone from the crowd whisper.

“Look at how his body’s responding to it,” says another.

“That’s so humiliating for him,” whispers a third.

Cade spins me around and strips off his own shirt, shoes, and shorts‌—‌he does it easily as if he doesn't care at all who sees him. I gasp. I gasp because another man just stripped himself naked before me, and I gasp because his cock is enormous.

He’s erect. Is that because of me? I…I didn’t realize Cade liked guys. It makes me blush even deeper, and I feel really, really weird deep down in my stomach. My anus gives a little throb and I don’t know why.

He tugs me into his lap and that big cock presses against my bottom. The crowd buzzes and whoops and laughs around me. I gaze at the ground shamefully. My cock stands straight up from between my plump thighs.

“Looks like you like being treated like my little slut.” The crowd swells‌—‌they laugh and chatter and maybe even jeer at me. “Do you like being my little slut, Hayden? I think you might’ve lost on purpose. You want to belong to me. I think you wanted me to do this.”

“No…no!” I try to protest. But the words barely escape my throat.

“Your body’s enjoying it though, isn’t it?” he says into my ear, almost seductively. He binds my arms. I can’t strain free. I’m becoming more and more completely at his mercy. He tugs me across his lap. And then he spanks me, hard. He smacks my bottom again and again and again. His dark hands turn my pale booty pink with spanks. At first, it's individual handprints, and then I become so covered in slaps that my bottom is one bright pink shine. My fatness jiggles and shakes lewdly under his blows and I moan and writhe in shock. But he holds me firmly, pressing me into his thighs, and keeps beating me.

And then he’s dipping his fingers into my mouth and I’m sucking them‌—‌my mind’s too addled to think. I just do it. I just obey.

He reaches his hand back to my ample, tender bottom and…
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TAKEN ROUGH

My First Time M/M Gay Experience


Chapter 1: Propositioned
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“Look, I like you. You’ve got a really cute, tight little body and you seem like you have a good personality. I’m not trying to blackmail you, or coerce you, or take advantage of you here. I’m just offering you a deal: take it or leave it.”

My mouth was gaping open. I knew the big, gruff man opposite me had been interested in something I wasn’t ready to admit, but his bold acknowledgement of it took me off guard. My car had broken down on an empty back road a few miles from the nearest town. I was moving across country to a new job and a new life. I had one hundred and seventy two dollars to my name‌—‌about enough for gas for the rest of my trip. And then my car had died. And then this rough, hulking trucker had pulled his rig over. He laid out his deal.

“I can fix your car‌—‌I know how. And I’ll pay for the parts, too. In exchange, you have to give me a night with you.”

There it was. Embarrassment and alarm coursed through my body. I was sweating and trembling at how shameful this was. I couldn’t believe he was actually asking me these things. I was being propositioned by another man! I blushed even deeper thinking about how he had complimented my “cute” body. I tried to tug my shirt down to somehow hide my big butt in my tight little jeans. I cursed at myself for walking around in such tight clothes. I’d never thought about sending the wrong messages to men. I never thought I’d have to deal with the advances of another man.

“If you have money to pay, I’d accept that, too,” he said. It seemed like he was trying to help me be a little more comfortable. “I’ll show you what parts to buy and you can pay me a bit for installing them.”

I bit my lip and tried to think. I felt so flustered. “Um…I don’t have very much money,” I blurted out. I couldn’t think of any better way to respond. I tried to ignore everything that he had said while I caught my breath. Even if I did spend my money, I’d have nothing for gas and I’d be stuck at whatever the nearest backwater town was. I’d never make it to my new job and I’d be fucked. Well, not literally at least. “How much would the parts cost?” I asked, still chewing my lip.

He spoke so formally and politely, considering the lewd proposition he had just made. “Well, I’d have to look closer to be sure. But if I had to guess from here: parts’ll be four or five hundred. Then you can throw whatever you want my way for installation.”

I felt another blush sweeping across my face.

“I…I don’t have that,” I said. My voice trembled a little and I tried to get myself under control.

I saw a smile flit across his face for the briefest moment before he pushed it away, and I kind of hated him for that. Slimy bastard. Panic was filling my chest. I had no one to turn to. I was going to end up spending the last of my money getting towed to town and then living out of my car. Would I be able to find a job whenever I ended up? How would I even survive the first night or the first week? I was going to be homeless. I’d never even lived on my own before. I’d literally left my parents house the day after my eighteenth birthday. That was four days back. I felt like a caged animal. My throat was dry and it was hard to speak. I couldn’t think of anything to say anyway.

I tried my last, desperate hope. “Please…I’m just trying to make it out to California. I have a job waiting for me out there. I only just turned eighteen. I’ve never done any of this before. Could I pay you back once I get out there and get more money? I swear I’ll do it. ”

He smiled a little at that and shook his head. “You seem like a good kid, but I don’t trust a stranger with my money or time unless they have something to guarantee it. Do you have anything to leave as collateral?”

I bit my lip and thought about that. “I…I don’t think so. What if I just traded you something from my car?”

He nodded patiently. “Well, what have you got?”

I blushed at how meager my belongings were. I felt pathetic trying to bargain with everything I owned and still coming up short. “Some old books, and my clothes, and…I guess that’s all I’ve got.”

“Well, I’m not exactly your size, and I have enough clothes. And books won’t really do a trucker much good‌—‌can’t read while you drive. I use audiobooks. So, sorry kid, no deal.”

I felt stupid for even offering.

“Listen, I’m not going to force you or hurt you. I told you what I want: a night with your body. You can take it or leave it.”

I was drenched in sweat from nerves and embarrassment and I was blushing intensely. I bit my lip again and tried to blink tears of shame out of my eyes without him seeing, somehow. I can’t say yes to this, can I? I thought. But was desperate and terrified. I wracked my brain for some other option but I couldn’t think of anything.

Maybe I could make it to the next town and get a job? But there was no way I’d find one in a day and get paid and find a place to live. I had enough money for maybe one night in a motel. Then I’d be homeless, and I’d stay homeless until I got a job. And I knew that it was more difficult to get a job once you were homeless. This is how people become vagrants, I thought. This is how they lose everything and become homeless‌—‌you slide into it and then you can’t get out. I thought for a moment about just going home, but I had burned that bridge in the last fight we had over me leaving. And I was desperate to not go back to that abusive household, anyway. It would be even worse for me trying to come back after leaving. I needed to get to that job in California.

And it was just one night. How bad could one night of anything be?

I tried to stall. If I’m going to do this‌—‌oh fuck I’m actually thinking about doing this‌—‌I should work out exact terms. Working out terms is something responsible adults do, right? I still didn’t really know how to be an adult. I had sort of just flung myself out into the world in a desperate attempt to escape my shitty family and shitty town.

“What will you…do to me‌—‌if I was to agree?”

He smiled again and I could see something in him change. He was aroused at me mentioning that I might accept, even though I was trying to stay aloof.

“Well, I won’t hurt you, to get that out of the way first of all. I know you haven’t done this before. I’m going to take you in slowly, stretch you out and prepare you, and make sure you feel comfortable and relaxed for all of it.”

For some reason him being so nice and reassuring about his lewd offer only made me more embarrassed. And he was talking like I had already agreed!

“What do you mean stretch…” I tried to say, but my voice trembled and I bit my lip.

“You want me to take you through, step by step?” he offered.

I was afraid my voice would tremble again if I tried to talk, so I just bit my lip and nodded. He seemed to think that was really cute from the way he looked at me.

“Okay, well, first of all: if you agree, that means you belong to me for the next twenty four hours. That means you do whatever I say when I say it. No debating or arguing. A deal’s a deal. You either take it or leave it, is what I believe. We work it out in the beginning and then there’s no arguing. If you argue everything, then the deal’s off. That seem fair enough?”

I nodded. I could feel tears filling my eyes for some reason and I tried to blink them away. He graciously ignored them, but my crying seemed to make him more aroused.

“Now, you do everything I say short of what we agree on as off limits: I have no interest or desire to hurt you. There are two exceptions: I’m going to spank you, and I’m going to pinch parts of you. I know what I’m doing, though. I would never do any permanent harm to you. That sound fair?”

The word “spanking” had made me light up like a Christmas light. I was blushing a deep shade of crimson across my face and down my neck. But I nodded. I’m just hearing him out. That doesn’t mean I’m going to do it, I tried to tell myself. And so what if he spanked me a little? I shouldn’t feel embarrassed about that. It was just getting hit on my butt, presumably. There was nothing even very erotic about it if you didn’t make it erotic by enjoying it, I reasoned. It would just be a little pain and then it would be over.

“You can call me Master, Sir, or Rusty. I’ll call you Dakota, or slave, or pet, or toy, or whatever I like. That’s a cute name, by the way: Dakota. Especially for a boy. I like it a lot.” We’d introduced ourselves when he first pulled up.

“I always got made fun of for it,” I blurted out for some reason.

"Well, they shouldn't have done that. It's a cute name for a cute boy if you don't mind me saying that."

I didn’t know how to respond so I just nodded.

“I’ll try to be brief, Dakota. Brevity’s the soul of wit, after all. You know a notorious windbag said that line? It’s a joke, in the play it comes from‌—‌but that’s irrelevant for this conversation, I suppose. If you agree to my deal, I’ll look at your car then take you into town and buy you the parts. Sort of a proof of purchase, if you will, so you don’t have to worry about me dropping my end of the deal. We’ll probably get some food, if you like, and then I’m going to take you to a little shop on the edge of town‌—‌little sex toy shop‌—‌and I’m going to buy you some stuff I’d like you to wear: some booty shorts, maybe some fishnet leggings, a toy called a butt plug, a collar, and a few other odds and ends.”

I was mortified at the thought of the sex shop, but the offer of food almost made me give in right there‌—‌I’d been eating nothing but peanut sandwiches for the last four days on the road, and my family never ate well at home. It had been three weeks, I was pretty sure, since I’d had my last real meal.

“When we get back to your car, you’ll shave your bottom and around your crotch. You don’t look like you have too much hair on you, but I’d like you to be completely smooth around there. Then I’ll work on your car till it gets dark‌—‌that’ll be during the time I own you, so you’ll have to dress how I want then‌—‌but I’ll get started on it to show you I know what I’m doing.”

I didn't think I could get any more embarrassed but with each step, my mortification increased.

“I’m not trying to embarrass you here‌—‌even though I do think it’s cute. But I have to ask: have you ever had anal sex before?”

I shook my head.

“Have you ever masturbated anally before‌—‌stuck your fingers in your bottom?”

I blushed at that, because for some strange reason I had thought about doing it. But I hadn’t‌—‌I’d been ashamed and revolted that I’d had the thought. I shook my head again, no.

“So your bottom’s going to be really tight,” he said matter of factly. My heart was racing from his words and I realized I was starting to sweat. I tried to make myself calm down but I couldn’t. It’s just disgust and shock, I told myself. He kept talking.

“So, once it’s dark, we’ll get into my truck‌—‌I have a cab in the back for sleeping, but it’s spacious enough to move around in. I’m going to wash out your butt with something called an enema, and you’ll expel outside. Then I’m going to spend a long time stretching you out. Then we’re going to do whatever I feel like. I’m going to spank you, pinch your nipples, lick you wherever I want. I’m also going to take pictures of you‌—‌including your face. I’ll never share them with anyone, and never, ever put them on the internet. They’re for me, privately, to remember the night once we’re done. That alright with you, about the pictures?”

I didn't like the thought but for some reason, I trusted his promise not to share them. I could feel my thighs trembling and I tried to clench them. I wished I'd started this conversation sitting down. Don’t let him see, I begged the world. It’s just nerves. My revulsion to his lewd proposition at least gave me a little relief. At least I knew I wasn’t gay. It wasn’t that I had a problem with gay people‌—‌like my whole family seemed too‌—‌I just knew I wasn’t gay and didn’t want to be gay.

“I’m going to have you suck on my penis with your mouth, and I’m going to have sex with you in your butt. I’m going to do it in a variety of ways. I think that covers the basics. Remember: if you make the deal, I have you for a full day. So I’m going to explore you and do all this to you in a variety of ways, and again and again. I’m going to talk dirty to you, too. Call you ‘my little slut,’ and…well, dirtier, nastier things. Doesn’t mean I’m putting you down. Just turns me on to talk dirty to someone I like.”

I realized I was biting my plump bottom lip again and tried to stop, because it seemed to please him when I did it.

The moments dragged on. I tried to think of something to say but I felt stupefied. I wanted to just say “no.” To tell him to go fuck himself even and storm back to my broken car. I wanted to say I was insulted that he’d even ask me such a thing. “Who the fuck do you think you are? You’ve fucking misread me, you son of a bitch,” I fantasized about spitting out at him. “You fucking thing because I wear fashionable jeans I want to fuck a guy? That I’d ever want to fuck you?”

But all my words ran into images of being homeless on the streets, or even trying to live out of my broken car. People get stabbed on the streets. They get poked with dirty needles. They get raped. I don’t know how to fight someone off. I don’t know how to fight at all. The thought terrified me. I just had to get across the country. I just had to finish the trip.

If I could get to the job I'd gotten in California I'd stand a chance at making it. I cursed myself for trying to move out of home and move so far away in one swoop. I should've just gone a town over. But three weeks ago when I found the temp job in California, all I'd been able to think about was getting as far away from my family as possible. The dream of finding a new world on another coast had swept me away.

If I make it to California no one will ever have to know about this. I’ll never see this guy again. It’ll be a secret that’ll only exist in my memories.

But I still couldn't bring myself to blurt out the words. Each time I tried to open my mouth a wave of revulsion washed over me. He didn't get angry though. Instead, he seemed to take pity on me, just a little bit.

“Tell you what, Dakota, do you have a really small set of shorts in there somewhere?”

I was confused by the question but answered honestly, “Just running shorts‌—‌they’re kind of baggy, I guess, though.”

He thought a moment. “You have an older set of jeans that fit the same as those nice ones you’re wearing?”

I thought and nodded.

“You mind if I ruin them?”

I didn’t want to agree but I could hardly see why it mattered. “Um, okay. I mean, no I don’t mind.”

“Tell you what, you let me cut some jeans into a little pair of booty shorts for you and I’ll take you into town with me and get you some food. That’ll give you some time to think it over. If you’re done with me then, you can put your pants back on and I’ll leave you in town to work something else out. That seem fair?”

I blushed at the thought of booty shorts and I was almost furious with him for not just giving me a ride into town like a decent person would’ve. The anger broke through.

“Can’t you just give me a ride into town? Anyone else would just give me a ride‌—‌that’s just a…decent…normal thing to do!”

I braced myself for him to snap at me or yell but he just seemed amused by my efforts, which made me relieved but also made me doubly furious.

“Well, that’s a good point,” he shrugged. “Maybe I’m just not a decent or normal man. Feel free to wait for a decent one here, though,” he said. There hadn’t been a car except him for the entire time I’d been broken down.

I was pretty sure I wouldn’t get reception here, either, except it didn’t matter because my parents had disconnected my cheap little flip phone two days after I’d left the house. I wouldn’t have money for a phone until I got a job.

Then, as if on cue, a red sedan sailed around the corner. My heart rose for a moment and I stuck out my thumb desperately and waved my hands over my head at them. I even shouted, “Please, stop!” like a needy, desperate idiot. I saw the driver lock onto me.

He sailed right by and disappeared around the next corner.

Rusty laughed and then bit it off for my sake.

Better the devil you know than the devil you don’t, I suddenly thought. The idea occurred to me that the next driver could be even worse, not better.

If Rusty was trying to lure me into his car to murder me, I don't think he'd be so upfront about propositioning me for sex, would he? Maybe that's his serial killer tactic: distract you with the strangeness of one request and lure you in, then hit you with the serial killing. But for some reason, even though I kind of hated him, I wasn’t worried that Rusty was a murderer or crazy person. Maybe that’s because he’s really good at lying to people and serial killing them, my helpful brain suggested. I pushed the thought aside.

I could find a lot worse out here. It’s just shorts. Just get into town and then say “no.”

I realized I was biting my lip again and stopped myself.

“I’ll…I’ll get the pants,” I blurted out in shame.


Chapter 2: Dressed Up
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Itugged out an old pair of faded blue jeans.

“Turn around,” he said.

“Why?”

“I just need to line them up with your butt,” he said. “I’m not going to do anything else.”

I blushed but turned around. He lay the pants over me‌—‌his hand just barely touched against my lower back to hold them in place‌—‌and lined up where he would cut. He took out a pocket knife and cut them very, very short. I couldn’t stop my heart from racing at the thought of him seeing me in such short, revealing clothing. I went behind my car and changed and he didn’t try to follow me. I realized that I wouldn’t be able to wear my underwear‌—‌they were all boxers. They hung down past the shorts, and when I tried to bunch them up to hide them they left weird lumps and made the shorts look like a diaper.

While I was changing he popped my hood and looked around.

I left the underwear and came out in only the shorts, white canvas sneakers, and a white t-shirt. My naked skin rubbed against the rough blue jean fabric and it felt really, strangely good. I had a pretty big butt for a boy, and the shorts didn't even cover the end of it. Some of my ample, fat cheeks hung out, exposed to everyone. The jeans themselves had been tight and even without underwear, they fit around my curves snuggly. My biggest asset was on display for the whole world.

“Turn around,” he said.

I started to do it then grinned at him in a flash of inspiration. “That wasn’t part of the deal,” I said, holding up a finger. I at least don’t have to make it easy for him. “Deal’s a deal.”

He smiled at that and I was a little annoyed to see that my resistance only amused him.

I grabbed my backpack from the car in case I stayed in town and climbed into the cab of his truck. He watched my butt in the passenger side window as I climbed in and I blushed in anger. It was bad enough that it was hanging out, exposed to the world, but it was worse that he was so clearly enjoying leering at it.

I felt like I was in shock as we drove to town. I couldn’t believe my life had come to this. I had been so happy, so deeply relieved to leave my terrible life, and I’d only fallen into something worse. I felt like a fool and I was scared. What if he was crazy? What if it hurt? What if I could never live down the shame.

I kept tearing up and then quickly wiping them away when I thought he wasn’t looking.

We came into a small, ramshackle town and then pulled into the auto parts store.

I took a breath and got out of the cab, my ass exposed to the world in my little shorts. Thankfully, no one said anything. I tried to tug my t-shirt down, but it was no good‌—‌the shirt was tight and little, too, and had no hope of covering my butt.

He walked around the store expertly selecting parts then bought them all. It came to six hundred and thirty-seven dollars.

“There’s nothing cheaper?” I asked.

“Sorry darling,” Rusty said.

I bit my lip and followed him out of the store. I realized some eyes were following my big, half-naked ass and I blushed. Why do I have to have a body like this? I thought in frustration. Rusty set the things in his truck and then took me for a little walk down main street. It was a rundown town but not completely without its charm. The shops were all old and it gave the place character.

We approached a diner and I figured, Of course. He’s some trucker. The only place he probably knows where to eat is a diner.

But then we passed by it.

“That’s actually a real nice place,” Rusty said, as if reading my thoughts. “But they look crowded today and this other place is nice, too.

He took me to a little tea shop.

We went in and sat at a little table at the back. Everything was quaint and fancy. For a second I thought I was going to tear up. It was the kind of place my family would've never gone to: nice, classy, and well cared for. They wouldn't have thought it was worth the money.

“This okay?” Rusty asked and I nodded because there was a lump in my throat. A pretty blonde woman came out and Rusty said, “Hey Cynthia, just two today,” and she smiled back at him and gave us menus.

“Order whatever you like,” Rusty said.

I ordered coffee and two eggs and toast.

“That all?” the woman asked.

“No it’s not,” Rusty said. “He’s getting more‌—‌look at him, he needs to be fed a little.”

“I’m really fine!” I tried to insist.

“Hey, kid, let me teach you a little life lesson: someone buys you breakfast, you take advantage of it. Isn’t that right, Cynthia?”

“That’s right,” she nodded with a smile.

"You pick two more things or I'm going to have Cynthia stand here awkwardly."

I ordered the pancakes and a fruit bowl and Rusty ordered a set of teas to try since it was a tea place. What kind of fucking trucker? I thought, but then I figured I needed to check my assumptions about people. Then I started crying.

