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Chapter One

I was expecting that the events at my apartment would spark the start of a proper relationship between me and Asha, but this idea was quickly disproven. After dolling me up and pegging my ass, Asha disappeared from my life for a full month. For the first week, I kept my hopes up, waiting for her to reach out and call or text me. By the second week, some of that optimism was waning, and by the end of the third week, I had all but given up on the idea that I would ever see Asha again.

I didn’t have her number, and I certainly wasn’t going to ask around my office for my boss’s daughter’s contact details, which meant that the only choice left to me was to resign to my fate. After our last interaction, I had begun to suspect that Asha was not as cruel as she pretended to be, but the fact that she’d fucked me in the ass – quite literally – and then ghosted me was making me reconsider my opinion of her.

Was that all I had been to her? A piece of ass she could simply doll up, take from behind, and then discard like he had no real feelings? The thoughts running through my mind were as turbulent as they were contradictory, and even though it had already been four weeks since Asha’s spurning of me, I still couldn’t make heads or tails of what I really wanted.

When she’d first found me in that bathroom and made me wear her panties, I’d found it embarrassing. But that embarrassment had been short-lived in the face of her fingers slipping between my cheeks. By the end of that night, Asha had made me cream those very same panties, and in doing so she’d awakened something inside me that I never thought possible. And then there was the time at my house…

That whole episode had taken things even further. I’d absolutely loved it when she’d shaved me smooth and put me in lingerie, and even though the night ended with my backside aching, it had left me feeling lightheaded and content.

I hadn’t been the same since that night, and longing for Asha’s loving touch had just been a small part of the overall change.

I could no longer walk by a woman without wondering how her clothes would look wrapped around my body. Wondering what kind of panties she had on. Or what kind of bra.

Asha had sparked a fire inside me. The kind of fire that I had a hard time understanding and an even harder time managing. Memories of how those panties stuck to my tush still lingered in my mind, and I found myself longing to feel that way again. To have the tight, cotton fabric of a woman’s underwear adorning my bottom side. To feel my tiny cock resting against the cool cloth, to feel it riding up my crack as I walked around. Increasingly often, I longed for the feeling of having a bra around my chest and having makeup on my face. I longed for long hair, and I longed for the type of dress that only a hot woman could pull off.

But I didn’t have any of these things, and I didn’t think I could, not without the teasingly confident Asha by my side.

I sighed, shelved these sad thoughts for the fourth time that day, and lifted my eyes back to my computer screen. I was in the office, of course, thinking of things I could no longer have. The rest of the day went by uneventfully, and I found myself driving back to my apartment with even less hope than I had had the previous day.

I looked at my phone as I got home, did the math in my head, and realized that it had been a full four weeks since I’d last seen Asha. I opened my apartment door, resigning myself to the fact that I’d never see her again. That I’d live out the rest of my days without ever experiencing the spark of pleasure only she could bring to my life.

But what I saw as soon as I entered my gloomy, run-down living room, changed things around very quickly. There, on the same couch that I had offered to Asha when she last came around to my house, was a large, pink box with a card on top.

I knew it was from her – even before I read what was written on the card.

I walked over to it with my heart beating irregularly in my chest, an almost automatic smile on my face, my legs nearly trembling with trepidation. The card, of course, had ‘From Asha’ written on it in big, red letters. There was a small heart scribbled next to it, and my own heart thumped loudly inside my chest in response.

There were ribbons tying the whole thing together. I removed them, and then I removed the lid. What peeked at me from inside made my smile even wider. And my eyes all but gleamed as they looked upon the assortment of colorful garments that the box contained.
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Chapter Two

Again, as before, I found myself in front of my bathroom mirror, a razor in my hand, and enough shaving cream to rid my entire body of hair.

The card had precious few instructions – only that I should be ready and waiting for Asha at 7:00 O clock. The fact that she’d given me all these clothes meant that she trusted me to pick out an outfit for myself. Coming from a control freak like Asha, that was pretty much a declaration of love.

The razor went to work, and bit by bit, the hair on my body started coming off. And as strand after strand of hair fell off my body, I started to see myself in the same light that I had seen myself a month ago when I had been doing the same thing with Asha watching me. The same curves took shape near my hips, the same suppleness returned to my now smooth thighs, and the same perkiness returned to my tush.