“Hey, I didn’t mean to do that,” Rusty said.

“It’s fine. It’s not you,” I mumbled. But it was him. Some trucker who was trying to butt fuck me was being kinder to me than most of my family or friends back home.

We ate and talked a little. I’d spent most of my years trying to escape my life and my hometown in books. My family never had money for them so I spent a lot of time in the library when I was allowed and when I could sneak away, or I’d read at home tucked in my room. And Rusty read a lot of audiobooks, as a trucker, to pass the time and because he liked it.

None of my friends had ever read much. Even the librarian hadn’t been particularly interested in books in my town. They’d always made fun of me for reading but I hadn’t read to be pretentious. I’d just done it to escape. Rusty was one of the first people I’d talked to about books, aside from a few school teachers.

He'd read all of Shakespeare and a lot of philosophy and history. He'd read tons of novels, too, and technical books‌—‌stuff about investing and writing computer code and sailing ships and a million other things, it seemed like. By the time we were done with breakfast two hours had passed with the woman refilling our coffee and tea. Rusty had ordered a sandwich for me without me noticing and handed it to me in a to-go bag.

I realized it was finally time to leave.

Then I realized something: “Wait, I let you buy all those parts without agreeing to anything!” I said, suspecting some trick.

“I know,” he said calmly. “I wanted to show I’d hold up my end of the deal. If you don’t want it, I’ll return ‘em. The guy at the store knows me. It’s not a problem.”

“Oh.”

“This is where we would part ways, kid. I like talking to you but I don’t like pursuing something I can’t have.”

I blushed a little over what we were talking about, but Cynthia was paying us no mind.

I bit my lip. He’s surprisingly nice for some rough trucker. But that didn’t make me less angry at him when I thought what he was asking of me. If he was so nice he’d fix my car for me without asking such shameful things.

Rusty paid the check.

Now that I was full things seemed a little less desperate. I thought that I could probably make it here. The idea that I had thought of saying “Yes” to him started to seem a little absurd. Of course I would’ve said “no,” I told myself.

I wanted to ask Cynthia about jobs but I was embarrassed to do it in front of Rusty for some reason. It was hard being eighteen‌—‌you’re still unsure of everything. But he seemed to read my mind again.

“Cynthia, are there any job openings in town?”

She smiled ruefully. “I wish I had the money to hire someone here.” She turned to me, explaining, “There are five hundred people in this town. No one moves in or out. And now we have a heroin problem‌—‌like a lot of middle America, as the news will tell you. Why, Rusty, you lookin’ for a new job?”

“No, just curious.”

“Is the heroin dangerous?” I blurted out.

“Dangerous if you’re on it. Or you’re out late,” she said. “Not in a tea shop in the middle of the day, though, sweetie.”

She walked away and I bit my lip and looked down, angry now.

“You asked that to manipulate me.”

He wasn’t angry. “I’m not a nice guy‌—‌and I want you. So I’m definitely trying to manipulate you. I’m trying to be decent to you along the way. But I’m definitely trying to manipulate you. I guess, if I was trying to defend myself, I’d say I could be doing worse. But I’m not really trying to defend myself. Just telling you what I want.”

A dead-end town. No jobs. Druggie homeless people wandering around at night. The nightmare of my reality flooded back in. Tears welled up again and I tried to blink them away. I felt foolish, now, for thinking I would've so definitely said, “No.”

“Can we go outside,” I mumbled.

“Sure, bill’s paid.”

I stood up and stormed out in front of him and over to the far side of his truck so Cynthia couldn’t see us.

One night with him. No one will know. Then you’ll be free. I kept telling myself over and over again but I felt no less disgusting because of it. I felt physically nauseated. Think of it like him forcing himself on you‌—‌that wouldn’t make you gay. But he wasn’t forcing himself on me. I had a choice. But not a good one, I tried to tell myself. But then I thought again, One night with him. No one will know. Then you’ll be free.

Rusty walked up and stood there, watching me with a little amusement. I realized I was crying. Tears were blurring my vision and snot was running out of my nose.

“Fine. I’ll take your fucking deal,” I spit out.

He considered me for a while. I was blushing all the way down my neck and pale chest.

“I’m not fucking gay, though!” I added pathetically.

He shrugged. “Didn’t say you were. Just need your body for the transaction. Just to be clear: I’ll fix your car halfway beforehand, but if you don’t hold up your part of the deal‌—‌if you argue the whole time or what not‌—‌then I won’t fix the rest in the morning. That fair?”

I sniffled and nodded.

“I’d like a ‘yes’ or ‘no’ to that.”

“Yes. It’s clear.”

“Good boy.” He opened my side of the truck and beckoned me in, and I stepped up. I could feel his eyes on my exposed ass as I climbed up and I shuddered. I couldn’t believe this was happening. I was sweating, for some reason, and my heart was racing at what could come next. Rusty handed me my sandwich, which I’d forgotten. I told myself I’d never take any food from him again.

We drove out of town and reached a little place called Club Six. I blushed with shame.

"It's just about twelve, so I think now would be a good time for our deal to start. You're mine now, for twenty-four hours. We worked out the details before. Your safe word is ‘red,' or, if your mouth is gagged, you shake your head and say, ‘uh uh uh.' And I'll be paying attention to you carefully, I'll stop if I can tell something's wrong. That make sense?"

I nodded bitterly.

“What’s your safe word‌—‌you gotta tell me to make sure you understand.”

“Red.”

“What do you do if your mouth’s gagged?”

“Shake my head and say ‘uh, uh, uh.’”

“Do it. Show me.”

I shook my head, “uh, uh, uh.”

“Good boy.”

“Don’t call me ‘boy!’” I spat out without thinking.

Rusty laughed. “Fair enough, for another few seconds. You ready to start the deal? Remember: I want complete submissiveness and cooperation. I don’t want to struggle with you. If you’re mouthy the whole time: deal’s off. You do what I say.”

I took a deep breath, my heart was racing and I started crying again. "Yes. Yes, I'm reading to start."

“Ready to start…”

I had to think a moment. “Ready to start, Sir.”

“Good boy.”

I looked down and noticed a large bulge in his pants. He looked at me for a moment, like he wanted to spin me around and take me right there, but then he swallowed and took a breath.

“Stand up and get out of the truck.”

It was the first of my many commands.

I obeyed it.


Chapter 3: Paraded
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Iwiped my eyes but I couldn’t stop blushing. It was terrifying and humiliating being out in public like this. I felt so ashamed and even though I didn’t know anyone here I was mortified at the thought of someone seeing me in those shorts at a store like this. I hadn’t thought I’d be out in public with him like this but I realized it wasn’t precluded by the deal we made.

He led me into the store.

The front was full of leather outfits‌—‌some motorcycle gear and some more…sexual things. There was a fit man with speckles of grey hair and a leather vest at the counter. “Cassidy,” Rusty said.

“Hey, Rust,” he said. “You have someone with you today?” I was sure Rusty had done this before but not here, it seemed. Cassidy seemed almost surprised.

I was blushing in almost unbearable shame.

“Yep. Just buying my friend a few things.”

“Yeah, I bet you are. Hey cutie,” he said to me.

"Hi," I managed. I thought was going to throw up.

I wanted to tell Rusty that he hadn’t made clear that I’d have to go to a store in this way as part of the deal, but Cassidy was always within earshot in the shop, and I didn’t want to make things even worse by making a scene. But each item only increased my shame. And each time he picked something out he made me walk up to the counter and lay it out for purchase. He fitted a cute leather collar around my neck, then had me lay it on the desk.

“Can he try these on?” Rusty said, brandishing a pair of fishnet stockings.

“As long as he checks that they fit out here,” Cassidy said.

I looked at Rusty with pleading eyes, but he said, "Yeah, sure."

That was my first deep public humiliation. I went into the little changing closest and pulled the stockings on. They felt strangely good against my legs, and I felt myself getting a little aroused just from the physical feeling. I had to wait a minute or two, then I tried to split the difference by at least tugging my shorts back on.

I walked out blushing.

Cassidy laughed. “You’ve got a shy little boyfriend, don’t you?”

"Yep, he gets a little self-conscious," Rusty said.

They examined my body and told me to spin around, which I did. Then they told me to arch my back and pop my bottom out. I obeyed. I was in shock that this was happening but I couldn't resist. For some reason, it felt easier keeping the facade up that I was Rusty's boyfriend than starting a scene.

He told me to leave the stockings on and I pulled my canvas sneakers and shirt back on. He picked out a little pink thong for me. Then a set of three butt plugs, which made my eyes go wide. These are going to penetrate me. I’d never even seen a butt plug‌—‌or a thong‌—‌in real life. My cock wouldn’t stop getting aroused from the tightness of the stockings but thankfully the jean shorts kept it sort of in place. I hoped they couldn’t see. Rusty’s erection was clear the whole time. He bought a chastity cage. I had to fit it on in the changing room and confirm for him that it was the right size.

He bought a handful of other things, including a leash for my collar and a shaving kit, and finally we checked out. It felt like it had been hours but actually, only forty minutes had passed.

“Are we done?” I asked Rusty.

He nodded and I stormed out to the truck.

He followed me at a leisurely pace.

By the time he got to the truck I was crying again.

“You’re pretty cute when you flounce around in those little stockings.”

“You didn’t tell me about that part of the deal!” I said.

“Well, I don’t know all the details ahead of time. I told you we were going to the store. That’s why I laid out the general picture. I plan on filling it in as I go. Are you quitting the deal, Dakota?”

“No….No, Sir.” You made the deal. Follow it. I'd always prided myself on doing the opposite of my family and friends, and actually trying to stick by my word. And it was easy to stick by your word when it wasn't much trouble. It was when it was really difficult to stick by it that it really counted. I felt like all I had left was my word. "I'm sorry, Sir, for…flouncing off like that."

He seemed to like that response and he nodded with genuine appreciation. He opened my door and I thought he was going to touch my butt for a moment‌—‌maybe he thought so too‌—‌but he restrained himself.

“Sorry, Dakota, I wasn’t planning on embarrassing you. But then I did it. I just liked watching you. It made you really cute.”

“It’s okay. A deal's a deal, right?” I said, still angry at him.

We got back to my car in its abandoned little clearing pull-off on the abandoned little stretch of forested, mountain road. Rusty told me to go and get ready for him. I was to shave my bottom and the hair around my cock into something cute. And, “I want you to put on that chastity cage for now. You’re an anal virgin, so you’re probably going to cum pretty fast once you’re on my cock, anyway. Although since you’re not gay you might not even get an erection, so it shouldn’t make any difference.”

“I could still get an erection just…just from the stimulation! I read that in a book!” I knew he was trying to fuck with me and I wasn’t going to let him.

He laughed at that.

I went into the woods with a bottle of water and the shaving kit. I hid from him behind some trees and went to work.

Shaving my bottom gave me a pulsating erection‌—‌there was something about the razor tugging at my skin and leave a smooth path behind it. My sphincter was throbbing by the end. I shaved between my legs and then I shaved around my cock. I tried to think of some “cute” way to shave, and suddenly I was worried about getting it wrong. I finally just shaved most of it off and left a little heart of pubic hair that stopped about an inch below my cock. I clipped on the chastity cage once I managed to get my erection to go down, then the little thong, then the fishnets, then my little cut-offs. I wrapped the collar around my neck and buckled it.

I pulled on my white sneakers and t-shirt and went back out to Rusty. I was worried he was going to fall on me or make me do something humiliating but he just looked me over and told me to spin around, then went back to working on the car.

“There anything else you want to tell me about this car? No point in me fixing this if some other part just breaks on you. You got it checked-up recently? You heard any weird noises or seen any lights come on‌—‌like, ‘check engine’ light kind of deal? I can’t test drive it right now because this stuff makes it too broke to move,” he said, gesturing to my busted engine.

He’s trying to manipulate me to do even more depraved stuff for him, I thought angrily.

“No, it’s fine,” I said.

“Think hard‌—‌nothing else?”

I thought about it for a second. It had been a little while since it’s last check up but I only needed another few days‌—‌fifteen hundred miles‌—‌and I’d need it much less urgently. “No, it’s fine,” You manipulative fucker.

Rusty spent the whole afternoon working on my car, even though this was supposed to be his time. Every once and a while a car would pass by but no one even slowed down. Each time I'd try to hide behind my car, ashamed of anyone seeing my body. The rest of the time I handed Rusty his tools when he needed them, or sat on the edge of the engine and watched over his shoulder.

It felt…weird. Weirdly normal. It felt like I was just his little boyfriend and he was fixing my car for me. Because of Rusty making me wear the thong and shave my bottom, I kept getting erections, which the chastity cage trapped. It was just because of the pressure of the thong on my smooth butt, I knew. It was a physiological response.

Rusty’s cock was hard on and off throughout the day. From how it hung in his loose jeans it looked like it was over nine inches, but I knew that couldn’t be right. It must be some weird cut of his pants. It made me feel strange that a man was getting an erection from looking at me and my body.

I kept feeling a strange sense of pride because of it which made me blush. You just…you just want attention or something. They say that about people with neglectful parents, right? I was pretty sure I’d read that in a book somewhere.

He started calling me Kota, for short, and I liked it. No one had ever called me Kota. I tried to act displeased by it, but I couldn’t see the point. He’d already won. I’d made the deal. Keep your word, I reminded myself. No need to do anything beyond that, though.

I wanted to keep a sullen silence, but after an hour or so of that it got too boring, and deep down somewhere I wanted to talk to Rusty about books again, even though I hated him. I got hungry after two hours and ate my sandwich. I shared half with Rusty which he took gratefully. We drank sodas from his truck.

We talked about books for a long time, then movies. We hadn’t always had a TV at my place because my parents would pawn it for their petty drug or gambling habits, then buy it back, then sell it again. And I could never afford the movie theater. Since I was sixteen I’d saved money for a car to move away. I’d saved desperately. But I loved movies. Rusty had seen a ton and he filled me in on plots and film terminology and told me about how to write a screenplay and make a movie.

We talked about music, too. I liked pop and rock most of all, and Rusty listened to jazz and classical music on his drives. He didn’t insist on telling me all about it though. He asked what songs I liked and talked about them.

At around five we ordered Chinese food from a place he knew and had it delivered to where we were‌—‌it was just within the delivery guy’s radius. By the time he got there I had been having so much fun that I’d forgotten what I was wearing. I blushed with shame when I realized but Rusty said, “Take eighty out of my wallet‌—‌my hands are greasy‌—‌and give it all to him‌—‌he deserves a tip for coming all the way out here.”

I fished my hand into his pocket for his wallet, afraid of brushing his cock, and took out the money.

“The food was only thirty dollars!” I reminded him.

“I know, but Lee works hard too, right?”

I ran over to the car‌—‌realizing that my bottom shook and jiggled in those little shorts if I ran‌—‌and paid him.

“Tell Rusty thanks!” the driver said. I walked back to Rusty with the food and blushed at having to show my bottom to the driver. I noticed that Rusty had a big erection again. He looked at me hungrily and it made my heart race but again he seemed to force down some urge.

He was big and burly. Maybe close to twice my weight and it was all muscle. And he had nearly a foot on me. It felt like being a few feet from a bear or a panther. I knew that if there was anything he wanted to do to me, I’d have no chance of stopping him. But strangely I still didn’t feel afraid, exactly. Not in that way, at least. I wasn’t afraid that he’d hurt me. Only that he would take me and it would be…overwhelming.

Night slowly fell and Rusty finished working on the car and washed his hands. He went into the woods and washed his body and I caught a glimpse of him through the trees. I thought truckers were supposed to have beer bellies and be out of shape but he was all rippled muscle. He looked like a football player or something. I had no idea how he maintained it while driving.

He came back clean and in a fresh set of clothes.

“Spin around for me,” he said.

I hesitated a moment, then tried to do it right; I lifted my arms above my head, arched my back, popped my bottom out, and stood on my tiptoes. I spun slowly, so he could take in as much as he wanted. I turned kept turning and turning until my thighs were trembling a little and only then did he tell me to stop.

I had closed my eyes and when I opened them and looked up I could see he was breathing heavily. But again he seemed to push something aside.

“Mosquitos are going to be out at dusk. We better sit inside,” he said, indicating the truck. He watched me climb in, eyes fixed on my bottom and my whole body. He got in his side and we watched the gorgeous orange glow of the sunset.

“You’re probably nervous,” he said. “Which is natural. But you don’t have to be nervous, okay? I’m going to try to go slow. Have you ever had a girlfriend? Do you know how this goes?”

“I…um…no. I never got this far,” I confessed. I’d gone out with a few girls in school, but I was poor, and my body was too svelt for the football team, so I wasn’t very popular.

He considered me. “Are you nervous?”

“Yes.”

“Do you feel disgusted with yourself?”

“Yes.”

He looked at me for another long moment. “If you want to back out of the deal, now would be the time. You’ll feel better if you do it now rather than after we get started. Then you’ll feel like you lost both sides of things. I don’t want you to back out, though. I’m just telling you.”

I could see that his cock was practically throbbing in his pants and his gaze crawled over me up and down.

“I don’t want to force you. I only want to make you prostitute yourself to me. Does that make sense?”

I thought about it and nodded. “Yes. Yes, Sir.”

When I thought about it like that for some reason it seemed slightly more bearable‌—‌I was just prostituting my body. Plenty of people did that all the time. But then the shame washed back in and I blushed. A man was still going to use my body for sex. I was going to get butt fucked. That was shameful.

“Let me show you how it usually goes,” he said in a low growl. He put his hands on my hips and easily shifted me over towards him. He took one of my small hands in his own big, rough one and cupped my face in the other.

And then it was happening.


Chapter 4: Foreplay
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Isqueezed my eyes shut and he pressed his rough lips to my own plump, soft ones. The kiss was really, really long. I tilted my head back to give him the best angle and he mashed my lips around. I opened my mouth to him with a little moan and his tongue dove into my opening, exploring me. I tentatively brought my tongue up and we French kissed. His mouth was warm and wet and all of his movements were sure.

He finally pulled away and I gasped for air. I hadn’t realized I wasn’t breathing.

He kissed me again and again and I let out little moans against my will as he explored me. The hand around my face moved to my throat and choked me gently. The other started to explore my body. For some reason my cock was throbbing against my chastity cage, trying to get erect, and I was glad that I had it on, lest he get the wrong idea about me.

His hand groped at my nipples then felt all up and down my abdomen, along the curve of my back, then up and down my full thighs and calves. I was gasping in breaths and my heart was racing. I was sweating and my clothes quickly grew damp.

“Just let it go. Don’t think about anything,” he breathed into my ear, then he nibbled at my earlobe and sucked at my neck. I tried to stop but I kept letting out little gasps and moans.

He lifted me easily and set me on his lap.

My big, fat, nubile bottom squished down and spread out over his thighs and groin. His thick cock was throbbing underneath me and my mouth formed a little, surprised, “O.” It was only separated by his pants and my little shorts and lingerie. My asshole was throbbing again and I felt a little woozy and even feverish.

He kept kissing me and moved both hands all over my body. They both found my butt and explored it thoroughly‌—‌as if he had been hungry all day to touch and grab it. I realized he had.

“Fuck you’re cute!” he growled. “You have a fat little bottom, too, don’t you?”

I didn’t know what to say, so I said, “Yes, Sir.” It came out as a desperate sounding moan and I blushed.

“Get out of the truck,” he said urgently, and I didn’t question him. I crawled off his lap and climbed out. He took an enema bag out of the odds and ends he’d gotten from the store and followed me out.

“Hang onto the truck,” he commanded. I did it and he tore my little shorts open then ripped them off of me completely. If hadn’t been hanging onto the truck I would’ve been pulled over. I gasped at being left in just my little thong and fishnets in front of him.

It all happened too fast for me to process or react too. He tugged my thong way to the side and I was naked before him. The fishnets hid nothing. My nubile, untouched sphincter throbbed in his view.

He rubbed it with his rough fingers and I gasped and moaned lewdly.

Some rough stranger is touching my bottom. My caged cock was throbbing. Why is my body reacting like this?

He rubbed me and rubbed me and my thighs started to tremble. I almost collapsed, once, but he caught me with his other firm arm and held me up. His muscles were like iron against my supple, curvy body.