Shaving out of the way, I took a quick shower and made my way out to the living room where Asha’s big-box waited. I opened the lid and took another long look at all the goodies she’d picked out for me. There were bras and panties of all colors. All kinds of tops, skirts, shorts, and even some leather pants. The number of choices that stared back at me threatened to overwhelm me, but the card on top of the box helped me make my decision. She had asked me to be ready by 7:00, and she’d told me to dress up nice; which meant that we would be going to an upscale place. The type of place that only Asha could afford.

I was obviously going to wear a dress if I was going to a place like that, but I could still be creative with the type of underwear I could slip on. I pulled out all of it from the box and splayed it across my couch next to each other, all the choices visible before my eyes. I scanned the assortment of underwear a couple of times, but my eyes always stopped at the same thing every time: a slutty little thong that had the thinnest strip of fabric running down the backside. I closed my eyes and pictured how I would look in that, the string wedging itself in my crack, cheeks parted beautifully around the black fabric.

And then I stopped imagining and got up to put the actual thing on.

The front of the thong was silken, and it cupped my tiny little cock snugly. The back slid up my crack just as I had imagined it would, and as I twisted around to get a better look at my ass in the mirror I couldn’t help but marvel at what a wonderful job that flimsy little piece of fabric was doing to cover my asshole.

I couldn’t help but blush as I looked at my perfect little tush in the mirror, thoughts of what Asha would do to me when she saw me like this running rampant through my head. Before I went any further, I took off the thong and retrieved a bottle of scented lotion from the bag. It smelled like citrus and flowers, and I applied it all over my body, covering every inch of my skin with the smooth beautiful fragrance of the lotion. I thought about stopping with just my upper body, but the idea of Asha’s soft hands running through my lotioned-up backside was too good to pass up. So I slipped my fingers to my backside and lotioned it up all nice and pretty.

I slipped the thong back on and picked out a matching bra with just enough padding to give me a midsize bust. As much as I would have liked bigger tits, the fact was that I had a pretty lithe body, and whatever advantage I had was in my bubbly butt.

Asha had been here last time to assist with the makeup, but I had picked up enough from what I’d seen her do to learn a thing or two. I fished out the makeup kit, sat in front of the mirror, and got to work.

I didn’t try to go overboard; that type of makeup wouldn’t look good on my face anyway, so I just stuck to the basics. Some foundation, a little bit of contour, lightly done eyelashes, and the reddest, sexiest lipstick the kit contained.

The face staring back at me from the mirror was almost unrecognizable now. I even looked better than the last time I had dolled up, and even without Asha’s help. There were a number of wigs in the box, but I chose a strawberry blonde one with shoulder-length hair. I picked out a black, sparkly body con dress that I could barely squeeze into. The skirt was short, hemming off way above my knees, almost exposing my lush ass to the air in the room. I adjusted it around in front of the mirror, seeing my narrow waist, my flaring hips, and my slender legs come to life in front of my very eyes.

When all was said and done: my wig, my makeup, and my dress all in place, I looked like a perfect picture of radiance. I did a few poses in front of the mirror: lifting a leg, poking my butt out, hunching over with my hands on my ass, my dress riding up dangerously high.

I looked fantastic in all of them, and if it had not been for my phone ringing, I might just have stood there ogling my sexy body for the entire night.

But as it happened the phone did ring.

I answered, and just as I had been expecting the voice on the other side belonged to Asha. My heart beat rapidly as she told me she was in front of my building waiting in the car. My legs tingled every step of the way as I descended the stairs in my stiletto heels. My pulse quickened when I saw the Limo parked out front, and I felt a warmth in my tush as I made my way to the door.

But all of that stopped when I opened the Limo’s door to step inside. My heart skipped a beat, the flow of blood inside my veins seemed to come to a halt, the inside of my mouth dried up, and the breath in my lungs froze.

Because even though Asha was in the back of that Limo – she wasn’t alone. Next to her sat a tall, muscular man in a suit, and next to him…

Well next to him sat the CEO of my company, Asha’s father. The man who could make my life a living hell with a wave of his hands.

“This is the friend I was telling you about,” Asha said, smiling brightly at her father and the handsome man sitting next to him. “Come on in Sammy, we’ll be late for the party.”

And what the hell could I do but climb into the back of that Limo and pray to God that my boss wouldn’t recognize me.


3




Chapter Three

The glee in Asha’s smile was almost palpable as I took the seat between her and the tall, handsome man. I was only able to resume breathing when a few minutes had passed and Asha’s father still hadn’t found me out.

Which meant that my disguise was good enough to fool a man whom I had been working for a couple of years already. The man in the suit kept stealing glances at me too, but he said nothing to me, continuing to talk to Asha’s dad about some business trip they had coming up.

As the Limo pulled onto the freeway, I finally allowed myself to relax a little bit, turning to face Asha as the two men continued to talk about business. Her father was far enough away from me that he wouldn’t hear us if we kept our voices low, so I leaned in close to Asha and whispered, “What the hell, Asha? You could have given me a warning about this.”

“Would you have come if you knew?” She still had that teasing smile on her face, rows of pearl white teeth gleaming up at me from behind her purple lipstick. “Besides, Damon there is my dad’s new business partner, and I wanted the two of you to meet.” She squeezed my hand as she said this last part, gesturing with a nod of her face to the tall man sitting next to me who kept trying to steal glances at my naked legs.

“What do you mean ‘meet me’?” I asked her.

“You know what I mean Sammy.” She winked at me, and I blushed despite myself.

“Hold on,” I said. “I did not agree to any of this. I thought it was just going to be me and you.” What sort of crazy ideas was Asha having now? Surely she didn’t intend for me to get together with an actual guy.

Did she?

She leaned in even closer to me, slipping a hand down the small of my back and putting her lips right next to my ear. “Don’t worry about it too much, Sammy,” she whispered right in my ear, her breath hot on my neck. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. Just enjoy the night and see where it takes us.” Then she let her hand slip down even further, the tips of her fingers brushing my ass from over my dress. “And besides,” she continued. “I’ll be right here for you if you don’t like him.” Goosebumps pricked my skin as her fingers brushed my back and my tush, and once again I was reminded of the effect her touch had on my body.

The two men continued to talk about business, and Sammy and I continued to giggle and whisper with each other, her hands continually traveling down some new naughty nook and cranny of my body. To both of them, we must have looked like nothing more than a couple of young girls gossiping. There was no way for them to know where Asha’s hands were straying, or just how hard my tiny little cock was getting in my tight underwear.

“I forgot to ask,” I whispered to Asha as we pulled off the freeway. “Where are we going?”

“This amazing party downtown,” she whispered right back, her fingers under my naked thigh now. “Apparently it’s for the launch of some new telco company. My dad was invited and I asked if I could bring a friend.”

“Is that what I am?” I grinned at her. “A friend?”

She pinched my thigh in response, making me wince where I sat. “You’re whatever I want you to be, Sammy.” She winked at me, causing me to blush once more.

Before I knew it, the Limo was pulling up to a really crowded street, with throngs of people lining the entrance of some club. There were lines bigger than anything I’d ever seen going on and on for blocks, but we got to ride all the way up to the main entrance, where we were ushered out by a couple of security personnel.

I don’t remember much of what happened during the walk inside. There were too many lights and too much noise, and I might have experienced a case of sensory overload. What little I do remember has to do with the tall and handsome businessman named Damon walking behind me. I remember him right beside me, the strong, masculine smell of his cologne lulling me into some kind of trance. I remember his heavy footsteps next to me, and I remember his hand on my back. I remember myself walking in there like I was his date, and I remember in vivid detail how his hand kept creeping lower and lower as we neared the entrance to this very exclusive club.

I remember not saying anything as his fingers brushed the lowest parts of my back, almost tickling the parts where my spine met my tailbone. I remember how it felt as he swooped in for his opportunity by dropping his hand even lower, squeezing my supple ass cheeks with a quick, passionate motion.

I remember all of this, and I remember not speaking up against it.

Because I remember liking it.
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Chapter Four

The inside of the club was as upscale as it gets. Grand chandeliers, waiters standing at every corner, handsome men in expensive suits, and the hottest, most well-dressed women I had ever seen.