It was like getting fucked by an animal as he started to build up. He had started slowly but surely when he was kissing me but the intensity only continued upwards. He didn’t stop to lubricate my bottom. He pressed me against his truck and buried his rough, unshaven face between my pale cheeks. His warm tongue roughly dragged over my bottom then buried into it as far as it could go.

I let out a sob of pleasure and surprise. A man’s tongue was in my bottom. I couldn’t believe this was happening. I’d pictured dirty things when we were making the deal but it was entirely different once it was actually happening. He pressed the nozzle into my wet sphincter and gave me my first enema. It made me feel a little feverish and like I had been impregnated in my butt. My flat stomach swelled out to accommodate it.

His impatience didn’t let him play with me here. As soon as he’d emptied the bag into me he commanded me, “Expel.” There was an urgency in his voice and I could tell that I didn’t dare disobey him.

It was so embarrassing expelling in front of another man, but I did it. I arched my back, popped my butt out, and pushed. Water gushed out of my bottom and I sobbed in shame and arousal. What the fuck is wrong with me? I reminded myself it was all just a physiological reaction but I could barely think beyond that through the aroused haze.

He grabbed another bag and filled me again. He told me to hold it in, held me by the throat, and stuck his fingers in my mouth to suck on. Once they were wet he moved them down to my ass and fingered me.

I’m being penetrated, I thought in shock. Am I still an anal virgin?

He fingered me hard. I moaned and shook and he moved his hand from my throat so he could wrap his arm around me, helping to keep me up. I was drenched in sweat and my thighs were trembling.

“Fuck, you’re really tight,” he moaned into my ear. He’d fit a finger in at first, then a second one, and that strained me to my limit. He finger pounded me for a long time and little squirts of water escaped on each thrust. He fingered my bottom until I’d let the whole enema escape.

It felt incredible. I was shaking and sobbing from shame by the time he stopped. I was ashamed of how much I liked it. He took out the smallest plug, had me suck on it, and then worked it into my ass. It was the biggest I could fit‌—‌it felt like it was straining me at my absolute limit.

He didn’t wait for me to get in the truck. He lifted me easily and climbed in with me in his arms. His iron for forearms pressed into my lower back and my soft thighs. He climbed through to the back of the truck with me. There was enough room to stand and most of the space was taken up by a large bed. He lay me down on it and stripped his shirt off, then his pants. He wasn’t wearing any boxers. An enormous, throbbing, python of a cock fell out.

I gasped. There was too much of his body to take in and process at once. His cock was actually over nine inches long. Large, iron-hard muscles rippled over his naked form. Dark, intricate tattoos scrawled over his chiseled muscles. He was covered in a light sheen of sweat from the summer heat and the passion I had inspired in him. He was built like some demi-god.

Instead of feeling shame I marveled at a single idea: Could a man like this be interested in me? Could he really want my body? I’m nothing special, am I? He’s formed like a god.

He tore off my thong and my t-shirt and tossed them away. He was on top of me in an instant and we were making out passionately. I was overwhelmed and completely outmatched by him. His titanic form laid over and pressed down on my soft, nubile one. His rippling muscles pressed into my smooth little figure. His mouth fed on me, kissing me, nibbling my ears, sucking my neck, chest, abdomen, and nipples. I gasped in arousal and alarm at each surprising new sensation.

Could this really be happening? Am I really having sex with a man?

It was an incredible ocean of feelings. It was far more than I could process. I couldn’t believe this was what sex could be like. Nothing I’d been told had prepared me for this. It was just so…incredible. Taste, touch, smell, and everything else blended together into a rush of ecstasy.

I couldn’t even think at first to be ashamed because it just felt so good. My body had never felt this good this…complete in my whole life. Rusty’s body pressed against my own, his mouth and hands claiming me…it just felt right. His weight felt so good pressing down on top of me. I felt safe. I felt secure. I'd never felt like that in my life. My cock throbbed in its little cage and suddenly the shame rushed back in and I involuntarily I pulled my mouth away from his, turning my head to the side.

He tried to turn my head and kiss me again but I pulled away by reflex. I felt the little plug stretching my anus. It felt so good but the good feelings just filled me with more shame. I let out a little sniffle and then I started crying gently and softly.

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry!” I mumbled. “I’m sorry…I’m not trying to be difficult.”

He stared down at me. I noticed for the first time how striking his eyes were. His gaze was like a stormy night. I thought he was going to yell or snap at me or say something biting. It was what I'd grown used to my whole life when I displeased someone. But he didn't. Instead, he sat up beside me and pulled me up into his arms. He held me in his lap, my soft thighs straddled his rock hard abdomen and my fat butt pressed against his throbbing cock.

He leaned back against the wall of the cabin and let me sit up so we could look each other in the eye. His throbbing cock felt so good pressing against my naked, sweating bottom. But I just kept thinking about the ridicule and shame of doing something like this….something gay. I thought of being teased for my delicate looks. I thought of being mocked in the gym showers.

“Hey,” Rusty said, and his rich, deep voice brought me back to the present. “I own you for the night, right Kota?”

“Yes, Rusty.”

“I want you to do something for me, okay? I want you to pretend you’re gay. I know you’re not. But I want you to pretend that you are. There’s no shame in that, okay? You had to sell your body‌—‌it was your best option. You made a good choice. It was smart of you to do that. It’s nothing to feel ashamed of. You’re just getting yourself out of a hard situation. So now, for me, just pretend‌—‌like you’re an actor playing a part. Can you do that, baby?”

I thought for a second then nodded tearfully and sniffled a little, “Yes, Sir.” He took a handkerchief and dried my eyes and nose, then he kissed me again, more gently and slowly this time.

“So when you’re feeling all this stuff when I’m making love to you, just think, ‘What would I do if I were gay?’ and just let yourself follow that. Moan if you think you’d moan. Kiss me and touch me if you think you’d do that. Does that make sense? Can you do that? It’s just pretend, remember. It’s like we’re playing a game.”

I thought again and nodded, “Yes, Sir.” I felt embarrassed by how nice he was being‌—‌it was easier, almost, for him to be mean and for me to hate him. But at the same time the silly suggestion made sense. It made it feel easier just pretending it was an act and going along with it, instead of fighting back and forth between cooperating and feeling revolted and ashamed. That was exhausting.

"Lay down on your stomach," he told me. I lay out on his bed and rested my face on the backs of my hands. I felt so vulnerable turning my back on a man while I was naked. My big butt was defenseless against him except for my little stockings. Not that I could've resisted him anyway. He took a small clear bottle of some liquid.

“This is just massage oil,” he explained. He rubbed it over his hands until it was warm, then he tore open my fishnet stockings‌—‌my modesty’s last, pathetic line of defense against this big man‌—‌letting my big butt spill out. He rubbed the oil all across my fatness, then worked down my thighs and calves, then all the way up my back and arms.

He tugged off my shoes and rubbed the oil across my feet. It felt incredibly good. I'd never had a foot massage before. I'd never had any type of massage. Massages were seen as a hoity-toity luxury where I was from. My family ridiculed them. They ridiculed any type of closeness or affection, it seemed like. Rusty kneaded my arches and it made me writhe and curl my toes.

I let out a pleased little moan on purpose, to show him that it felt good. I’m just acting. I told myself. He interlaced his fingers between my toes and worked them back and forth. “Oh, fuck!” I gasped. I just couldn’t believe how amazing something so simple could feel. He bent down and kissed my neck, nibbled my ear, then kissed all the way down my spine. He laid a sloppy kiss on one of my fat butt cheeks then sucked on it and bit a little and I squealed in unexpected delight.

He kissed down the backs of my thighs and spent extra time kissing and licking the spot behind my knees. I loved it. I loved it all. When he reached my feet he sucked and nibbled at my Achilles' tendons, then licked along my soles and between my toes.

He reached up and tugged out my butt plug very slowly and gently and I sighed in pleasure.

It’s not shameful, it’s just an act, I reminded myself. He took the medium sized plug and dipped it into my mouth. I sucked it willingly and he filled my butt crack with a little pool of oil. He dipped his finger into my asshole‌—‌in and out, in and out‌—‌to let the oil flow in and around it. Then he worked the wet plug in. The medium size was very intense and overwhelming for me but because I’d been stretched I was just able to take it. I tensed and gasped and sucked in deep breaths and the biggest part of the plug pushed past my sphincter. My butt sucked down the other side and took the whole thing to its base.

“Just relax,” he breathed into my ear and he started to slowly massage my back. I gasped and writhed underneath him.

"I just never knew something so simple could feel so good," I blurted out. For some reason, I felt like I owed it to him to confess what I was feeling. A man who was so good with his hands should know. I felt so strangely grateful for these sensations that I wanted him to know what he was doing to me. "I…don't think I've felt so good in my life." My words came out thick because I was getting choked up again. I started to cry but it wasn't from shame this time. I was just overwhelmed with feeling.

“Oh Kota,” he said and he turned me on my side and held me and kissed me again and again and again. He rolled me back over and kept massaging me. It felt like it went on for hours and by the end of it I felt like I was entirely free from my physical body‌—‌like I was floating in some dreamy ethereal realm.

He rolled me onto my back. My body was covered in a sheen of warm oil. I looked up at him with sleepy, bedroom eyes. He lay over me and I wrapped my thighs around him and we kissed for a long time.

He sat back up, lifted my legs up, and spread them wide apart. “Open your bottom up for Daddy,” he told me. I reached down and spread my booty for him. He tugged the medium plug out and I gasped and moaned whinely.

“Is that pretty big for you?”

“Yes…Daddy. It feels really big coming out!” It’s just an act. It’s just an act.

He took the large plug and dipped it into my mouth. It barely fit past my lips. He licked his own hand and rubbed it into my throbbing bottom, re-lubricating my nubile hole. He slowly, gently began to work that fat, big plug in. It was nearly the size of my delicate little fist. I couldn’t believe something so big was going into me.

“Will it really fit?” I asked, alarmed.

"Yes, it will. We've stretched you enough. It should just fit. Does it hurt?"

I bit my lip and nodded yes urgently.

“Do you need me to stop?”

I thought a moment but answered earnestly. “No. I can do it, Sir.”

He leaned forward and kissed me to distract me, then kissed and sucked on my pert nipples. I moaned and arched my back, opening myself even more to him. I was sweating from the intense butt stretching he was putting me through. It took a long time. Minute after minute dragged by as he worked it, slowly stretching me, then withdrawing, then stretching me again. I didn't think I'd ever be able to fit it and it hurt. But mixed with the pain was a lot of pleasure. It was a good, good hurt.

He held my head up and I could just see the plug going in and straining my anus around its widest part. “Watch it sink in, baby,” he growled.

Lost in hazy, feverish anal pleasure, I played at being his slut. “Oh fuck, I see it, Daddy. It’s so big!” and he pressed a little more and it crested my anus and then went past it. My butt sucked around the big plug and pulled it in, and it sunk all the way to the base. I let out a surprised, delighted gasp. He leaned in a kissed me to reward me. He rubbed the edges of my tender, swollen sphincter and it felt really good after their stretching.

“Good boy. What a good anal slut you are. Are you Daddy’s little anal slut?”

It felt good saying such ridiculous, dirty things. I didn't care anymore. I was getting lost in the pleasure. I couldn't think of anything else but pursuing it.

“Yes…I’m…I’m your little anal slut. I have a big plug in my little slut ass. I’m plugged for you!”

He took me up in his arms and we made out and Frenched for a long time. He pulled away and gazed into my eyes, and I trembled at how intense it was, just sharing a look with another person in such an intimate moment.

“I’m going to spank you now, okay, Kota? And I want to play a game. I’m going to pretend I’m spanking you to punish you for being gay, okay? And you pretend you’re gay and trying to resist it.”

For some reason that made a surge of arousal burst through me, and I bit my lip and nodded. “Okay…okay I can do that.”

“We’ll pretend you’re at a college and I’m your dean, do you think you can do that?”

I nodded again.

Then, in a more normal tone‌—‌a pause in the middle of our intense game‌—‌Rusty said: “Are you doing alright? Can you handle this? Do you remember your safe words?”

I looked back and met his gaze. “I remember, Rusty. I can handle it. It’s…” I glanced down in shame but I’d already started so I stumbled forward. “It’s so intense but you’re not hurting me. I mean…it’s a good hurt. I’ve…I’ve never felt like this before.” Just keep your mouth shut. You’re acting gay, my thoughts sneered at me. But for some reason, I felt the need to confess to him.

I couldn’t quite say it all, though‌—‌that what he was doing to me felt incredible. That it was the most intense, wonderful feeling I’d ever experienced. “I didn’t know sex could feel like this…I…” my mouth hung open and I didn’t know how to continue. He didn’t make me. He pressed his warm mouth over mine again.

He pulled away and a little drool connected our lips. I pressed my lips to his in a cute extra kiss and licked it away.

"It's okay," he said. "You don't need to say anymore. I understand." He reached down and unfastened the chastity cage from between my legs. "I don't think you'll need this anymore. If you're just getting spanked, and since you're not gay, you're probably not even going to get an erection anyway."


Chapter 5: Roleplay

[image: vignette]

Ibit my lip and nodded. For some reason him saying that made me blush. The cage felt really good coming off. My cock felt so free. He lay me on his lap and I willingly assumed my position. My soft stomach and thighs and my cock all pressed into the tops of his own rock hard thighs. He rubbed my butt in slow, gentle circles.

“What’s your last name, Dakota?” he asked me as an aside. “Mine’s Jones. Rusty Jones.”

I was nervous to tell him for a moment, but I was too awkward to say “no.”

“Bentley. Dakota Bentley.”

“Nice to meet you, Dakota Bentley.”

“Nice to meet you, too, Rusty Jones,” I said in a surprisingly sweet voice.

He drew his hand back and brought a light spank down on my fat cheek. It jiggled and shook and I gasped a little and flinched away. But then I arched my back and popped my butt back up into position. How…how does that feel so good? It’s just a hand hitting my butt!

Rusty put on a faux-stern voice. “Dakota Bentley: you’ve been having gay thoughts, haven’t you?”

I blushed and went to deny it, but then I remembered we were playing a game. But I didn't want to just confess either‌—‌that would ruin the fun of the game. Instead, I put on a faux, overly obvious lying voice. "No‌—‌I would never! I would never have such shameful thoughts!"

Rusty spanked me again‌—‌a lot harder this time. But after he spanked me he rubbed it in. He rubbed all across my fat butt cheek, really kneading the spank and spreading it out. It turned the sting into a warm, wonderful pleasure.

“That’s a lie. We can see how you look at some men‌—‌fantasize about them in your dirty little slutty mind. We all think it’s very shameful.”

“No, I don’t!” I protested cutely.

"Yes, you do. We've seen how you look at some of the guys in the showers. You drool over there big cocks. You fantasize about their cocks penetrating you‌—‌maybe even double penetrating you in that fat, slutty butt you have."

Talking like this made me blush but for some reason, since Rusty had made it another game, it felt silly and funny instead of shameful.

He spanked me again‌—‌three times on each of my fat cheeks. He hit hard enough to leave pink handprint outlines on my pale flesh. I gasped, moaned, and writhed under his grip but he kept me pressed in place with his free hand on my lower back. It felt good straining against him.

“Unless you confess, I’m just going to keep adding spanks to your punishment, slutty little Dakota.”

“Okay, fine!” I said with an overdone pout. “I’m gay! I…I have been fantasizing about the older students!”

“How humiliating and disgusting. You should feel very shameful. At least you confessed. But I’m still going to have to spank you for wanting such awful things.”

For some reason Rusty voicing my own deepest fears made them seem a little silly to me and, for some reason, a little grin flashed across my face.

“Oh, what’s that?” he said in fake outrage. “Are you mocking me? You better take this seriously, young man!”

He cracked six more hard spanks across my trembling ass. They made loud clapping sounds as they hit, and when he was done he rubbed them all in. I was sweating and gasping for breath now. My heart was racing. Fuck, this feels so good. My cock throbbed to life against Rusty’s leg and I blushed and squeezed my eyes shut in shame.

Why the fuck am I responding like this? It’s just someone hitting the fat on my bottom! It shouldn’t feel this good!

He rubbed his hand down between my cheeks, pressing the plug into me and trailing his fingers around my puffy sphincter.

“Who do you like most of all, you little slut? There must be one man above the rest.”

“I would never confess that!” I gasped in pretend defiance. He cracked more spanks down on me and I trembled and gasped in delight. I was getting lost in this pleasure again and I was escaping my inhibitions in the layers of games and contracts Rusty had set up.

“Confess. Confess what your heart yearns for, you little gay whore,” he breathed into my ear.

Suddenly I had an idea. My eye took on the slightest, mischievous gleam. “Well, I guess there is one guy…” I teased.

He reached down and spanked and rubbed my plump thighs. “Confess those slutty fantasies.”

He massaged and pulled my thigh flesh and I moaned through the pleasure, "Rusty Jones. I fantasize about Rusty Jones above anyone else!" I twisted my head back and grinned at him. "I don't think he could ever like me though."

He leaned down and kissed me, totally breaking the reality of our little make-believe. "No, I'm sure he would think you're completely disgusting. Who could like a boy with such a big, juicy butt, or such long, lissome legs, or such a tight little body over all? And with such shameful, gay thoughts!" He kissed me again and spanked me and I giggled.

Then shame washed over me. I’m acting fucking ridiculous. What the fuck is wrong with me? But Rusty pulled me back and kissed me again.

"I think I know how to fix you. We're going to have to ask Rusty to punish you and fuck you. Maybe he'll be able to fuck the gay out of you."

A lurid image of that enormous trucker cock sinking into my sweaty bottom flashed across my mind and I got even more erect. I felt like I literally couldn’t catch my breath.

“That…” Breath. “That might work.”

"Well, you're in luck, because Rusty's actually right here, waiting to see you. Close your eyes and I'll bring him in." Then Rusty switched from his school dean voice to his regular voice. "Well, well, well, little Dakota Bentley," he said.

“Hi, Rusty.”

“I hear you need my help with something. Do you want to tell me what it is?”

For some reason I was delighted by the stupid little roleplay were playing. "Um, yes, Sir. I got in trouble with the dean for being gay. And I told him…well I told him you were my favorite boy here. And he said you might be able to fuck the gay out of me."

“Well, I think that’s disgusting. Why can’t you just like girls? And why would you ever think anyone could ever like such a slutty, curvy boy like you? You think boys would want to fuck you just because you’re beautiful and really cute and interesting to talk to?”

I felt myself blushing in unexpected pleasure at his thinly veiled compliments.

“You’re right, I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“I’d be willing to help you, to try to cure this homosexuality, though. But you’re going to have to show me you really mean it. Okay?”

“Okay, Rusty.”

I could feel the impatience and need in his voice, rising again.

“I’m going to spank you fifty times. If you can’t make it to fifty, you don’t get to be butt fucked by me. It’s going to be hard, too. I want you to count. And every five spanks, I want you to beg to be anally fucked by me. Understand?”

I gulped. I wasn’t sure if I could handle fifty spanks. But I didn’t even stop to think if I actually wanted to handle them or not. “I understand.”

The first spank cracked down immediately and really, really hard. My fat ass shook and jiggled violently. I writhed and twisted and squirmed but forced my back to stay arched and my butt to stay popped up. The spanks came hard and fast one after the other. He alternated cheeks and only briefly and roughly rubbed them in. We reached five and I moaned out, “Please fuck me, Rusty!”

“Louder!”

I practically yelled, “Please fuck my bottom, Rusty!”

He didn't stop spanking me as he talked. "Louder‌—‌scream it as loud as you can. Make me believe it. And the spanks only count if you keep counting. If you don't keep up you get extra spanks!"

I gasped out the spanks until ten and screamed at the top of my lungs, “Please, please fuck my dirty little asshole!”

“Better!”

At fifteen I screamed again, “Please pound my fat booty! Fuck the shit out of me!”

How did I get here? How am I saying these things?

By the time we reached twenty I was drenched in sweat and sobbing in agony and ecstasy. “Ravish me! Bury your cock in my slut-hole! I want to be punished by your dick!”

Twenty-five. "Smash my fat butt! Make me explode on your dick! Fuck the gay out of me!"

Thirty. “Please stretch my little ass around that meaty pole!”