My first thought – very naturally – was that I didn’t belong in there. That I was somehow playing a game that I had no real right to even be watching. All of these people were rich, accomplished, and sophisticated. What was I but a guy playing dress-up? I had achieved nothing in life, and there was no way I could stand with the rest of these people.

But this thought plagued my mind only briefly because a few steps into the club and I felt a hand on my bottom once again. Damon’s fingers curled around the swell of my ass, and he applied just enough pressure to send tiny tremors of pleasure running up my body.

Here was a man who was young, handsome, and obscenely rich. A man that had no business finding someone like me attractive – but he did. The way he stood close to me, the way he had kept sneaking glances at my naked legs all through the ride here. And now with the way his hands kept finding their way to my tush. There was no doubt about it. Damon was itching to fuck me – and that must have meant that I was doing something right.

And so even though the people around me were much richer, and far more accomplished – I still felt my spirits returning with the affections from Damon.

There was another issue, of course. One that I was trying very hard to not think about, but it kept springing to the forefront of my thoughts anyways. The fact that Damon wanted me was well and good, but what would happen when he actually wanted to fuck me? How would he react when he would find a tiny little cock underneath my panties? Would he be disgusted that a woman whose ass he had been fondling was secretly a guy?

This was a genuine worry and one that I could not think of any way to resolve.

But before any of these thoughts could go too far, we reached the main floor of the club, and Asha, as always, came to my rescue.

“Daddy,” she said, turning to her father and Damon. “You guys go ahead and find yourself some seats. Me and Sammy need to run to the bathroom quickly.”

Asha’s dad looked at the both of us a little funny, and for the briefest of moments, I thought he might recognize that the ‘girl’ standing next to his beloved daughter was actually Sam from accounting. But he didn’t, and he returned his gaze to his daughter after a few seconds of his eyes lingering on me.

“No drinking, honey,” he said with as much sternness a man can muster against his teenage daughter. “And make sure you and your friend stay away from all the sleazebags in here.”

“Don’t worry daddy. I love you.” Asha stepped on her tiptoes, kissed her dad on the cheek, and grabbed me by the hand before dragging me across to wherever she was going.

I only spoke up when I was sure we were out of earshot. “You need to go to the bathroom?” I asked her.

“We both do.”

“I don’t really need to go,” I said sheepishly. “ I went before I left home.”

She giggled, and just as every other time she had ever laughed at my expense, I felt my cheeks redden with shame.

“You’re so silly sometimes, Sammy.”

“And you’re cruel.” I shot back. “Why did you ghost me for a full month? And only to come back with your dad and one of his weird friends.”

She looked back at me as we walked across the floor, and smiled a knowing smile at me. “You think Damon is weird?”

I felt another blush rising up my neck. “I don’t know…” I replied. “I didn’t notice him much. I just meant how he is your dad’s business partner and all.”

The smile on Asha’s face curved upwards, a row of perfectly white teeth visible underneath. “You didn’t notice, did you?” I could see the mischief in her eyes. The same mischief she’d had that first night in the woods. The same mischief she’d had when she dolled me up at the office. “You didn’t notice the way he was looking at your legs all the way through the Limo ride?” I hadn’t even realized but we had already reached the bathrooms.

Asha opened the door, stepped inside, and pulled me in too. “And I’m sure you didn’t notice when he put his hand on your back?” There was no one else in the bathroom – which made sense because Asha had chosen the one furthest from the main floor where the party was happening.

She stepped in closer to me, pushing her torso right up against mine. Her tits pressed up against my chest, her belly against my tiny, throbbing cock. Her hands found my sides, and her face was right next to mine: the breath from her words hot on my lips.

“And,” she whispered almost into my mouth. “I bet you didn’t notice when he had his hands on that pretty little ass of yours.” Both of Asha’s hands slipped down the shimmering fabric of my tight dress. They slid all the way to my ass, where two perfectly perky cheeks awaited her eclectic touch.

Every memory came flooding back in.

The time in the woods. Her finger in my ass. Her dolling me up at the office – and then at my house. The strapon, and how she had fucked me with it.

“Sammy…” I half whispered, half moaned.

“Shhh…” She silenced me with a kiss. Her lips sweet on mine.

Her hands clasped down firmly on my cheeks, her tiny, delicate fingers denting the lush flesh of my ass through the dress. My cock jumped inside my thong, I felt my blood pounding in my veins, and I felt the heat of her tongue swishing around in my mouth.

I was under her control. Totally. Completely.

And I was all for it.

“You trust me, don’t you Sammy?” She said, breaking off our kiss.

“Yes.” I was breathing hard, every sensory function in my body working overtime against the advances of this magnificent woman.

“And you know I would never do anything to hurt you.” She pushed her leg between mine, parting my thighs with her knee. My cock almost thrashed inside its satin prison, jumping at the opportunity at meeting any part of Asha’s skin. I was still under her grip. We were still locked in embrace. Her hands were clamping down my tush, her knee was between my thighs, and her tits were right up to my neck.

“And you know I know what’s best for you.”

“Yes,” I replied. “Yes. Yes. A million times yes. I trust you completely Asha.”

She smiled then, and looked me dead in the eye.

“Then allow me to show you what you’ve been missing.”

I raised my eyebrow at her, but before I could raise a question she spoke up. “Damon,” she said. “Come on in. You don’t have to wait outside any longer.”

I turned my head. The bathroom door opened, and in walked the man whose hands had been all over my ass not ten minutes ago.

My heart stopped beating.

“Asha,” I said, nearly trembling with a feeling that wasn’t quite fear. “I’m not sure about this…”

“Why?” She asked me.

“I’m…. I’m not what he thinks I am. As much as I want to, I can’t give him what he wants.”

She smiled once again. Not one of those cruel smiles – no. This one was different. This was one of Asha’s ‘kind’ smiles. The sort of smile she kept reserved for these special moments where she would prove that she had a heart after all.

“He knows,” she said. “And I don’t know much about what you can give him. But he will give you exactly what you need.”

A flash of heat blossomed between my cheeks, and I felt the strange yet erotic buzz that I had fast come to love over the last month and a half.

“All you have to do is say yes, Sammy.”

“Then yes,” I said, and Damon started walking toward me without another word uttered.
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Chapter Five

The time it took for Damon to get from the door to where Asha and I were standing is all the time I had to think about what I was about to do. The thing with Asha had started off innocently enough, with me slipping on a pair of her panties and making out with her in the woods – but now I was dressed up as the sexiest fucking babe in the club, standing in a near-empty bathroom, with a handsome as fuck guy walking over to take my body.

And to top it all off – I was actually looking forward to it.

Before any more thoughts could pass through my mind he was on me. Asha had already retreated a few steps by this point, which meant the path for Damon to get to my body was all but clear. He threw his hands around me and pulled me in close, planting his lips on mine in the most forceful kiss of my life up until that point.

Asha had been firm with her affections as well, but even her stronger kisses paled in comparison to how Damon’s masculine jaw worked me around. His lips were wet and firm on mine, his stubble itching my face, and his hot tongue slipping past my defenses as I squirmed under his grip.

His hands slipped down my back, fingers tracing a delicate path over the shimmering fabric of my dress until they were at their destination. His hands enveloped my butt fully, and he squeezed me down there in a way that I had never been squeezed in my life before.

The fire, the passion… the hunger in that grip of his was enough to make every hair on my body stand up straight.

“You don’t know how much I’ve wanted to do that since we were in the car,” he whispered between kisses, his hot, accented voice right next to my mouth.

I just blushed, my cock going even crazier inside my panties.

He put his lips on mine again, and let his hands drop even lower. His thumbs hooked into the hem of my dress, and he pulled up the fabric until my completely naked cheeks were bare to the cold air in the room. Again, he lowered his hands, and this time I felt the full passion of his touch on the naked skin of my tush.

I squirmed where I stood, and moaned into his hot, sweltering kiss in response.

His own response was the growing bulge pushing up against my belly.

He wants me I thought to myself. He knows what I am and he still wants me. Wants me enough that his cock is standing hard at attention.