I was jelly in his hands. Clay. He could mold me however he wanted. I lay in a puddle across his thighs. If I had wanted to fight back or run away at that point I couldn't have. I was his submissive little plaything. I was spent from my spanking.

Thirty-five. "Fuck the gay out of me, please, Rusty! I need that long meat pole pistoning in and out of me.

Forty. “Make love to me. Impregnate my bottom with your seed.”

It didn’t feel like we were playing at anything anymore. It was all too intense. Too passionate. We were making love‌—‌or preparing to, at least‌—‌through his hand slapping my wet, sweaty butt. My pale flesh was covered in pink and red now, and it jiggled and shook under the slaps. I was shaking and trembling and gasping in his arms and tears were running down my face.

I remembered my safe word. I didn't want to use it. I didn't even think of it. I wanted him to keep spanking me. For some reason, it felt like I deserved it. I didn't understand for what exactly. But it was cathartic for me.

Forty-five. "Oh beat that butt. Beat that bad butt. I'm a bad boy. I deserve it. Beat me. Claim me. I want…I want to be yours!"

The pain and pleasure mixed into euphoria and drove out all my thoughts. I was alive just in that moment with Rusty holding my trembling body close to his.

Fifty. "I love you," I blurted out and fell silent in shock. I couldn't believe I had just said that, but it felt true. Rusty was on me as soon as we were done. He turned my sweat-drenched, weak, trembling figure around in his arms and held me close and tight. I wrapped my arms around his neck and clung to him, gasping for air. He brushed a sweaty strand of hair out of my vision and our lips met. This kiss was tender but sure. We made out there for a long time as I shook in his arms.

His hands ran over my body, rubbing my butt and my fat thighs‌—‌all the places I had been spanked‌—‌and turning the slaps into pleasure. I started to feel really good and even more aroused. My cock was absolutely throbbing.

"Looks like someone got a little hard from his spanking," he teased. He kissed my neck and reached down between our legs. "Wanna see who's bigger? Bigger cock gets to fuck the loser."

“Uh huh,” I nodded.

His big, strong hand brought our cocks together and lined them up, then luxuriously masturbated them up and down together. His was gargantuan compared to mine. It outdid me by inches and was far wider and girthier. I gasped in awe.

“You’re so big!” I purred. “Looks like I lose.”

I knew exactly what I wanted to do. I had an urge and I followed it. I slipped out of Rusty’s arms and went down on my hands and knees with my head between his legs. My bottom was popped up and hung up in the air for him to admire. I brought my warm, wet mouth to his thick manliness.

I kissed his cock.

And then I wrapped my plump lips around his head.

I looked up to make eye contact with him and his face registered surprise and unexpected delight.

“Good boy,” he growled. I was grateful to him for some reason. He had been kind to me. That was all I really remembered in this sex-induced haze. I felt like I owed him and he deserved to have it paid back. I wrapped my little hands around his shaft‌—‌my fingers couldn’t actually fit all the way around his girth unless I used both hands. I worked it and massaged his balls with my hands, and I pressed little kisses and licks all up and down the thick length with my little mouth.

Once I’d licked every inch I came back to the top and suckled at his head again, teasing at the opening and the underside of his head with my rough little tongue. He gasped and grunted his pleasure to me. I took him into my mouth and forced my throat down on his bulbous head. His dick was so big that I could just barely fit it past my lips and into my mouth.

I thought, with disappointment, that I wouldn’t be able to go farther, but I found that if I slowly pressed forward my throat could expand enough to take him, bit by bit. I gagged a lot at first, but I was able to do it. Spit flooded my mouth from my gag reflex and huge amounts of it trailed down his cock and drooled out of my mouth onto my chin, neck, chest, and nipples.

I worked at it a long time, methodically bobbing on his cock then withdrawing for breath. My little cock wasn’t getting any stimulation but it was rock hard and pulsating with passion from submitting myself and serving Rusty. It’s just a game, a faint voice in my head tried to protest. I didn’t even bother responding to it.

“Fuck you’re a good little slut!” he growled passionately. My cock and asshole throbbed from him calling me a “slut.”

Finally, I made it all the way to the base of his shaft. My nose buried in his pubic hair. His wet balls pressed against my chin. Tears were streaming down my face from the cock being so deep in my throat. I felt the strangest thrill and sense of joy and satisfaction.

Rusty massaged and squeezed my little body as I worked. I started to bob my head up and down. Rusty was gentle with me, letting me control the movement as I learned this new skill. But I was eager. I went faster and faster, taking his shaft in and out all the way. I face fucked myself on his big trucker dick.

"You're going to make me cum, baby," he said passionately, and eagerness made me press myself even farther. I increased my speed and dragged my tongue around as I moved up and down. I felt his cock throbbing in my mouth.

He exploded in me. Cum erupted from his cock.

I buried my face into his pubic hair again, not wanting to miss a drop of his cum. It would’ve seemed ungrateful, somehow. Semen flooded my stomach. I pulled off so just his head was in my mouth and more and more ropes of cum flooded into me. When he was finally done I carefully squeezed his cock with my little hands to get the rest of it then sucked all the way off of the tip. I crawled up into his lap with a pleased look on my face, opened my mouth to show him my prize, and then swallowed it all like a good pet.

He pulled me to him passionately and kissed my neck, my nipples, and then my mouth, sucking on my lips and tongue.

“Fuck you’re beautiful,” was all he could moan.

I grinned back at him, proud of what I had accomplished. My body was in control now, not my mind. I was alive completely in the moment. And my body wanted to get fucked. I straddled Rusty and he wrapped an arm around my lower back. He tugged my big plug out with his other hand and I gasped and moaned whinely. It hurt coming out but it also left an emptiness in my butt that I kind of hated.

“Put it back!” I said petulantly.

“I have something a lot bigger for you,” he said.


Chapter 6: Ravished
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He moved my hand back to his cock and I stroked it up and down urgently. It was slimy and covered in spit and cum. His virility was amazing. He had hardly gone limp when it started to swell up in arousal again. He grabbed and squeezed my fat butt, seemingly using it to stimulate himself.

I’m a sex object for him. Porn for him. I thought, and it left me strangely pleased. He shoved me roughly onto my back, spread my legs, and licked my puffy anus. When he spread it, it gaped open just a little from the big plug having stretched it. Once I was sopping wet he moved his pelvis between my legs. His enormous, thick cock lay over my throbbing smaller one.

I’m about to have anal sex. Gay sex. I’m going to lose my anal virginity to a man. The thought excited me but all of a sudden the terrible shame came rushing back and I let out a sob. I looked away from Rusty and started crying as he lined his cock head up with my hole.

“I’m…I’m not gay,” I tried to protest.

He stopped for a moment, considering me. Then he hooked a finger through the leather collar around my neck‌—‌the only piece of anything on my naked body.

“You see this?” he practically growled.

I nodded.

“This means you’re my property.”

He wrapped his hands around my wrists, pinning me to the bed. “Try to lift up‌—‌try to fight me.”

I did it. I strained against his grip, throwing my whole body into it. I couldn’t make him budge.

“Use your legs, too,” he commanded sternly.

I kicked and flailed them. It didn’t do any good. Rusty easily caught them and pinched an ankle and wrist in each hand. My legs were left up and spread apart, leaving my asshole completely defenseless against him.

“Keep trying to resist,” he commanded. I kept trying to resist and pull free and he took the ripped thong and t-shirt that he had torn from me earlier and bound my ankles and wrists together. They were snug but he had tied them expertly: they didn’t hurt but neither could I escape from them.

“Your body is mine. I can do whatever I want to you. Touch you wherever I want.” To prove his point he rubbed my nubile bottom and trailed his rough fingers and palm across my tender anus. “You don’t have any choice. None of this belongs to you. I’m stronger and I’m going to take what I want. You’re trapped with me here. I own your body. I own all of you.”

And then his voice became gentle and his stormy eyes softened. He brushed my lips with the most delicate kiss. “Got that, my sweet little Kota?”

I thought my cock was going to explode right there. I loved how he was talking to me. I felt afraid of him and so turned on.

I nodded back, tearful but with a small smile, “Yes, Rusty. Yes!”

“It doesn’t matter what you are, your little, slutty, promiscuous body is going to get pounded by this big cock until you cum over, and over, and over again. That’s what you get for showing off this sexy, tight thing on the side of the road.”

“Oh fuck!” I moaned in arousal.

“Do you fucking understand, slut?”

“Yes, Sir!”

“I knew from the moment I saw you in those tight little jeans, all helpless at your car: you want to get butt fucked. You can try to deny it, but I’m going to give you what your slutty body needs.”

And he pressed his hungry mouth forcefully over my submissive lips.

And then he buried his cock in my bottom.

His cock head forced itself against my wet, gaping hole. My opening and his pole were both covered in saliva and some cum from his cock. His cock was enormous‌—‌bigger than the plug‌—‌as big as my forearm at least. It kept sliding away from my hole and he kept lining it up, and then, finally, it breached me. My last, pathetic line of defense was overcome. I was taken.

It hurt, a lot, but it was the best hurt I had ever felt.

My sphincter was taut around his pole‌—‌it was stretched to its absolute limit to try to accommodate him. He rolled his hips and pulled back, then pressed forward again. Slowly, slowly, slowly he slid into me, inch by inch. It was unbelievably long. I kept expecting to reach the end but he just kept going. I had never felt something that deep in my bottom before. It was reaching places inside of me I didn’t even know I had. And I could feel an enormous, pleasurable pressure.

“That’s your prostate, baby,” he explained to me when he saw the shocked delight on my face.

He tugged at my little heart shaped patch of pubic hair, teasing it. “Damn you’re a cute little slut,” he said lovingly.

His cock bottomed out in me. His pelvis and pubic hair pressed into my own cock and balls. His own balls rested against my fat bottom. He started to slowly, wonderfully draw his cock out of me, then press it back in. He fucked me with long, full, luxuriant strokes. I arched my back and curled my toes and my mouth hung open in an “O” face.

My cock erupted with cum. I orgasmed.

I had an anal orgasm on his dick, just like that. He hadn’t even given me five strokes of his dick before I came. I let out a cute, shocked gasp as warm waves of orgasmic pleasure washed through my whole body.

“Oh fuck, how…?” I moaned.

He kissed me and rubbed my butt, then rubbed and massaged my whole body and held my body close to him as the post-orgasmic bliss made me tremble.

“Fuck you’re beautiful,” he growled into my ear. “You’re a little anal virgin. It’s just too much cock for you. And your ass is very orgasmic.”

My ravishment wasn’t over though. Slowly my cock got hard again and when he could feel I was ready he started to fuck that nubile, open ass. My butt jiggled and shook as he slapped into me. His thighs and pelvis smacked into my wet ass and made lewd clapping sounds. His cock plunged my hole and made even lewder slurping sounds as he pushed in and tugged out. He fucked me hard and long and raw. It took longer to build up this time and that was almost even better.

I felt an incredible, warm fulness radiating out from my butt. It filled my whole body until all I felt was pleasure‌—‌ecstasy. It carried me away. He kissed me and all I felt or cared about were his lips and his cock.

“I’m going to cum again, Rusty. May I?”

"You can cum as much as you want, tonight, sweet thing," he whispered passionately into my ear. He put his warm mouth on my neck and went into me balls deep and it pushed me over the edge. I exploded, gushing more warm cum across my stomach and chest.

We lay even longer that time. I snuggled up to him. My sexy little body was covered in cum and spit and sweat. I felt dirty and wonderful. He held me close to him and we just breathed together in the dark of the night, in his warm little truck cabin. It was like we were on a spaceship, alone and independent and floating free from the rest of the universe.

His cock was still buried in me, though, and I got aroused again. He undid the binds around my wrists and ankles, lay on his back, and pulled me on top of him. My thighs were trembling from arousal and exhaustion but need pressed me forward. I lifted myself up until just his head was inside of me, then flopped back down. I rode him like that, like a tight, sexy little cowboy. It felt really good for some reason‌—‌being on top of him made me feel like I was on display for him.

I flailed my fat butt up and down on his thick member desperately. My big, jiggly buttocks clapped together around his cock and smacked against his thighs. The sound of wet flesh against flesh filled the cabin. We were both drenched in sweat. Rusty gritted his teeth and I could see I was about to make him cum again, but he had incredible control of his cock and he held on forever.

Finally, my nubile dick twitched and spasmed and I came for the third time on his cock.

He let go and warm semen flooded into my bottom.

I gasped in delight.

I moaned and he grunted and we came together.

I collapsed onto his broad, muscular chest and let out a delighted little sigh. I let the warm, bright ocean of pleasure and feeling wash me away.

Rusty flicked off all the lights in the truck and held me close to him. He wiped up all the semen sprayed across us and fed it to me. I licked it off his fingers and palm obediently. I still felt incredibly turned on for some reason, instead of the shame I usually felt after masturbating on my own. I couldn’t believe I was eating semen‌—‌semen fed to me by another man, no less. Strangely, I liked it. It tasted salty and gooey but…not bad. And I was delighted that seeing me eat it seemed to turn Rusty on.

I decided to go a step farther.

When he finally tugged his cock out of my bottom a rich stream of cum gushed out of my gaping hole and ran down one fat, pale buttock. I caught it and wiped it up in my palm, then licked it up. I kept doing that until I’d swallowed all the semen that had gone into my bottom.

He kissed me when I was done. “You’re a dirty, dirty, beautiful little slut,” he said passionately.

“I’m a slut for you, Daddy,” I said.

We fucked one more time that night. It was different. Slow and passionate, like two lovers in the darkness. Once we both came again, I fell asleep wrapped in his strong, bulging arms.

I woke up just once, that morning, as the early light trickled into the cab. I felt sticky and dirty. As all the memories of the night and everything I'd done washed over me, shame erupted up from deep inside of me. I blinked away tears. But I didn't move, either. I wanted to stay there, just a little longer. I wanted to stay in Rusty's strong arms, where he still held me close to him. My little, naked body was splayed across his titanic one. His big dick rested just below my naked bottom, just where it should be.

I lay my head back on his chest and slowly let myself drift back off to sleep. Beneath all the revulsion and shame there was a single, other strange thought.

Do I love Rusty Jones?


Chapter 7: Split Up
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When I woke up again my naked body was still laid over his‌—‌my soft, warm, nubile flesh pressed against his hard muscles. I felt myself getting hard again and my asshole was absolutely throbbing in need. I wanted him inside of me. I wanted that wonderful, warm fullness. I wanted his cock buried in my fat bottom all the way to the base. I wanted that feeling of warm safety and ecstasy from being wrapped in his giant, strong arms.

My little hands went down to his giant, thick cock and wrapped around it. I closed my eyes and turned my plump lips up, waiting obediently to be kissed. My dainty hands wrapping around his cock woke Rusty up. I waited impatiently.

But the kiss never came.

He cupped my face in his hands but only said, “Your time’s up, Kota.”

I peeled my eyes open, not understanding. He nodded to the truck dash up front. It read 12:21 P.M. Our deal had been up for twenty-one minutes. He gently took his hands away from my face, brushing my cheek as he went.

"Oh," I mumbled. I blushed bright red. I hadn't even been thinking about the time or the deal. Thoughts of all the shameful, embarrassing things I had done and said rushed back into me from the night before. What the fuck is wrong with me? Why did I do all of that? I felt a mortifying shame. I couldn’t look at Rusty. I pulled away from him and crawled off his gorgeous body. I tugged a corner of the blanket up and sat curled in a corner of the bed.

I had let myself be the submissive lover of a man. I’d played along and said lewd, submissive, sexual, ridiculous things. I’d begged for a cock in my ass. I’d begged to get butt fucked. I didn’t mean it, I told myself. I was just playing along. I was a prostitute. I was just selling my body.

All my clothing had been ripped apart when I was ravished. I wrapped myself in the sheet instead, avoiding eye contact with Rusty. He only watched me, steadily. The blanket kept falling open and revealing my body. Rusty made no show of avoiding the display and I blushed again, then finally stepped out of the truck in just my little blanket and collar.

He followed after, tugging on a pair of jeans.

“Kota,” he said gently.

“I have to go,” I muttered.

“Your car’s not finished yet,” he reminded me.

“Oh right.” I bit my lip.

“Look, I have a travel shower and some snacks for breakfast. How about you wash and eat and I’ll fix your car. Then you can head out.”

I finally met his gaze, warily.

"No extra charge," he assured me. "Just being a gentleman on the morning after. I'm capable of that, believe it or not."

I nodded because I could think of no reason to protest.

“Can I take this off now?” I said of the collar.

“Deal’s done. You can do what you want.”

I had trouble working the buckle and he came over and undid it. “Thanks,” I muttered. Rusty set up the shower a little ways into the woods off the road‌—‌a large bag with a nozzle that hung from a tree branch. He started working on my car, shirtless, and once it had warmed up I went and washed.

It felt good being naked and I had a lurid image flash through my head of Rusty coming back and taking me roughly against the tree and then in the mud and dirt beneath the shower. My cock was hard immediately and I blushed in shame. My bottom was still tender from my hard spanking and the outlines were just visible along with a few light bruises. I traced them with my hand as the water and soap ran over my butt. I traced them lovingly. I want to suck his cock again so bad. The thought came unbidden and shocked me. I shook my head.

Suddenly I realized Rusty could see my naked, bathing body through a gap in the trees and I blushed in shame. I shifted out of view and hoped he hadn’t glanced up and seen my erection, or me touching my bottom. My body was throbbing in arousal and I wanted to masturbate but I was too worried about being caught. I finished, dried off, and dressed on the other side of my car from him‌—‌tight jeans, a t-shirt, and sneakers.

He handed me instant coffee, granola, and fruit and I took it. Gratitude welled up in me and I tried to shove it away. I was famished after being fucked all night.

“You know, Kota, you don’t have to go…” he started hesitantly. I blushed and looked away from him.

“I prefer Dakota,” I lied. Him calling me by the pet name hurt for some reason.

He nodded and tried one more time, “I don’t know what you’re headed for in California. I’m not asking you for any big plan. I’m just saying if you wanted to spend another day, and a day after that…”

My heart swelled up at the offer. It filled me with warmth and I realized it was because I had never felt wanted before. Never in my life. I was the youngest sibling in my family. They had always made me feel like an unwanted mouth to feed. An unwanted extra body taking up space. I’d never been good enough for them, no matter what I did or how well I did‌—‌even though they were bums themselves. All of my friends in my old town and been indifferent‌—‌indifferent to me and indifferent to life.

But Rusty was interested in interesting things. And he was generous and, in a strange way, kind. And he had wanted me so badly that he had been willing to bargain with me and coerce me to get me.

I thought of getting to stay with him. Of getting to talk about books all day. Of having him look out for me and take care of me and teach me. He was a young man, still, maybe in his early thirties, but he seemed to know so much about the world. I thought of getting to have him take me in the dark, calm night‌—‌of him exploring and pushing every curve and point on my nubile, virginal body.

I pushed all the thoughts away. I was being silly. I was fine with gay people but I wasn’t gay‌—‌much less into intense, submissive sex like Rusty had given me. I’d done it to get out of a hard spot. Now I was just confused. It was like Stockholm Syndrome or something. Besides, I couldn’t just follow some trucker around. Rusty couldn’t really…like me that much. Much less love me. He'd get tired of me eventually and then I'd be in an even worse position than when I started.

I love this. I love him! somewhere deep inside of me yelled. I pushed the feeling away.

I didn’t want this. Maybe if I was gay, and I’d met him at a different time in my life. But it couldn’t happen now. And it could never really happen.

Besides, like he said, he wasn’t offering any big plan. He just wanted to fuck me for another week then kick me to the curb, probably.

I had been silent for a long time as these thoughts flashed through my mind.

“I…I have to go,” was all I could say, flatly.

Rusty nodded.

“Car’s done. You’re sure there weren’t any other problems with it? Nothing else you heard or saw while you were driving?”

I was a little annoyed that he was still trying to trap me with him. “No, it’s fine,” I almost snapped. I didn’t know how to say goodbye so I just climbed into my beat up little car and turned the key. The engine turned over and purred to life. I didn’t know cars but it sounded better than it ever had. Rusty was a good mechanic.

“Thanks for fixing my car,” I mumbled.

He nodded. “Nice knowing you, Dakota Bentley.”