And I want him too…

And I did. No matter how much I tried to deny it, I wanted him with every fiber of my being. It was apparent from the way my heart beat. And from the way I moaned into his mouth or squirmed against his touch. It was plain as day from how good the bulge of his cock felt through my dress, and from the buzzing reservoir heat between my cheeks.

I wanted him. More than anything else in the world I wanted his strong hands to bend me over and tear off my excuse for an underwear. I wanted him to spread my cheeks, and I wanted him to fill my needy hole with every inch of his magnificent manhood.

“I can’t wait,” I said breaking off our kiss. “I want to see your cock.”

He smiled. I sank to my knees, and before long his belt was off.

His boxers came off next and then a huge, erect cock sprang to life in front of my eyes. I looked at it with wide, amazed eyes. Taking in every ridge and every vein of his throbbing manhood. It was huge – bigger than anything I’d ever imagined. It was hot and it was clearly glad to be out of his pants.

I looked up at him with wide doe eyes, only to find him staring down at me. “Do you like it?” He asked, a grin on his face.

I didn’t respond – not with words anyway.

I just wrapped my fingers around the base of his shaft and leaned in to lick the tip. He squirmed as my tongue scraped against his throbbing tip, and before he could regain the composure he had walked in here with I licked him again.

And then again.

“Do you like it?” I shot up at him when I found his eyes shut, creases forming on his forehead.

“Yes,” he said through clenched teeth with his heavily accented English. “I like it – very much in fact.”

And that was all the approval I needed.

I opened wide and invited Damon’s monstrous cock inside my wet, eager mouth. He clenched every muscle in his body as his hot, throbbing manhood sunk deeper into my maw, and a subdued groan began sounding through his lips as I squeezed down on his shaft with my lips.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “That’s so fucking good.”

My heart was close to bursting with joy. I had never been the type to give pleasure to others in my physical relationships, so seeing this rich, powerful man nearly trembling because of something that I was doing was the best fucking feeling in the world.

I looked up at him again, and he instinctively knew to look down. Our eyes met, and both of us held our gazes as I began to pump his cock with my hands.

And then I began to suck on his cock in earnest.

I had never sucked a man’s cock before – obviously. Hell, I’d never even remotely entertained the possibility of such a thing ever occurring. But here I was, on my knees, in a dress, a huge cock in my mouth, nothing but heat and salt on my tongue as a handsome, rich businessman face fucked me in a club’s bathroom.

His hands found their way into my head as I picked up the tempo, the fingers intertwining with the strands of my fake hair. His hips began to thrust as the throbbing of his tip became more violent, and pretty soon the motions that his body was making were closer to if he was actually fucking a pussy – the pussy being my mouth in this instance.

“You’re…. Soo … good at this.” He muttered through clenched teeth, the pleasure from my blowjob threatening to overwhelm him. “This is the best blowjob I’ve had all my life.”

I loved it. I loved the praise. I loved the fact that this man was this close to cumming in my mouth. I loved how his cock throbbed against the back of my neck with every pump, and I loved how his knees nearly buckled underneath him every time he thrust his hips against my mouth.

I loved it all, and I would have continued to love it if not for the fact that he pulled out of my mouth less than ten seconds later.

I looked up at him in shock as he took a step back, his cock still dripping my spit as it dangled inches away from my mouth.

“Put it back in.” The words coming out of my mouth were bordering on comical – but that’s just how invested I was in what was going on.

He was flustered too, I could see it in how hard he was breathing and how red his face was, but he still managed to smile down at me. “I plan to put it back in,” he said, grabbing me by my hands and pulling me back to my feet. “But not in your mouth.”

A fresh, even more intense blush rose to my cheeks, painting my entire face the deepest shade of red I could think of. The heat between my cheeks almost exploded, and I felt my asshole gaping at the thought of Damon’s monstrous member entering me.

“Lost for words?” It was Asha who had spoken this time, and as I turned my head to face her I realized that I had almost forgotten she was there in the first place.

“I –”

I was lost for words.

“You don’t have to go through with it if you don’t want,” she said, and she sounded genuine saying it too. “I told Damon that this would only go as far as you wanted it to. So all you have to do is say the word and we’ll call it off.”

“No.” The answer was almost instinctive. Instant.