I pulled away and Rusty wandered into the woods to use the shower.


Chapter 8: Trapped
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Imade it about an hour and I realized there had been another sound when I drove. It was a consistent clicking that came from the back of the car, somewhere near the trunk. I had come out of the mountains and was driving along some open planes. I realized that the clicking was becoming…more consistent. It told myself it was nothing.

Then all of a sudden it became a clanging sound followed by a cacophonous shrieking. The car careened from side to side on the road and I wrestled with the steering wheel. I could see sparks shooting up in my mirrors. I thought for a moment I was going to lose control of the car but I managed to shove it into neutral and aim it off the road.

It went into the dust a few feet off the pavement and stopped. There was a loud metallic sound and the car dropped in height about six inches. Once my heart stopped hammering in my chest and I caught my breath I stepped out into the dust. It was mid-afternoon and the day was hot and dry. I examined the car, thinking it was a flat tire.

Part of the back axle and one of the back wheels lay in the dust about ten feet behind the rest of the car.

Fuck, was all I could think.

I squatted down into the dust and cried. I cried for a long, long time. I had hardly any money left‌—‌not enough to fix this or get a new car. I didn’t think I even had enough for a bus ticket for such a long trip‌—‌and there wasn’t a bus stop on this road for maybe hundreds of miles. I had no idea how I’d get there. I didn’t even have a cell phone.

I was fucked.

Once I’d cried some more I went into my car and tried to pick out just the absolute essentials that I’d need to bring with me. I was going to have to try to hitchhike. It terrified me. I felt sure I was going to get some insane person who was going to murder me or rape me‌—‌I knew, now, that some men wanted my body.

I spent a good bit of the day there. Soon I became less worried about being murdered and more worried about anyone stopping at all. Very few cars passed by and those that did sped right along, ignoring me.

I stuck my thumb out and tried to pout my lips and look as cute, innocent, and harmless as possible. It all seemed useless. I got so desperate that I even tied my shirt around my midriff and hiked my snug little jeans all the way up‌—‌high on my waist‌—‌so that the fabric was straining tightly around my bottom and showing off all of my big asset. I turned my back so that drivers could see my butt as they approached and I tried to arch my back and pop it out. I stuck my thumb out‌—‌the classic “cute hitchhiking girl” pose.

And that was how, humiliatingly, Rusty Jones found me again.

I heard the vehicle approaching and didn’t bother to look back. I stuck my thumb out though. Then I recognized the big rig as it pulled off the road and my brief moment of relief turned into an ocean of confused, aroused, ashamed feelings.

Rusty stepped out of the cab, grinning. My little leather collar was tucked into his back pocket.

“You wanna make another deal?” he said.

I knew I should’ve been begging for help but I wanted to yell at him for some reason. “You broke my car!” I said poutily.

“Now, did I or did I not ask you if it was making any other noises?” he said, trying to contain his laughter.

I bit my lip and nodded, blushing.

“Did you ever see me go anywhere near the back axle of your car?”

I shook my head, blushing and not meeting his eye.

Rusty laughed. I could tell he was happy to see me. It was nice to have someone happy to see me. Deep down inside I felt deeply happy and relieved to see him.

No I’m not, I told myself.

“You happy to see me?” Rusty teased.

“No,” I said poutily. “I don’t like getting butt fucked by some dirty, mean trucker just to get across country.” I was surprised at the filthiness of my words.

Rusty just laughed.

“Hmmm, someone’s thinking about butt fucking, huh? Well, I wasn’t even going to mention it, but now that you bring it up…”

I blushed.

“Unless you have a few thousand dollars tucked up that bottom, I’d just count yourself lucky that I like that cute, fat little butt so much. You certainly know how to advertise it when you need too,” he said, nodding to my tied up shirt and my hiked up jeans.

I blushed and felt like a little slut. But my heart was racing in excitement from arguing with him about such dirty things, and my body was throbbing in arousal.

“What do you want from me?” I said, still pouty.

He grinned. “Well, the way I see it is you’re pretty much stuck out here, and I’m more or less your only option. So I’d say that I want everything.”

I tried to think of something to say or some argument to make. But he was right. I could think of no other option.

“It’s not fair,” I said, with a little stomp of my foot. I don’t like this, I tried to insist to myself.

“Life’s not always fair, cutey.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“Keep that cute outfit just like that, get on your hands and knees, and crawl over to me like a good pet‌—‌and keep that bottom popped up in the air, and sway it back and forth for Daddy.”

I sunk to my knees hesitantly and obeyed him. I was blushing profusely and my heart was racing. I couldn’t catch my breath. As soon as he had started giving me commands my cock had gotten so hard. My asshole was already throbbing for him, again. I was so, so intensely aroused at being ordered around by him and made his pet.

I made eye contact and looked at him sulkily as I crawled, swinging my bottom back and forth like he’d commanded. I folded my legs beneath me and sat on my knees before him, back straight.

“Arms behind your back,” he said. I clasped them there. He took out my collar and fastened it firmly but comfortably around my long, pale throat. “Damn, you’re so aroused,” he teased. His own cock was rock hard in his pants. “You love this, don’t you?”

Yes. Yes, yes, yes! “No, I hate this. I hate you! I could never like this!”

"MmmHmm," he said. No matter what I did I couldn't seem to faze Rusty Jones. He took my face and neck in his hands and pressed a warm, wet, sure kiss to my plump, waiting lips. I couldn't help myself, I submissively opened my mouth to him and let him kiss me. He pulled away and smiled. "Well, that's too bad for you, my cute little whore, because you're mine now, and you're stuck with me."

I can’t be in love with some mean, dirty trucker! I insisted to myself. But I realized what Rusty said was true: I was going to be stuck with him for a long time, all the same.

And suddenly Rusty was sweeping my plump, ample little body into his big strong arms. He held me close to him like a knight carrying some princess away in a story. I wrapped my arms around his neck instinctively and he pressed another kiss to my lips.

I was his, and I melted away into the bright, warm ecstasy.

END


TRUCK STOP ROUGH

First Time, Gay, Interracial, BDSM Submission

To put it bluntly: I was about to get stripped, butt fucked, and deeply ravished by a hulking black man in a filthy truck stop bathroom, and I had no idea. I had never been taken by a man before and I'd only had one girlfriend, Danika, who I was still currently going out with. Danika and I were driving across country because she wanted to visit her family on school break and she was afraid of flying. She could be a little bit demanding. We were passing through the desert expanses of New Mexico and a vintage, jet black muscle car had been stuck behind us on a single lane road for a while.

When it tried to pass us when the road went to two lanes I accidentally swerved in front of it‌—‌thinking I'd move out of the way and clear the lane, and it laid on the horn. Danika laid on our horn back even though I was in the wrong.

We went for another two hours and pulled into a truck stop. Danika wanted to stretch her legs and take pictures of the desert. I noticed with a small jolt of alarm that the muscle car pulled in right behind us. It must've taken some other route or fallen back behind us without me noticing. I told myself to relax. There’s plenty of people at the stop. It’s the middle of the day. They probably don’t even remember it happening.

I went to use the bathroom. It was empty and disgusting. There were two stalls against one wall and three urinals against the other. The walls were a dull brown and the floor a grey tile. It was covered in a layer of slime, dirt, and grime. And as simple as that, it began. I hadn’t even unzipped my pants at the urinal when the door swung open and shut behind me.

And then I heard the lock click.

Something deep in me knew something wasn’t right. Do you lock public restroom doors? I had to check with myself for a moment. No. They must just be confused‌—‌must think it’s a single room. But my brain and nervous system flung aside that answer quickly. Danger. Was all my system was screaming at me. It’s a robbery, or a murder, or a serial killer!

All those thoughts shot through me in the time it took me to turn and rebutton the top of my pants.

A hulking, muscled black man was standing in the center of the bathroom. He was clad in a white t-shirt, black jeans, and black leather boots and he was enormous‌—‌well over six feet tall and broad as a building. The shirt strained over his enormous, muscled chest and arms. My mouth gaped open in surprise.

For some reason, I wasn't embarrassed at having turned around to face him. It didn't even occur to me that that wasn't something one usually did when someone else walked into a bathroom. I realized why I wasn't: he was staring right back at me and had been staring from before I turned.

His gaze roved up and down my figure and for some reason it made me shiver. I felt examined, appraised. I felt like a piece of meat he was evaluating. There was a long pause. I could think of nothing to say and he seemed perfectly content with silence as he examined me.

Finally, he said, "Cut me off on the road back there."

Great, I thought. This asshole wants to intimidate me. Maybe get twenty dollars off me saying he needs it for “repairs” from when I cut him off. Then a darker thought occurred, Or he’s insane and he wants to kill me for it.

I was used to being picked as a target by other guys. I was fairly short‌—‌well under six feet‌—‌and I had a soft, almost feminine body. Danika sometimes teased me that I wasn’t that manly and that if I was gay I’d be a twink. She also teased me about how big a butt I had‌—‌she liked pointing out that it was almost as big as hers. Basically, I cut an unimposing feature. My hair was blonde and usually ended up looking more cute than sharp when I’d get haircuts. My features were delicate.

I was scared but I knew it’d be worse if I gave this guy too much. “Sorry about that. Won’t happen again,” I tried to say curtly, but my voice trembled a little as I spoke.

And his damn eyes kept roving over my body. I’d worn very tight, white jeans today, a grey t-shirt, and white canvas high top sneakers. The jeans squeezed around that big butt I had and my thick thighs and it made me feel almost on display for him. I cursed myself for not wearing something, anything, tougher.

He finally came back up and met my eyes with his own intense gaze.

“It’s not the car that caught my attention,” he said.

Danika. He wants a piece of Danika or something. Fuck this is awkward. My mind spun trying to think of a response. “Um, yeah, she has a boyfriend, unfortunately‌—‌”

“Not interested in the girl in the passenger seat, either.”

My mouth dropped open in shock. I hadn’t admitted it to myself as his gaze roved hungrily over my nubile body, but I couldn’t miss it now. I’m pretty good at reading people. It was clear enough to me what he wanted.

“Oh,” is all I could say.

This is gay. This should feel wrong. This could be dangerous‌—‌he might still be a crazy person trying to murder me. But strangely, all I could feel is a deep, intense excitement and another even deeper feeling that I’m wasn’t willing to admit to myself.

I was blushing and my heart was racing. I could feel sweat drenching my armpits and my bottom, and beading across my whole body.

"Do you want to do this the easy way or the hard way?" he said. "Because either way, you're going to get the hard way, if you understand what I mean." His eyes glimmered in a moment of amusement at his pun.

“My…my friend is waiting for me‌—‌I have to go,” I stammered, my first escape tactic.

“I was hoping that body would fit what I could see of you in the car, and damn it does. That’s a thick, fat, juicy ass for a boy you got there. You’re just asking for it wrapped up in those jeans, too.”

My heart hammered in my chest. I couldn’t believe he’s was saying such lewd things out loud.

“I would like to leave, now,” I said.

“Not an option.”

“What’s the hard way?” I managed to gasp out, trying to keep him talking.

“Oh you know: you try to yell for help from outside, you fight me, I have to smack you around.”

That was exactly what I had been thinking of doing, but shame had stopped me. I was too embarrassed about anyone seeing me in danger of being ravished. It was stupid but I couldn’t help myself.

He started to walk towards me. “Stay back,” I pleaded, holding up a trembling arm, but he didn’t and my body felt frozen, like when a monster’s chasing you in a dream and you can’t move. I’d never trained to fight or defend myself so I had no muscle memory, habit, or reflex to work on. I just froze.

He took my one wrist. “Please!” I gasped out in a delicate whisper. I pushed at his chest with my other arm and he took it, too. He twisted them both behind me and pulled me into him, and then pushed me back until my bottom and back were pressed against the metal side of the first stall.

“No, no, no,” I whispered but somehow they felt passionate. Like I was really saying, “Yes.” My heart was pounding and I felt dizzy.

And trapped in my tight jeans I had a throbbing erection.

What the fuck is wrong with me? I’m not gay! I had no problem with gay people, I always told myself. But I knew I certainly didn’t like guys or, well, big black cocks in this case.

“I’m not gay!” I tried to insist to him.

“MmmHmm,” was all he said. And then his mouth was on my pale, long, elegant throat. He sucked at the soft skin and I writhed under his grip. And then a little moan escaped me. I tried to snap my mouth shut.

It felt so good. I’d never been kissed on my neck before. I had no idea it could be so sensitive.

He pinned my arms above my head and held them with one hand, then he let his other rove over my body.

I’m being ravished‌—‌taken by another man! Why am I letting him do this to me? It’s so pathetic! I strained against his grip but he flexed his arm and held me easily. He was incredibly strong. Somewhere deep inside of me something shifted and started to blossom: somewhere deep inside, I loved being restrained by him. I felt something pressing into my soft stomach and I looked down and realized that it was his own cock bulge. I let out another involuntary gasp. It was enormous.

He was looking down at my own cock. “Someone’s turned on, huh baby?”

I was too scared, shocked, and aroused to form coherent words or arguments. I realized that I had no chance of either fighting or talking my way out of this. He was going to be able to do whatever he wanted to me.

“No, no, please, I’m not!” was all I could manage. I was so confused.

His mouth fed on my neck, sending waves of pleasure through me. Then he tore my shirt open, exposing my heaving chest and hard, pert nipples. He sucked both of my nipples and nibbled at them, licked the space between, and then licked and sucked down my soft abdomen. I gasped and moaned in more delight. It felt wonderful.

I realized that I was an object of desire for this powerful man. That felt strangely good. I had never felt desired before‌—‌with Danika, it was always about her. I was just there to desire her. Something about him wanting me for my body turned me on in deep, shameful ways.

“Just give in. Just give in. Don’t fight it. Let yourself want it,” he growled into my ear.

“I’m not fighting you!” I gasped out almost orgasmically. It was a simple statement but it told him enough. He lifted me up by my fat thighs and pressed against me hard, pinning me to the wall. I wrapped my lissome legs around his massive torso, welcoming him against me. I was excited by this. Just fucking let yourself be excited, I told myself.

And in that moment I realized I felt more alive‌—‌with arousal and fear and confusion, but still, alive‌—‌than I’d felt in years.

My life was so boring. Everything was deadening in it. I was going towards a business degree and I found it unbearably dull. My parents were dull. The just wanted me to get a safe, boring job and work my whole life until I died. My friends were dull; they just wanted money. Danika was the one bright spot in my life, yet she was demanding and often seemed wholly disinterested in me. And when she talked about our lives together‌—‌a nice suburban upper-middle-class house‌—‌it made me want to scream.

But this man. This powerful violent man. He was exciting and mysterious and alive. I didn’t know if he was going to ravish me or beat me or kidnap me. I thought maybe I wanted him to do all three.

I’d never seriously considered being gay. I’d slept with Danika, although I often had trouble getting erect‌—‌I’d passed it off as watching too much pornography and desensitizing myself. I did watch a lot of pornography. And I had, out of curiosity, watched dirty, shameful things. Pale little twinks getting pounded in their cute, fat asses by thick black cocks. The images had stuck vividly in my mind. Sometimes I had imagined what it would be like just being taken and manhandled by a bigger, stronger man. I’d imagined what it would feel like to have a penis stretch my butt. I’d masturbated to it in the shower. I’d pictured being with a girl but instead of me fucking her, we were both getting pounded by some strong, virile stud.

And now here I was in this filthy restroom, being taken‌—‌whether I went along or not‌—‌by a man who knew what he wanted. I should've been terrified but through the terror, I felt a thrill. I could've screamed, could've fought, but this was the first exciting thing that had ever happened to me. It felt like dream and reality had merged and some beast from my fantasy had stepped out into the real world. I gasped in breaths and thrilled at feeling alive, even though I was deeply, deeply ashamed and humiliated at the same time.

He kissed me hard and rough, sucking on my mouth then Frenching me deeply. I darted my tongue back cutely, playing with his and letting him force mine around. He dropped my legs and practically slammed me around so that my face and chest were pressed against the wall. I naturally arched my back, popping my ass out to present for him. I wanted this. I wanted to feel what it was like to take a cock in my needy hole.

He growled in desire and sucked my ear then my neck. One hand scooped into my waistband and he tore down. The zipper and buttons ripped away and my jeans tore over my ample fatness and then peeled down my thighs. He hooked his fingers through my boxers and tugged them way up into a wedgie‌—‌like some schoolyard bully‌—‌so that my entire naked bottom was hanging out on display. I blushed in embarrassment. I'd never been exposed like this in front of another man.

“Fuck you’ve got a nice, thick, fat ass for a white boy,” he growled into my ear.

“Oh fuck, thank you!” I said, almost stupidly. “I’m fucking glad you like it. I want you to like it,” I blurted out. I can’t believe I just said something so embarrassing! I’m humiliating myself!

He reached in and pulled my cock free and I gasped in surprise‌—‌a rough, big man had just touched my delicate, erect little cock. He tore my underwear off me in one pull and threw it aside carelessly.

“I can’t believe this is happening!” I gasped out stupidly. It was all I could think or say. I was almost in shock. It felt like I was in some dream world. None of the rules felt the same anymore. He stuck his fingers in my mouth and I sucked them, then he rubbed my throbbing sphincter, working the spit into it.

“Have you ever had anal sex before, baby?”

“No…no, Sir! I’m a virgin‌—‌an anal virgin.”

He clutched my nubile asshole like a dominant man would clutch a woman’s pussy. His other hand wrapped around my pale neck. “You call me ‘Daddy,’ you understand that, you little bitch?”

“Yes, Daddy! Yes!”

“I’m going to call you ‘slave,’ ‘slut,’ or ‘whore’ from now on.”

"Yes, Daddy. Yes! Slave understands," I made my voice as whimpery and pathetic as possible. The shame, the roughness, the intensity‌—‌I loved this. I was terrified that someone was somehow going to come in through the door and see my humiliation but I was being carried along now. I had no hope of resisting.

He clutched and massaged my butt hard in his grip, rubbing and kneading my tender hole directly. I moaned and whimpered like the slut he had named me. It was sending spears of pleasure lancing through me. I had no idea my butt could feel so…orgasmic.

And then he spanked me. He struck me really, really hard, and it left a throbbing red handprint on my milk-white skin. His big black hand tugged at it then rubbed, spreading the sting into a deep, warm pleasure. I automatically popped my butt back out, obediently waiting for more.

And then I fainted, for just a moment, and collapsed. His strong arm wrapped around my stomach and held me up.

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry…” I gasped. “I’ve just never done this before. I can’t believe I’m going to get fucked in…in a dirty truck stop bathroom!”

He turned me around again, rubbed my nipples, my stomach, my throbbing cock‌—‌teasing and tugging at all of them with his rough hands. I couldn't believe he was doing what he was doing. He spun me again and spanked my ass hard. He spanked me until I started sobbing. There was nothing else I could do. It hurt a lot, but I was so aroused, too. I loved it and couldn't bear anymore of it at the same time. When my pale ass and fat thighs were completely bright red he finally stopped.

He tore the remains of my pants and shirt away and I was left naked except for my white high tops.

“Fuck you’re a little cutie with a big fattie, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy!”

I felt ridiculous being stripped by another man and calling him “Daddy” but it just felt so right.

“Down on your knees, slut.”

“But it’s…it’s so dirty, Daddy…”

“Did I ask you about how dirty it was?” he asked, wrapping a thick hand around my throat and pressing me back against the stall.

“No, Sir!” I gasped out.

He forced me down the wall of the stall until I was on my knees, then my butt was pressing into the floor, too. My pale cheeks and thighs and nubile, naked anus were pressing and rubbing into the filthy, slimy, dirty floor. My legs splayed out on either side of me. I let out a little sob of disgust and revulsion.

But he pressed his cock against my mouth and I knew what I was supposed to do. I opened obediently and he pressed his thick dick in. It was enormous and still only half erect. He was easily over nine inches and thicker around than my wrist. I had to strain my jaw all the way open just to take his head. It forced all the way back and pressed into the back of my throat. I gagged and choked and sobbed and he pulled out then forced in again.

Slowly, surely, he fed his big dick down my throat. I could feel my esophagus expanding around him. He pushed in and in. My stomach and chest heaved but I couldn’t draw air. I was starting to feel light headed…dizzy…when he pulled out and let me gasp in a breath. Then I obediently opened and he shoved in again. He fed his cock down my throat until my nose was buried in his pubic hair and my plump lower lip was resting against his heavy balls. He pulled back out, his cock slimy with my spit and me gagging and sobbing and gasping in air.

"Good boy, good boy. That's really big for you. It's okay, you don't have to take any more‌—‌at least not in that hole."

“Thank you, Daddy,” I gasped.

He took my neck and pulled dragged me up. I stood and he made me go up to my tiptoes.

“Damn you’ve got a fattie on you, cutie,” he said, admiring and spanking my tender bottom. It jiggled for him when he struck it. “Shake that thing for Daddy; make it jiggle.”

I didn’t know anything about dancing but I obeyed him with a strange excitement. I bounced up and down on my toes, jiggling my fatness in front of him, then gyrated and twisted my hips, shaking it side to side and presenting it.

“You’re an eager little whore, aren’t you baby?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

I’d fallen under his control completely and easily. I didn’t realize it then, but it was because deep down I’d always dreamed of this. I’d always wanted to be taken by a man. I’d always wanted to try it, at least. I’d tried to be manly and dominant my whole life, as I thought people expected of me. But it felt so good, so freeing to submit.

He lifted me easily with his hands around my waist and placed me so I was sitting in a urinal, my fat ass squeezed into its filthy confines. I shuddered in revulsion but my cock throbbed. He pushed my naked legs up near my head and told me to hold them there. My fat butt cheeks hung out just over the edge and my naked asshole was exposed to him.

“That’s a perfect position for me to work on you, slave.”

He spit on his hand and rubbed it into my now filthy asshole. I shivered a little at his touch and tried to hide it‌—‌shame was still fighting with my arousal. But having a man touch my special place so forcefully and surely felt so good.

“You like that, don’t you? Tell me the truth.”

“Yes! Yes, it feels so good. I didn’t know it could feel that good there!”

I looked up to meet his eyes, embarrassed. He met me with an intense, thoughtful gaze.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

I didn’t want to tell him‌—‌I was afraid he’d use it to blackmail me later.

“I could just check your wallet‌—‌it’s right over there in what’s left of those tight little pants.”

I realized he was right. “Jamie,” I confessed.

“I’m Dixon, Jamie. And I’m about to fuck your butt. I’m gonna stick my whole cock all the way up your bottom, and then I’m gonna fuck it in and out of you until you cum. What do you think of that?”

He was massaging my anus the whole time he spoke to me.

“It feels so shameful…” I confessed.

“But you’re aroused, aren’t you, even against your will?”

“Yes!” I confessed, humiliated.

He pressed a finger into me. My ass had been penetrated. My mouth formed a shocked “O” and I let out a sweet, small gasp, and then, as he inserted a second finger, a little moan. I bit my lip and tried to stay silent but he started to push and tug his fingers in and out of me I couldn’t help but let out little whimpers and shocked, gasping breaths.

He worked at me for a long time while I sat wedged in that filthy urinal. I could hear my phone buzzing‌—‌Danika calling, probably annoyed‌—‌and we both completely ignored it. His fingers were so thick and rough with calluses. Eventually, he worked a third one into me though. Then a fourth. I could feel my butt slowly stretching and expanding around them. I was being anally gaped in order to fit his monstrous dick. Nearly a half hour passed. People knocked on the door a few times, we ignored them, and they left. Finally, he decided that I'd been stretched enough.

He lifted me, swung me through the air, and lay my pale body out on the filthy floor. I trembled there, helpless, like some princess in a fairytale kidnapped and taken back to a dark and dirty monster's lair. And this monster was going to feed on my most delicate places. He pulled his own clothes from his body and revealed a dark, titanic, muscular form. Looking at him made me gasp again.

He lowered his ebony form over my pale, ivory one. He seemed completely unbothered by the filth. He hooked his hands under my knees and pressed my legs up to my head then spread them wide apart. He shoved my arms above my head and licked my armpits, which made me nearly squeal in pleasure, then he sat back between my legs. He spit on my slightly gaping hole and rubbed it in.

And then his cock head was against my opening. I’d been stripped down to my very last defense and then had its strength weakened. He pressed and his head slid away from my too-tight hole. He realigned and pressed it in again and again.

And finally, his rock hard cock straining against my throbbing hole, he breached me. His enormous head sunk in a fraction of an inch at a time and then my butt slurped around the biggest part of his mushroom rim and I took him into me. He kept pressing, forcing his shaft into me. My anus was completely taut around it. I was at my absolute limit taking him. I didn't think I could've done it if he hadn't stretched me so far first.

My whole body was tense. I felt feverish and I was drenched in sweat. I brought my hands down and slapped them against the filthy floor, desperately, somehow trying to release some of this tension and pressure. I was naked and being roughly fucked on a filthy bathroom floor. I was in shock. I couldn't process what was happening. I couldn't believe I'd gotten here so fast. A half hour before I'd had my dignity and my clothes‌—‌I wouldn't have even conceived of this.

His cock sunk all the way into me. His pelvis ground gently against my own throbbing cock. His heavy balls rested on my ample bottom. My fat booty was pressed and spread out over the slimy, disgusting tile. I was gasping in intense, aroused, rapid breaths. He tugged his shaft out of me up to his cock head, then he forced his way slowly back in. I gasped and shuddered. Slowly, passionately, my body was submitting to him. My anus stretched and expanded to accommodate his thickness. Deep, intense arousal was replacing the pain. My breaths were turning into pleasured moans.

My hand darted down to my throbbing cock and he pressed it back over my head.

“No. You’re only allowed to cum from that booty this time.”

“Yes, Master.”

He lay his body over mine and slowly rolled his hips, pistoning in and out of me. He pressed his mouth to my plump lips and we French kissed as he fucked me.

And then I felt it happening. The warmth that had been washing through me started to build and build. And then it reached a point and burst. I orgasmed on his cock‌—‌from only his cock. I became a butt slut. I had an anal orgasm. My anus spasmed and clenched around his thickness and I writhed and twisted under his heavy body.

Through his kiss, I moaned in ecstasy.

I realized he had been holding back. I felt a tension in his body release and his hot, thick cum erupted deep, deep inside of me. We came together as he continued to ravish me. He slowed only gradually and finally stopped. For a moment we just stayed there, wrapped around each other and kissing like lovers. And then he rolled me over, my stomach and cock pressing into the sliminess, and bound my arms firmly behind my back with the shreds of my t-shirt.

He spanked me a few more times and rubbed them in. “Good slut for cumming on Daddy’s cock. You came from that fat butt, didn’t you? We should call that thing ‘the slutmaker.’ This cute, tight little body and that fat butt made a very bad man want to fuck you, baby. It turned you into a whore.” He stuck to fingers into my gaping hole and rapidly slapped them in and out of me and up and down. I moaned and twisted cutely. It felt so good and rocked me with waves of post-orgasmic pleasure.

“You’re very sensitive, anally.”

He lifted me up, carried me in his arms into a stall, sat me on the toilet, and rubbed his cock over my face, covering it in spit and cum. I shied away in revulsion but he took the back of my head and I obediently opened my mouth. He shoved his cock back into me and I tasted his salty…delicious?…cum. His cock quickly got hard again and he lifted me and spun me around so my fat ass was hanging off the front edge of the toilet.

He plunged back into my gaping, throbbing booty hole and I was suddenly erect again, too. He slapped my sweat-slicked ass as he fucked me from behind. My booty jiggled and shook each time his pelvis smacked into me.

He dragged me back out and shoved me onto the floor and on my side, then stuck his cock into my dirty hole. His head stretched me and plugged me. It felt so warm and full inside of me.

“I’m gonna fuck you so good you dirty, dirty little whore,” he growled into my ear.

“Yes, Daddy!” I moaned. Why the fuck am I so turned on? This is disgusting! It’s wrong!

He lay down at my side and pounded in and out of me. I let out little gasps and moans. His cock made me feel so full, so overwhelmed.

I didn’t stand a chance. I came again within minutes, gushing cum out of my pathetic, small, white cock. He slapped my butt a few times as a reward for cumming, pushing me into even greater ecstasy. He tugged out of me and pressed his hand over my openness.

“Squeeze shut.”

"I can't!" I whined. I was gaping so wide.

“Squeeze, you little slut.”

I strained and strained and finally managed to squeeze my asshole shut. He took his palm away and then ripped the rags away from my arms, freeing me from bondage.

“Stand up, bend your knees, and pull those fat butt cheeks open. Present for me.”

“Yes, Sir.”

I did it. He went back and leaned against the wall, slowly masturbating to the sight of me.

“Finger yourself,” he commanded.

I obeyed him and as my fingers moved in and out I moaned lewdly, expressing my intense passion and arousal to him. I looked back over my shoulder and he was masturbating himself hard. He walked to me and cum erupted out of his cock. It sprayed in thick ropes across my back and booty. Some even hit my face as I gazed down at his cock. He rubbed it in across my fat butt, marking me as his. I gasped in shock and stood trembling shamefully before him.

I couldn’t believe all of this had happened, and yet as my shocked thoughts raced, I dipped my hand down, wiped a finger across my fat expanse, and brought it to my lips.

“Damn, you’re a fucking sexy little thing,” he growled.

He went to my pants and took my phone and wallet. I was just about to worry about how I was going to walk out of there with my tattered clothes, but he threw me over his shoulder‌—‌pale butt hanging high in the air‌—‌and carried me out into the world buck naked.

He had his pants and shirt and my wallet and keys in his free hand. He was naked, too. Mortifying embarrassment completely paralyzed me. “No! Please!” I whispered to him, and then I squeezed my eyes shut. Warm cum was oozing down my thighs and it covered my bottom. I was drenched. My bottom and thighs had obviously just been spanked.

And nothing happened. The few people there stared awkwardly and then looked away. I had been worried people would run up, ask what was going on, and try to intercede. They all had bystander syndrome‌—‌everyone wanted someone else to deal with it. I had read about it but I was shocked to see it in action.

I thought Dixon was carrying me to my car to toss me down, humiliated, in front of Danika. But he walked past my car, opened his door, and tossed me in bodily, like one of his possessions.

“What the fuck?” Danika gasped. She stared at me from next to our car.

“Tell her, Jamie.”

I was laying on my back across the seat, all of my shame on clear enough display, cum oozing out of my gaping, pale bottom. “He…he butt fucked me,” I confessed to her. “He fucked me and I came on his cock.”

He went to Danika’s car, got out her bag, and took out a few sets of her clothes.

“I’ll be borrowing these if you don’t mind.”

She was too shocked to answer.

He got into his car and looked out the window. “You’re boyfriend’s mine now.”

“Jamie?” she said furiously.

I was hazy and felt almost feverish with the pleasure still washing through me. I could hardly think. But his decisions were so forceful, his tone so sure. “I’m…I’m his slut now. I’m going with him.”

And as she opened her mouth in a snarl Dixon pulled away.

I’d let myself be carried off and kidnapped by this rough man. I couldn’t believe what was happening‌—‌I was too woozy to comprehend something so strange and shocking. As his car pulled out and roared onto the open highway I pushed myself up and then crawled onto his lap. My naked slip of a body‌—‌my soft ample curves‌—‌nestled easily against his titanic, granite figure. His thick cock pressed against my naked bottom.

“Where are you taking me, Dixon?”

He shrugged. “We’re heading west, out towards California, or Colorado, or Montana.”

I’d never been that far west. It sent a thrill through me. I could leave it all behind. I could let this man ravish me away.

I wrapped my arms around his thick neck and asked, cutely, “Do you…do you really want me? Do you really think I’m attractive?”

He looked at me steadily, then pulled me in and kissed me hard. “Fuck yes, baby, from the moment I saw you on that road I wanted you to be mine. I wanted to own you.”

“And now you do,” I breathed. I wanted to be sexy for him. I shifted my bottom around, spit on my hand, and reached down between my legs to grasp his cock in my dainty grip. I rubbed it, spreading the spit over his head, and then I sunk my fat, needy butt onto him. His cock was warm and so hard. I slowly lowered myself inch by inch and when I finally reached the bottom I let out a pleasured sigh. We drove like that for a long time, me nestled against him and letting his thickness fill my fatness.

Eventually, he told me, "Get a condom out of the glove box."

I did it.

"Put it on the gear shift."

It was a long, thick clutch with a large, round pommel on top. My eyes went a little wide but I obeyed and rolled the condom down it.

"You know what to do," he said. I obeyed. I squatted up and tugged my butt off of his cock, then pressed my hole against the pommel. It was enormous and my butt strained against it and fought its violation, but it was defeated. My puffy sphincter was breached and then sucked own the far side and down the shaft. I took his whole gear stick into me. I could feel the vibrations of the car and the road through it, all the way up to the pommel, buried deep inside of me. He was fucking my ass with his car.

We drove for a long time and I was kept in a state of constant arousal, the vibrations radiating out through my body wonderfully. Precum started running out of my cock and he commanded me to collect it and lick it up so I didn’t make a mess. I’m being forcefully pleasured by another man and made to eat my own cum, I thought from some distant place. I was still in a haze of arousal.

We drove deep into the night and reached mountainous territory. I wasn’t sure where we were. I felt like I had been driven into a dream world. Dixon pulled into a little motel all alone on a little side road just off the highway. He pulled on his pants and shirt and went into the office, then came back out. He pulled me up and my butt came off the shifter with a wet “plop.” He took me to a door midway down the motel from the office, opened it, dropped his bag, and carried me to the shower. He turned the water on and tugged my shoes off, then he took me into his arms‌—‌holding me like a princess‌—‌and stepped under the warm, forceful stream. It washed over me wonderfully.

I wrapped my arms around his neck. We made out in the wetness. We kissed for a long time then finally he set me down on trembling legs. He tugged off all his own clothes and we kissed some more once he was naked.

He took soap and rubbed my whole body down. He scrubbed deep and hard between my fat butt cheeks, rubbing my filthy hole, and it felt so good. He took a washcloth and went over me again, then washed himself thoroughly. I took the job of washing his cock for him. I did it almost lovingly‌—‌worshipfully.

“Are you so tender right now?” he breathed into my ear.

I knew what he was asking. “I can take it, Dixon. I want it.”

He turned me around, squatted down, spread me, and licked my nubile, throbbing hole. His rough tongue toying at my special, delicate place made me tremble and gasp. He probed into me, penetrating me in another, new way. When I was thoroughly wet with his saliva I squatted down and sucked his cock in turn. That submissive act made my already erect cock throb.

He pulled me up impatiently and pressed into me. I was still so tight but my butt was slowly adjusting to taking his cock. It was easier and more instantly and intensely pleasurable this time. He pinched my nipples, squeezed my bottom, and let his hands rove over my stomach and my inner thighs. I tugged at the little patch of pubic hair above my cock playfully, pulling it out and then up and down and side to side. I whimpered. Why the fuck does that feel so good?

And then he fucked me hard and rough‌—‌his huge cock hitting that intense spot buried in my bottom time after time until that warmth and pleasure burst over the rim in me and I came. My cute, trembling body and my spasming, clenching bottom pushed him over the edge and we came together again. His cum flooded my bottom and through the shame, I sighed in pleasure and delight.

He was hard again almost immediately and he carried me out to the bed and fucked me on it in the missionary position‌—‌where we could easily kiss and touch each other and gaze into each other’s eyes. We were both naked and clean. It was passionate‌—‌loving. I wrapped my legs around him, welcoming him into me. He pressed in and out of my soft, pale, submissive bottom with long, full strokes.

“Confess to me,” he said.

The words tumbled out of me. “I love black cock…I want you in my bottom forever…I’m…I’m a submissive slut. I love being owned by you. I’m your slave. You’re my master…I think I’m in love with you, Dixon…”

He kissed my nipples then my neck then my hot lips. We came together again. I had never managed that with Danika, and Dixon and I had done it easily, naturally, three times in a day.

“I think I might just love you too, Jamie,” he breathed into my ear in that deep, rich voice. He nibbled at it playfully and I blushed and squealed.

“Are you really going to keep me?”

“Damn right. You’re fucking mine, now. You’re my property. I own you. And I’m not fucking letting you go. I keep what’s mine.”

The night was dark and calm. We kissed for a long time and then I snuggled against him and lay in his arms. He held me close to him. I realized that‌—‌through it all the shame and confusion still running through me, and in spite of it‌—‌I felt happy. I felt the happiest I’d felt in a long, long time. My breathing deepened and I drifted off to a sleep filled with erotic dreams
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DESTROYED BY MY BULLY

First Time, Gay, Interracial, BDSM, Menage Submission


Chapter 1: Fought
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This is how I was defeated, stripped, and publicly, anally ravished by my bully. I can’t bear to say what happened after that‌—‌it’s too shameful. I was stupid to ever challenge him. I should’ve never gotten myself into the situation I did. So many of our classmates saw the shameful things that he did to my body.

It’s my freshman year at Camden State in New Jersey. It’s a grimy, dilapidated university but it has the benefit of being cheap.

Cade Glanton and I have clashed from the beginning. I have a pretty diminutive figure. I have a petite body and an embarrassingly big bottom. But I’m lithe and athletic, too. And I just hate Cade for some reason and he hates me back. We’re always competing in sports on campus and in any other competition‌—‌from class quizzes to trivia nights to chess tournaments.

We compete for girls, too. Or rather a specific girl, Becca Lark.

As the year progresses so does our animosity. We start playing pranks on each other, too. It’s mild things at first: water buckets above doorways, signs on each other’s backs, and other stupid stuff. But they get more and more humiliating and dangerous.

By the spring semester, things come to a head. I can't take Cade pushing me around anymore. He's just destroyed me in a soccer game last week‌—‌leaving me laid out on the grass and covered in bruises, and he actually trips me in the dining hall line the day before.

I storm out to the playing fields next to the gym. There are various outdoor exercise structures and swings and bars, and people are milling around and hanging out in the warm weather. Cade sits in the center of the group.

“Hayden Lane,” Cade said. “You look like you’re in a tiff.”

“I’m fucking sick of this!” I spit back at him. Everybody freezes.

“What do you want to do about it?”

“I’m sick of these stupid pranks and competitions.”

“Okay then. Let’s finish it. One more round; winner takes all.”

“What the fuck does that mean?”

“It means the winner gets whatever they want‌—‌the loser has to do whatever they say or want.”

“For how long?”

“As long as they want.”

That makes me nervous‌—‌the thought of Cade being able to dress me like an idiot or having to do his laundry for a week isn’t pleasant. But I relish the thought of all the terrible things I could do to him if I win.

“Fine by me,” I say brashly, trying to hide my nerves.

“You understand I mean anything, right Lane? If I tell you to get down and squeal like a pig you do it. If I tell you to strip and spin in a circle, you have to do it. Anything.”

“Yeah, I got it.” I snap, but the examples make my heart race and my stomach feel funny. I hadn’t really thought how extreme this could get. “But it’s going to be me telling you what to do.”

“Sure thing,” Cade says. He seems completely unworried. “So pick your contest.”

“You’re letting me choose?” I blurt out. Elation and relief flood through me. Stupid move. I can pick my strengths now. He doesn't stand a chance.

I think it over. It can't be purely strength based‌—‌Cade has way too much muscle on me. He's matched me at some games before, too, but I've beaten him at others. He's fast, but I'm light and really fast, too.

"Fine. We'll do three," I say. "Chess, a footrace, and pull-ups." I've beaten him at all three of those things before. I'm sure he's going to refuse and back out and I prepare to rub it in.

Cade shrugs. “Fine by me.”

I’m a little taken aback. “Fine.”

We start with the footrace‌—‌three times around the large square of playing fields. Everyone lines up at the finish line to watch us loop around. There are at least thirty people gathered from where they were hanging out outside the gym. This is probably going to be our closest contest and I'm set on taking no chances. Becca counts down from ten to zero and then yells: "Go!" I give it my all from the start and open up a lead immediately.

I was already wearing a small pair of running shorts, a t-shirt, and white canvas sneakers, so I didn’t have to change for this.

My lungs burn and I'm immediately drenched in sweat. And then Cade starts gaining on me. I push through the first lap and try to add even more speed, but he keeps the distance even. By the third lap, my breath is ragged. My whole body is heaving to suck in air. My clothes are wet with sweat and cling to my curvy body. And then Cade passes me. He's gasping too but his pace is so strong. How can someone with that much muscle move so fast?

I push myself way past my limit trying to keep up with him. Maybe I can edge him out at the end, I think desperately. And then he pulls away. I cross the finish line two or three feet behind him, trip, and fall to the ground gasping.

People are cheering and laughing. It was a good show for them. Alarm and worry flood through me.

“Not as fast as you thought, huh?” Cade says. I shove his hand away when he offers it to help me up.

“You had a good day,” I snap.

“Yes I did,” he says, amused.

There are tables with chess board patterns on them outside the gym by the exercise structures. Someone brings pieces out from the gym office. I’m still struggling to calm my breathing. I can feel Becca watching us and it only makes me angrier about losing the run.

I can get him back in the next two. I’m good at chess and Cade has muscle but I’m way lighter than him‌—‌the pull ups will be much easier for me.

The chess game starts out all wrong. I play really, really defensively‌—‌I don’t want to make a single mistake. I want to be sure of a win. And that’s why I lose. Cade plays riskily and daringly‌—‌he loses a lot of pieces early on but he pushes me hard and I make a mistake.

He takes my queen.

Panic floods through me. I play desperately for the rest of the game but it turns hopeless.

“Not as good as you thought, huh?” Cade teases.

“It’s not over yet!” I counter.

And then it is. He only has his queen and his two knights left‌—‌I still have more pieces‌—‌but I stumble again, panicking, and he moves too cleverly. He puts me in checkmate.

I stare at the board for a half minute straight. Shock is pulsing through me. I don’t want to believe it. I…I lost. I can’t believe it. What is he going to do to me?

Cade laughs.

I grasp at my last option. "Give me a chance‌—‌finish the contest. Let's put it all on the pull-up contest."

I know there’s no way he’ll agree but I have to try.

“Why would I do that? You lost two out of three.”

"What, are you afraid I'll beat you at pull-ups‌—‌ a big strong guy like you?"

“I don’t think I’m afraid of anything about you, Hayden,” he mocks me. “What’s in it for me?”

I think. I've got nothing. I grasp at straws. "If…if I lose at pull-ups, you can really do anything to me." I blush saying it and I can't understand why, exactly. My mind is screaming that this is a bad idea‌—‌that I should stop this before I push too far. But I feel Becca watching me. I can’t lose in front of her!

“The deal was already that winner gets to do anything,” Cade points out, mockery in his voice.

“Yeah…but…” I bite my lip, still blushing for some reason. “Really anything, for as long as you want‌—‌and, if I win, I don’t get anything. Just the victory.”

Cade considers me steadily and intensely‌—‌so much that I have to force myself to not look away‌—‌and then he shrugs. "Eh, I feel like doing some pull-ups anyway. Sure. You got a deal."

Elation floods me. I have a chance again. I chance a glance at Becca and her eyes are a little wide. She’s watching Cade, though, which annoys me.

We go to the pull-up bars outside the gym. My heart is hammering in my chest. I shake out my arms and take deep breaths, trying to calm myself down. I need to be calm and not overstress my system before we've even started.

You can beat him at this. You’ve done it before. You know you’re better.

“You want to do the honors again?” Cade says to Becca. She smiles a little which I hate.

“Sure thing, Cade.” But then she turns to me. “Good luck, Hayden.” It fills me with vivid energy. I can’t lose now. I’ll win for her!

She counts us down from ten again, and Cade and I leap up to the bars.

I do pull-ups a lot but I don't have a muscular body at all. My thighs and bottom are big and plump for a boy, and my hands and feet are kind of dainty. My abdomen, arms, and shoulders are slim and small. But I'm light. That's my advantage. I don't have a lot to lift.

Cade, on the other hand, is huge. His chest and shoulders are broad and enormous. His ebony skin ripples with rock hard muscle. He's well over six feet tall. I'm five foot seven. But that means he has a lot more to lift than me.

Becca keeps count for us as we go. We both keep the same pace. My arms are immediately screaming‌—‌pull-ups are excruciating. It's hard to do one. Or five. Ten is impressive for most people.

I make it to twenty. And then Cade pulls ahead. I nearly let out a sob, desperate to keep up. My whole body is straining. I’m drenched in sweat again. I start trembling as I try to continue.

“Just give up,” Cade gasps out, taunting me. “I think, deep down, you want to give up.”

“Fuck you!” I gasp back bitterly. “I’m going to beat you!”

And Cade just keeps going. I get another pull up in. Then another. And then my hand slips. I desperately grab the bar again. I do another. And another and…I can’t. I can’t lift myself anymore. My whole body is shaking violently. My hands and arms are screaming in agony. I feel so weak. I strain but I just can’t lift myself. No matter how hard I strain‌—‌I just don’t have the strength left. I hang for second after second, then try again, straining in agony to pull myself up.

And my body gives out.


Chapter 2: Defeated
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Islip off the bar and crash into the ground. I lay there in a dirty, sweaty, trembling pile, gasping painfully for air.

Cade strains through a few more pull-ups and then lets himself drop. People cheer for him. Becca walks up to him and touches his arm, impressed.

For a long time, I’m ignored. I can’t do anything but gasp for breath on the ground. Cade’s winded but not nearly as much as me. He was just better than me.

He let me pick the contests and I still lost.

I push myself up to my knees, sitting with my legs folded under me. I'm still gasping. I feel tears welling up in my eyes and I blink them away.

"Good try, Hayden," Becca says like she feels sorry for me. That stings worse than the pain. I feel awful. And then I remember the deal and anxiety floods through me.

It can’t be anything that bad, I try to tell myself. My whole body feels tense as I wait for what Cade’s going to do to me.

He finally turns and considers me.

“Well, well, well. Looks like someone got a little big for his little britches and lost.”

I can’t think of anything to say so I don’t answer. I grit my teeth. I can’t meet his eye so I look at the ground. People around us titter nervously.

“You remember the deal, don’t you Hayden?” he teases.

“Yes,” I bite out.

“You’re not going to try to back out now, are you?”

“No.”

“You honor your word, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“What was the deal?”

My throat feels tight and I can barely answer but I choke it out. “Winner gets to do…whatever they want with the loser. The loser has to do anything they say.”

“First command: you answer everything I say to you. And you answer truthfully. Understand?”

“Yes, Cade.”

More nervous titters from the crowd.

“Stand up.”

I do it.

“Stretch your arms above your head, stand on your tiptoes, and turn in a circle.”

“Why?”

“Were questions part of the deal?” he snaps.

I bite my lip.

“Well, were they?”

“No.”

He looks at me expectantly and finally, I do it. I stretch my arms up, stand on tiptoe, and turn a slow circle on trembling legs.

“There we go. I just wanted a good look at my new property.”

I blush and there’s more nervous laughter from the group. I see Becca for a moment; her eyes are wide and her mouth a little open.

This is the most humiliating thing that’s ever happened to me. I can’t believe he’s being such a dick to me. You would do the same thing to him, my mind whispers. But I don’t care. I just feel angry and ashamed and stupid. I can’t believe I got myself into this. I’m so stupid. I should’ve ended it before it went this far!

“Get down on your hands and knees,” Cade says.

I obey this time without question.

“Crawl to me.”

“What?” Suddenly I’m just a little afraid.

“You heard me. Arch your back really good, too, and crawl to me.”

I do it. Arching my back pops my big butt out embarrassingly and I realize my little exercises shorts hardly reach the end of it.

There’s a lot of nervous laughter and chatter now. The crowd of our peers can hardly believe this is happening. It feels like there’s a weird excitement to see what Cade is going to do.

I reach him and sit my bottom back on my feet. He reaches down and cups my face for a second and I catch my breath.

He slaps me.

I gasp a little in shock and a ripple of surprise goes through the group. His dark hand left a red, stinging mark on my pale cheek. My plump lips form a shocked “O”.

“You’re kind of cute when you’re surprised.”

Cute? That makes me feel really weird.

He slaps me again, then again and I gasp. He takes my throat and squeezes it until I can't breathe. He holds it until I start to feel dizzy and then lets me go and I fall over to the side, gasping. I feel so humiliated that I start crying, which only makes me feel more ashamed.

“Look at that‌—‌loser’s crying,” Cade taunts.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” I gasp back, trying to find a way to keep fighting him. “Why are you doing this?”

He smiles, unperturbed. “Because I feel like it. I’ve wanted to do some things to you for a long time.”

Practically everything he says sends nervous laughter through the group. He grabs my hair and pulls me over to a block, and I’m forced to crawl after him through the dirt and grass.

He sits down on the block. “Stand up and strip in front of me.”

That really makes the crowd gasp. My mouth falls open again. Please, please no. I remember that we even agreed on this as one of the examples when we set up the contest. But I didn’t think it would be like this. I thought it would be some joke‌—‌having to streak across campus naked or something.

I want desperately to beg him to not make me do this. But I know he’ll refuse my pleas and I’ll only have embarrassed myself more. I want to run away. It’s just a stupid bet. It’s not law. He can’t actually make me do anything! But I know that if I run away now I’ll be completely humiliated for the rest of the year‌—‌maybe the rest of my time at the university. No one will take me or my word seriously anymore. And I’m just too used to following rules‌—‌when you make an agreement with a person you follow it, especially when they’re right there enforcing the agreement. It’s just too habituated into me.

I stand. My pale, lissome legs are shaking. I slowly grasp the hem of my shirt with trembling hands and peel it up my body and then over my head. I drop it beside me in the dirt.

“Good boy. Now those slutty little shorts.”

Slutty? It feels so terrifyingly sexual.

I grasp the waistband. I only have a tight little pair of white exercise underwear underneath them. They show off my bottom and cock completely. But I have no choice. I peel the wet shorts down over my fat bottom and bend over, tugging them down my legs. I kick them off.

“Underwear too.”

“Please,” I finally beg, my voice trembling a little.

"Follow the deal," Cade snaps and I obey him, for some reason. I see Becca out of the corner of my eye. But instead of alarmed, she looks fascinated‌—‌interested even. Fucking bitch, I think angrily.

I reach my fingers into the tight waistband, and slowly I pull the tight little garment down over my sweaty bottom. It pops out‌—‌exposed, completely naked. I’m blushing bright red all the way down my pale chest. I feel disgust and shame roiling in my stomach.

What’s wrong with me? How did I let this happen?

I slide the underwear down my legs and kick them off. I’m left standing completely naked before Cade and practically everyone I know. I only have my little white canvas sneaker on.

“Turn around,” Cade commands. “Show me that butt.”

What the fuck? But I’m so embarrassed that I can’t even talk, and I’m afraid anything I say will only make things worse.

I turn.

“Open yourself to me.”

The crowd is roaring with chatter and very, very nervous laughter.

“What the fuck?” I blurt out.

“Do it. I’m not interested in what you have to say. You got to speak before this‌—‌before you were a loser. Now you follow the fucking deal.”

I’m crying fully now with shock and shame. Tears run down my face. I see Becca staring at my exposed body in shock.

I reach back, grab my fat butt cheeks, and pull them apart, revealing my dirty little hole to Cade. I shudder in shame.

“Now spank yourself.”

It feels so awkward. I’ve never spanked myself, much less in front of a crowd of people. I reach my hand back and bring it down, lightly slapping my bottom.

“Harder.”

I spank it harder and my butt jiggles lewdly.

“Harder, Hayden.”

Biting back a sob of humiliation I reach my hand back and spank myself as hard as I can. It leaves a red handprint on my pale fatness.

And then his hands are on my hips.


Chapter 3: Ravished
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Oh fuck, he's touching me. I gasp almost cutely. He pulls me to him, between his legs, and twists me so I’m bent a little forward and my bottom’s popped out and spread for him.

And then he buries his face between my fat, sweaty butt cheeks and licks me there‌—‌he licks my nubile, dirty hole with his rough, warm tongue. The crowd absolutely erupts in shocked gasps and chatter. I gasp and moan lewdly against my will‌—‌it just pops out. I can’t control it.

I expect it to be quick‌—‌some weird prank. But it’s not. He stays there, warmly licking and sucking and feeding on me. I moan and tremble in his dark hands. They grip my pale flesh firmly and hold my little body in place.

He finally pulls away and squeezes and rubs my plump, sweaty bottom. To my shock and horror, my cock starts to get erect‌—‌it’s not fully there yet. No one’s noticed. But it’s starting to swell up.

“How does that feel?”

I know he’ll make me answer if I don’t.

“Disgusting, humiliating, embarrassing!” I whine through my tears.

“No, that’s how you feel. How does my tongue on your naughty little hole feel? How does it feel to have my hands massage this fat butt?”

I bite my lip. I don't want to say it but I gave my word. And for some reason, I feel like he'll know if I don't just admit it. I decide to just get it over with‌—‌maybe if I just say it it'll pass by quickly.

“It feels good,” I say almost petulantly.

“Good boy,” he says.

My cock grows as he massages my wet booty. He spanks me once and my butt jiggles again. I’m visibly erect now. I realize everyone has seen. Becca’s looking right at my pathetic, throbbing cock. She gives me a look like she thinks I’m pathetic and I blush in even deeper shame.

“Please, someone will see!” I beg Cade.

He shrugs. “Plenty of people are already seeing.”

“Someone from the university! We’ll get in trouble!”

He shrugs again. “Let them see. What does it matter? So we’ll get a smack on the wrist. I’m smacking you right now and it’s not so bad, is it?”

He spanks me again, and then he buries his hand into my cheeks and rubs my hole‌—‌around and around and around. I moan again and fail to bite it back. It feels really, shockingly good. Too good. I’ve never been touched there like that‌—‌never been touched by another man like this.

“Damn, he really likes it,” I hear someone from the crowd whisper.

“Look at how his body’s responding to it,” says another.

“That’s so humiliating for him,” whispers a third.

Cade spins me around and strips off his own shirt, shoes, and shorts‌—‌he does it easily as if he doesn't care at all who sees him. I gasp. I gasp because another man just stripped himself naked before me, and I gasp because his cock is enormous.

He’s erect. I realize he’s erect. Is that because of me? I…I didn’t realize Cade liked guys. It makes me blush even deeper, and I feel really, really weird deep down in my stomach. My anus gives a little throb and I don’t know why. His cock is nearly nine inches long‌—‌it seems like it’s nearly as long as my forearm, and it’s wider than my own wrist.

He tugs me into his lap and that big cock presses against my bottom. The crowd buzzes and whoops and laughs around me. I gaze at the ground shamefully. My cock stands straight up from between my plump thighs.

“Looks like he likes being treated like my little slut.” The crowd swells‌—‌they laugh and chatter and maybe even jeer at me. “Do you like being my little slut, Hayden? I think you might’ve lost on purpose. You want to belong to me. I think you wanted me to do this.”

“No…no!” I try to protest. But the words barely escape my throat.

“Your body’s enjoying it though, isn’t it?” he says into my ear, almost seductively. He reaches down and picks up my drenched shirt. He rips it to shreds, easily, his black muscles bulging. Then he twists my arms behind my back and binds them there. I strain against the rags holding me but he’s tied them too well‌—‌he wrapped them around my forearms, then wrapped them around my abdomen, firmly controlling me. I can’t strain free. I’m becoming more and more completely at his mercy.

“Stand up,” he commands.

I awkwardly get up‌—‌off balance with having my hands behind me. “Fuck you’re cute, all bound up and embarrassed.” He tugs me back down over his lap‌—‌my stomach pressing against his cock and hard thighs. “Pull your legs up.” I do it. I’m balanced across his lap on just my stomach.

And then he spanks me, hard. He smacks my bottom again and again and again. His dark hands turn my pale booty pink with spanks. At first, it's individual handprints, and then I become so covered in slaps that my bottom is one bright pink shine. My fatness jiggles and shakes lewdly under his blows and I moan and writhe in shock. But he holds me firmly, pressing me into his thighs, and keeps beating me.

And then he’s dipping his fingers into my mouth and I’m sucking them‌—‌my mind’s too addled to think. I just do it. I just obey.

He reaches his hand back and presses a thick finger into my bottom.

I’m being ravished. A man is fingering my bottom. I’m penetrated. The thoughts are far off. Distant. I feel almost dizzy from the shock. It feels like I can’t think straight‌—‌can hardly control my body. The crowd roars behind me. Things are blurry.

“Oh fuck,” I moan out.

"'Oh fuck' is right. You're gonna get fucked, Hayden Lane."

He presses into me all the way to the knuckles‌—‌he works my butt ever so slowly. It goes on for minutes. And then he sticks a second finger in. Then a third. Every one of my breaths comes out as a moan. It’s so shameful but I can’t help myself. My heart is racing. I’m drenched in sweat. I feel a little feverish from how much he’s stretching my bottom.

He lifts me off of his lap and lays me on the block on my back. He pushes my knees up to near my head, exposing the backs of my thighs, and spread my legs wide apart. I’m presented there like a slutty little art exhibit.

He sticks his fingers back into my tight hole and spanks and rubs and tugs at my fat cheeks as he rhythmically penetrates me. My little cock is standing straight up from my supine body, throbbingly erect. I break. I start openly crying from the humiliation and just the overwhelming feeling of it.

“Come on‌—‌spank him, grab him, grope him.” Cade is offering me to the crowd. No one steps forward at first and I feel a small pulse of relief. And then Becca steps up, a strange light in her eyes. The hint of a wicked grin flashes across her face for just a moment then she suppresses it. She reaches down and spanks my fat bottom.

The crowd surges forward. Hands spank and grab and tug at the fatness of my bottom and thighs. I throw my head back, moaning and overwhelmed. I'm being ravished and abused by a crowd of almost everyone I know at the school. People file past‌—‌seemingly urged on by each other‌—‌and beat booty. Cade keeps fingering me as it happens. They even spank my stomach. A man I can't see pinches and twists my nipples. Another grabs and tugs and teases my little patch of pubic hair and I buck and writhe.

I’m left a moaning, sweaty, filthy mess. My bottom and thighs are pink and throbbing. My nipples throb, too. And I feel strangely, incredibly, vividly alive. My whole body is throbbing with sensation‌—‌throbbing with pleasure.

What the fuck is happening? What the fuck is wrong with me?

Cade tugs his fingers out of me and I’m so stretched out that my butt gapes open a little in his absence. His fingers are so thick and rough and big.

“You made me gape!” I blurt out accusingly.

“Fuck yes I did,” he says, seductively again.

He brings his cock to my lips and rubs it across my face, an ultimate act of domination. I shudder and twist my head away angrily.

“No, I’ll never!”

He shrugs. “Fine, I’ll press it in without lube then.”

“No, wait!” I gasp. I don’t want to. I want to hold out. But his cock is so big. I’m afraid of it. I’m afraid of taking it without even saliva to help me.

“Are you going to be a good boy?”

“Yes,” I say with a sob. I open my mouth obediently and he presses his warm, hard cock past my plump lips. I have a cock in my mouth. I’m sucking another man’s cock. My mouth is being ravished by Cade’s big cock! He fucks my face for a long time. His cock breaches my throat and sinks down it and I take him up to his balls. My nose is buried in his pubic hair. He keeps fucking me. Spit trails down my chin and onto my chest and nipples. His dick makes lewd, wet, sloppy sounds as it slaps into my open, submissive orifice.

He finally pulls out and leaves me gasping‌—‌I could only get little slips of air while he was plugging my mouth with his enormous member. My chest heaves.

And before I can catch my breath, his cock has breached my anus.

He lines up between my legs and presses his head into me. It’s overwhelming and painful and I arch my back and nearly scream. But I’ve been stretched out by his finger fucking just enough to be able to take him. My sphincter strains on his enormous head and then slides over it, sucking onto his thick shaft. I’m stretched taut, at my absolute limit, in order to take him.

Cade Glanton just took my anal virginity. I’m being publicly ravished by my rival, my bully, my enemy! What the fuck is wrong with me? How did this happen?

He holds me by my slim waist and slowly works into me deeper and deeper.

“Look how erect you are,” Cade taunts. “Your body loves this. Tell everyone what you are.”

I know, somehow, what he wants me to say. I’m too broken and humiliated to do anything but obey.

“I’m an anal slut.”

“Whose anal slut are you?”

“I’m your anal slut, Cade.”

“Who does your body belong to? Who does your big butt belong to?”

"My body…my bottom‌—‌it belongs to you, Cade. I…I belong to you," I can barely get it out. The words are interrupted by breathy gasps and moans. I'm so overwhelmed by his cock that I can hardly think. I'm in a feverish, sweaty haze. And I feel incredible.

What the fuck? What the fuck?

I don’t understand what’s happening to me. It hurts, being stretched so wide, but the pain is being replaced by a warm, deep pleasure that radiates out from my bottom through my whole body. I can feel it through my thighs, my stomach, my nipples‌—‌everything‌—‌all the way out to my toes and fingers.

Without thinking, I let out a pleasured little gasp.

And he bottoms out in me. His heavy balls rest on my fat ass. His pubic bone and pubic hair press and rub against my small, throbbing cock and balls.

I let out a single, sweet, pleasured, gasp. He pauses for a second and trails his thumb over my plump bottom lip. And then he leans over and presses a kiss to me. I try to pull away for a moment but he’s too firm and keeps me in place. The crowd whoops in surprise.

He pulls away.

“Was that your first kiss?”

“I’ve…I’ve never been kissed before by a man. I’ve never been kissed before at all…” I blurt out.

“Are you a virgin?”

“Yes…I’ve…I’ve never been with a girl. Or a man.”

“Now you have, haven’t you? Look down at that big cock in your butt.”

He tugs my head up by my hair and makes me watch as his thick black shaft rolls in and out of my pale, fat butt.

“Yes, Cade.”

“Call me Master Cade or Master from now on. Do you understand, slave?”

“Yes…Master Cade.”

My body is absolutely throbbing and trembling from the rough treatment and fucking he’s giving me. It feels so good. It shouldn’t feel so good.

"You like this a lot, don't you? It feels incredible on that hot little body, doesn't it?"

I bite my lip and shake my head in denial.

He squeezes my butt hard, presses all the way into me, and grinds his cock around. I gasp in shocked pleasure. It’s rough but my body loves it. “Don’t fucking lie to me you little fucking slut.”

“Yes! Yes, it feels so good! I don’t fucking understand! I’m not gay!”

“Sure you are,” he corrects me. “You were throbbing for me before I even penetrated you. You got hard just from being spanked, shamefully, in front of all your friends, by another man. You fucking need this rough treatment, don’t you? Do you need it, you little whore?”

I sob and break down even more under his control. Step by step, I feel myself giving into him completely. “Yes, Master,” and as he slaps his cock into me, making lewd slurping sounds with my butt, I gasp out, “Yes, yes, yes!”

He chokes me and kisses me and pounds my butt harder and harder‌—‌my fat cheeks jiggling each time his body slaps into mine. I don't think I can take anymore.

“Oh Cade,” I beg my Master. I don’t even know what I’m begging him for. I try to bite my lip. I try to resist the most intense experience of my life. And I fail again. The shame, humiliation, objectification, exposure, dirtiness, and penetration; losing to him‌—‌this perfect, raw, muscled, titanic stud of a man‌—‌my enemy. It’s all too much. The warmth rushes out from my bottom like a wave and releases the tension in me. My butt spasms and clenches on his huge cock.

"Cade…Cade, I'm going to cum, please!" I sob.

"Damn, little white boys love that big, black cock, don't they?" he taunts me. "Beg‌—‌beg to cum! Beg or I'll punish you worse afterward!"

“Please let me cum! Please let me cum on that big, black cock!” I cry out.

“Cum, slut. Let it go.”

I orgasm.

There is no thought. There’s nothing but intense, overwhelming feeling. I’ve never felt anything like it. It’s far more intense than masturbating my cock on my own. It’s as different as slipping into a bathtub and being carried away by the ocean.

I cum from my butt stretching over his cock. I cum like an anal whore.

He keeps pounding his cock into me, plunging my desperate hole and filling me with intense, extended bliss until his thick member erupts deep in my butt. Cum impregnates me anus‌—‌stream after stream floods into me. He tugs out of my warm, gaping hole and marks me as his: thick ropes of cum shoot across my cock, my heaving stomach and chest, my thighs, my nipples, my face and my open mouth. I taste it‌—‌salty and…good. Why do I like how it tastes?

I’ve lost completely. I’m defiled, claimed as another man’s. And I’ve never felt such intense pleasure and arousal in my life.

My whole body throbs with ecstasy. I try to think through the haze and I can't. It feels like the crowd isn't there anymore. I just need to be held. I reach out to him and he takes my trembling body in his rough arms. He holds me close to him, in his lap. My fat, pale thighs wrap around his rock hard, ebony abdomen. That big cock rests against my fat, trembling ass.

“Oh Cade…Oh…Oh fuck…” I can’t form any words. I let it all go and sob in ecstasy against his chest. He undoes the rags binding me and takes me and kisses me over and over and over again. He rubs my trembling body, heightening the warm pleasure still pulsing in me.

“You needed that, didn’t you, whore?”

I’m broken completely. I can’t resist him. “Yes,” and as he makes me say it, it suddenly seems true to me.

He dumped me off of his lap into the ground. His cock is already hard again. He presses back into my throbbing hole and fucks me there, rubbing my pale form into the dirty, muddy ground with his powerful strokes. I have no resistance against him. I cum again, hard.

When I come too after my second orgasm his cock is in my mouth. He sprays warm semen into me, flooding it over my tongue and filling my mouth with it. I know what I’m supposed to do. I swallowed it all.

He takes a belt from someone in the crowd and wraps it around my neck‌—‌my collar and leash‌—‌and leads my pale body, crawling, off the field.


Chapter 4: Destroyed
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Cade leads me across the sidewalks and pavement of campus‌—‌rough on my soft, naked body. The entire crowd follows us. I keep expecting someone on campus to step in but people hardly react. Some glance at the spectacle and quickly glance away, embarrassed. Everyone seems to assume it’s some strange art project or something. When we get to the edge of campus Cade slings me over his shoulder‌—‌some dark, African warlord carrying off his pale, defeated damsel. I tremble against his hard muscles and let him take me.

I realize I’m going to his frat house.

It’s old and filthy and dilapidated. Cade kicks open a small closet underneath the stairs and tosses me into it carelessly. He goes to the fridge and gets a plastic bottle of soda. He makes me suck on it, covering it in spit, then slowly he works it into my ass until the bulge of the top part pops past my sphincter and sinks into my bottom. My sphincter strains at its absolute limit around the middle and it stays firmly in place. “Stay, like a good slut,” he commands. Dust and grime coat my already filthy body. He leaves me there in the dark for a long time and I lay, spent, trying to collect my breath and collect my thoughts.

Do I really belong to Cade now? I realize that that was the deal, and with a confusing mix of horror and…something else, I realize that he’s planning on keeping it. I belong to him until he wants to let me go.

When he opens the closet the crowd at his house has swollen even larger and a party is starting. He leads me out by my leash and I crawl after him on my hands and knees, shuddering with shame. I’m naked and humiliated in front of everyone again.

He puts a bowl in front of me with water, and another with oatmeal.

“Eat like a dog, slut.”

I’m too thirsty and famished to resist. I sink down, ass swaying in the air, and slurp up my meal.

And then he lifts me up onto the table in the living room, at the center of the party. Four of his muscled, hulking frat brothers step up‌—‌two black guys plus him and two white. I want to protest but the deal said he could do anything to me. And the whole crowd is going along with it. And I've already been taken so far. I've been pushed so far over the line. I've let him do so much to me. I feel like I have no foothold to dig in with. It feels impossible to stop, now.

He tugs the soda bottle out of my bottom and coats my ass in clear cooking oil from the kitchen. I'm gaping wide open from being left with the bottle in me. I can stick my fingers into my bottom and not touch the sides of my sphincter‌—‌that's how wide open I am. He puts the bottle of oil in my but and tips it up, flooding my anus with viscous lubricant.

And then he presses into me. My cock is erect in an instant. My body sings to life, pleasure throbbing through me. It feels even better this time, somehow.

One of his friends steps up and another enormous cock presses to my hole. It's so tight with two. He presses his cock against my taut sphincter again and again and each time it slips away. But finally, he sinks into me.

I have two enormous black cocks buried in my pale ass from different sides‌—‌stretching me, throbbing against me.

Another comes up insistently to my lips and I know what I’m supposed to do. Obediently, I take him into my mouth. I feel two more cocks placed, one in each hand, and I take them and masturbate them like a good slut pleasing his men. They strip off my shoes‌—‌exposing my ticklish, dainty feet. Two more cocks‌—‌joining in from the crowd‌—‌press up to my arches and masturbate themselves against the curve.

I’m being fucked as completely as a boy can be fucked. I can’t concentrate on anything‌—‌the only thing in my mind is the sea of pulsating cocks throbbing around me. I suck and work my hands‌—‌a desperate, feverish desire to please possessing me‌—‌as those two gargantuan monsters in my butt pump me.

It’s like having pythons slithering into my bottom. They’re so huge. I’ve never been stretched this wide. I didn’t even know it was possible for a butt to be stretched this wide.

Cade drenches me in oil.

They fuck me harder and harder, working together to piston in and out of my pale fatness. The cock in my mouth tastes so good. My body is screaming in agony at how it’s being stretched and worked and used‌—‌it’s hard to suck and masturbate and get fucked at the same time. But I feel so slutty. And I feel so good along with it. The pleasure washes away the pain‌—‌it’s even more intense.

Their cocks pump me and pump me and pump me. I writhe and twist and shake violently under their abuse. My pale, grimy, dirty little body is getting the hardest fucking of its life.

I have no chance of resisting. My wet anus clenches around them. I explode in orgasm.

“Damn, what a slut,” one of them says.

“He really fucking needed it, huh?”

“Look how he’s fucking moaning and whimpering‌—‌fuck that’s hot.”

People are taking pictures‌—‌filming my ravishment to spread across the internet. I don’t care about any of it. I’m overwhelmed in anal orgasmic bliss. They don’t care. They keep pounding me. I get hard and cum again. They don’t give a fuck.

They fuck me for hours.

I get ravished in every position I could imagine‌—‌straddling them, held up between them, pressed against the wall, on my hands and knees, on my back again. They bring me to the couch and keep fucking me. They’re all such big, strong, virile studs. These are men I used to think I could stand up to‌—‌stand beside as an equal. My dainty little body doesn’t stand a chance against them.

I start to feel light‌—‌airy. All I feel is intense passion. I exist only as holes for them to fuck. Only as anal orgasmic ecstasy.

The fuck me deep into the night. I have no idea how many men from the party take me. By the end, every inch of me is drenched and rubbed with cum. My warm, steamy asshole is gaping open‌—‌it's nearly the size of my fist‌—‌and they make me fist myself at one point, and my hand slides in and out past the knuckles almost easily. Cum drips out of my asshole and oozes down my fat, pale thighs. It crusts around the rim of my butt. My entire body is coated in a sheen of it that they've spread out over me. My stomach is full, impregnated with their semen. Cum covers my lips and runs down my chin, onto my chest and nipples. My body is covered in bruises and red handprints from being grabbed and spanked and groped.

I’ve been destroyed.

I lay out on display on the coffee table, where they left me, and just breath. I keep thinking I’ll wake up from this but…I can’t decide if it’s a nightmare or the strangest, most intense, most wonderful dream.

My enemy emerges out of the haze and stands over me‌—‌a ruthless conqueror.

“You’ve lost everything, haven’t you.”

“Yes.”

“I took it from you.”

“Yes, Master.”

“What are you?”

I have to struggle to think through the exhaustion and fog. “Your whore. Your slut. Your slave.”

“You have one more thing you have to give me, though.”

I stare up at him, wide-eyed and not understanding. "You've taken everything from me. You've destroyed me completely."

“There’s one last thing. The truth.”

I struggle to understand.

“Think. You know what I want you to confess.”

And then I realize. I want to deny it. But it’s there inside of me. I’m his. I’m broken. I can’t resist him. I can’t lie. I try. I break again.

I confess to him. “I loved it. I fucking loved it. Oh fuck, what the fuck is wrong with me.”

“What did you love?”

“I loved every fucking second of it‌—‌the shame, the humiliation, the defeat. I loved you spanking me. I loved all those big cocks pounding my body. I loved your cock. I love your cock buried inside of me.”

“Say it. Say the final thing.”

Tears of shame stain my grimy face.

“I love you.”

It hangs there, filling the space between us. It’s so simple but it’s everything, too. “I’m in love with you.”

And he bends down over me, and‌—‌ever so gently‌—‌he kisses and sucks each of my delicate nipples. He works down, kissing my stomach down to my belly button, then kissing it. Then he licks back up. My mouth is waiting for him. He kisses me there, on my plump lips. I melt under him and he lays over me‌—‌pressing his hard body against my soft curves‌—‌and French kisses me for a long, long time.

“You’re mine now,” he says. “You’re going to stay here on display for me until I come for you again.”

He takes some rags and binds me, then leaves me‌—‌his trophy‌—‌on the coffee table. I taste him on my lips and‌—‌my body still throbbing from his touch‌—‌I drift off into a sleep filled with lewd dreams.


Chapter 5: Owned
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Ilost all respect at school. I was a ridiculous laughing stock. Everyone knew what had happened to me. The videos and pictures went all around the internet‌—‌I ended up on porn sites, even. They got a lot of hits. Even my family and friends back home saw them and basically cut off contact with me. They stopped paying my tuition and in order to stay at the university, I had to move in with Cade at his frat house. Becca hardly bothers to talk to me anymore although she hangs out with Cade a lot.

Per the deal, Cade gets to do whatever he wants with me for as long as he wants. But it’s more than that, now. He destroyed my standing‌—‌practically destroyed my identity. And I have nowhere to live but with him, now. I guess it’s that I don’t have anything else but being his slut‌—‌his possession. He’s taken everything else away from me.

I just sort of fell into living with him as his possession. It was just the easiest thing to do, in a strange way. It just sort of happened.

He doesn't let me wear any underwear. And I always have to wear really tight jeans or tight booty shorts, and tight tops to show off my body for him. I have a collar to remind everyone that I'm his.

The faculty at the university vaguely know what’s going on‌—‌they overhear gossip from the students, and they can go to porn sites as well as anyone else. They’ve all seen my humiliation. But no one’s tried to step in or anything. I agreed to it, after all. I made the deal. I went along with every step.

Cade lets me still go to classes. I have to suck his cock every morning like a good boy to get permission. And if I don't get good grades he spanks me and punishes me hard. Sometimes I have to do school work while I'm sitting on his cock, which makes it so hard to concentrate. I can hardly think of anything but that big cock deep inside my bottom. But I'm actually doing well in school.

Cade films videos of me and does cam shows of me getting fucked‌—‌that’s how I pay for my tuition; exposing myself shamefully to strangers on the internet at my most vulnerable moments.

I get ganged a lot by him and his housemates. Most weekends they have parties and I get used at the center of an orgy, just like the first day. They film and post those, too. The videos are all actually pretty popular on the internet‌—‌people know and follow me.

I’m always so stretched out and destroyed after each orgy. During the week, Cade has me walk around with a butt plug in, to keep me stretched out enough for his cock and for double penetration. Last week, I got triple penetrated in my bottom at the orgy. Actually, I guess it was…quintuple penetrated? I had two cocks in my mouth for a while, along with the three in my bottom. He keeps me in a chastity cage when I’ve been naughty, to remind me that good white boys cum from black cocks in their bottom.

I live in constant shame and humiliation. With one day‌—‌one stupid contest‌—‌my whole life changed. But here’s my humiliating secret‌—‌the thing Cade makes me confess to him over and over again: I love it. I love the shame and humiliation. I love the dirtiness.

And I love Master. I’m in love with Cade Glanton.

Him taking control of me and using me freed me from all my inhibitions. It let me become as slutty and submissive as, deep down inside, I’d always wanted to be.

I get home from class in my tiny booty shorts and knee-high socks and slip my backpack off my back. Cade's sitting on the couch.

“Were you good today?”

I bite my lip cutely. “Yes, Master. Mostly good. I was a little naughty though.”

I slip into his lap and grind myself against him, and he wraps his arms, rippling with muscle, around my little waist‌—‌exposed in my little crop top. “Someone needs to be rewarded and punished then, huh?”

I nod my head. “Uh huh. Yes, Master.”

His giant hands wrap around my bottom and squeeze. My cock responds, straining against my little shorts. He presses his lips to mine and I melt under his kiss.

My fat, white, submissive bottom loves big, dominant black cock.

END


Free Stories
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Ravished by Gaspar: How I Was Humiliated, Sissified, Defeated & Taken by My Domineering Roommate

I have no money, no resources, and no friends in this new city. My domineering roommate says he’ll let me stay with him without paying rent, but it’ll cost me something else. He’s making me do such shameful things with my limber, nubile, dancer’s body. I try to tell him I’m not into guys, but he doesn’t care. If I’m not gay, then why does it feel like I’m going to explode every time his enormous cock is inside of my ample bottom? I’m not falling in love with Gaspar and the shameful way he treats me. I swear I’m not!

A 12,000 word erotic story featuring intense, raw, forbidden M/M sissy ravishment. It includes crossdressing, first time sissification, anal, humiliation, spanking, shaving, lingerie, maid outfits, noncon, dubcon, and ardent passion.
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Ravished by Demetria: How I Was Overpowered, Bound, Feminized, and Taken by My Dream Girl

My secret crush thinks I tried to ravish her. Now she’s tricked me, trapped me, and bound me, and is set on punishing me, hard. I tried to explain it was all a misunderstanding but she didn’t care. She says I have a sexy, girly body for a boy. She’s doing such shameful things to me! I’m being feminized and deeply, anally pounded. She says real men would be able to resist, but I feel like I’m about to explode with her thick strap-on cock in my bottom. She says she’s going to make me fall in love with her and become her cute little sex slave, but I know I’ll never sink that low, to fall in love with my captor! Would I?

A 10,000 word erotic story featuring hardcore F/M sissy ravishment. It includes femdom, first time feminization, crossdressing, anal, humiliation, shaving, pegging, spanking, collaring, bondage, lingerie, noncon, dubcon, and passionate love.

Together the stories are a novella’s worth of free material. Sign up for my newsletter and you get both. They’re not published anywhere else‌—‌they’re solely available through my newsletter sign-up.

The newsletter itself is always brief, goes out only rarely, and features free and on sale titles, newly published stories, and small extra bits of free erotica I write for my email list subscribers (usually around 1000 words and too lewd and intense to publish elsewhere). I’ll never send you spam or give anyone your information. Happy reading!


Other Story Bundles
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Feminized and Ravished: Sissies Receive Femdom, Maledom, Humiliation, Spanking, BDSM, and Love (3 Story Bundle)

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.
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Sissy Feminization & Ravishment: Femdom, Maledom, Humiliation, Interracial, Spanking, Submission, BDSM & Love (3 Story Bundle)

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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Feminization and Crossdressing: A 4 Novella Bundle About Sissies’ Humiliating, Passionate First Times

A very hot and steamy, new adult, transgender romance novella collection‌—‌over 80,000 words bursting with femdom, first time feminization and crossdressing, transformation, humiliation, and passionate love, and with No Cheating, No Cliffhangers and all Happily Ever Afters. Cute traps are sissified and ravished by sexy, powerful dommes who want to butt fuck them into intense, loving submission.


About the Author

Aura Delacroix writes gay romance bursting with spanking, humiliation, domination, submission, BDSM, and passionate love affairs in the most unexpected places. She also writes erotica full of first time feminization, sissification, crossdressing, femdom, and ardent passion between transgender, gay, straight, and bisexual doms and subs. She lives in a house on the sunny shores of a little island in the Pacific and loves walking the beaches and forests, talking with friends over coffee, and writing dirty stories.

Check AuraDelacroix.Wordpress.com for more of her work.

It’s really fun hearing from you! Aura would love your feedback and thoughts‌‌—‌‌she gets to write because you read and your opinions basically matter, like, a ton to her. If you loved this story, or hated it, or if there’s something you want to see more of, or anything else you’d like to share, drop her a line. Call her nice things, call her mean things‌‌—‌‌call her whatever you like as long as you call, kid. Contact her through her site or via:

AuraKDelacroix@gmail.com

Twitter.com/AuraDelacroix
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