Asha smiled her knowing smile at me as she heard the word from my mouth, and her lips curled up even higher as she walked toward me.

“Somehow,” she said, as she reached for my thong. “I knew you would say that.”

She undid the thong, and the underwear fell to my feet. My ass was bared, and so was my cock. Damon looked at it with a glint in his eye, and I noticed his cock getting even harder as he eyed me.

“Beautiful,” he said, and I found myself blushing even harder.

Damon walked up to me, and Asha retreated once more. His strong, capable hands found their way under my armpits, and he lifted me up like I weighed nothing. I was totally under his control – weightless and worryless as he carried me through the bathroom floor to where the sinks were. I warped my legs around his torso as he set me down on the porcelain sink counter – trapping his waist between my thighs. He leaned in to kiss me again, and I kissed him right back.

It wasn’t as firm or commanding as the first kiss. This one was more tender, more loving. More caring. For the next few minutes we just kissed, my legs wrapped around him, my cock rubbing intermittently against his body, our tongues swirling hotly in the shared spaces between our mouths.

“Are you ready?” He whispered breaking off the kiss.

“Yes.” And I was. I was more ready than I had ever been for anything else in my life.

And he knew it too.

He scooped me up into a carry once more, but put his hands under my thighs, lifting me up from my legs. He spread apart my legs, opening up my needy, virgin hole for an easy entrance.

“Is this your first time?” He asked me as he pushed my back against the wall, lowering me until my asshole was primed for his cock.

I thought back to the time with Asha’s strapon but realized that that didn’t count. Not in the way that this was about to count. “Yes,” I said. “This is my first time.”

“Then I’ll try to be gentle.”

“Don’t.” I blushed again, and I felt his cock bouncing underneath my tush in response.

He pushed with his hips at a very awkward angle. My legs went around his body once again – only this time they were higher than his waist, and this time I was almost tilted up so he could enter me from underneath. He leaned in to kiss me once again, pulled my body even closer to his, and let his cock rise up until it was inside my asshole.

I gasped into his mouth, my asshole expanded around his magnificent girth, and I felt every hot tremor and every tingling sensation that I had felt when Asha had first taken my asshole – but this time everything was that much more intense.

A real cock made more difference than I could ever have imagined.

Instinctively, I clenched down on his cock, and with how awkward the angle was his cock stopped progressing up my tight hole. “Relax,” he whispered into my mouth, his fingers running up and down my tush. “Just relax, and let me take care of you.”

With great effort, I forced the protective muscles of my asshole to relax, and his cock once again started its path up my narrow hole. The heat and the veins and the ridges all teased the walls of my asshole, and tingling sensations of euphoria started swirling out from my prostate long before his cock was even fully inside me.

“Your cock,” I whispered between kisses. “It’s so hot.”

“You like hot cock?” He asked.

“I do,” I stammered again, his tip pushing against my G-spot now, the heat and the throbbing setting off vibrations from inside me. “I love it more than I ever knew.”

“You fucking slut.” He squeezed my ass, and thrust upward with his hips, the tip of his cock making violent, ecstatic contact with my G-spot. I moaned into his mouth, he kissed me with even more passion. I kissed him right back.

He squeezed again. And he thrust again, and the whole fucking thing happened all over, like a cycle of pleasure that kept increasing its intensity over every iteration.

Pretty soon he was pumping his hips, his cock gliding in and out of my asshole, the shaft ravaging a path through the walls of my hole, the tip making hot, sweltering contact with my G-spot.

I was moaning louder and louder with every pump, and the only thing stopping me from thrashing around wildly was the fact that I had my legs wrapped around his body.

His cock began to shudder sporadically as he continued to pump, and the pocket of pleasure building against my prostate told me that either of us would bust very soon. I had little mobility in the position we were in: face to face, my legs around his torso, his cock entering me from underneath. But I still took things into my own hands and started to thrust back with my own hips, his cock slamming even harder into my hole with every push.

“Fuuuuck.” My eyes rolled back into my head, my vision went white and I felt the balloon of ecstasy around my prostate grow to an unbelievable size. “I’m… gonna… come.”

I barely got the words out before that balloon burst, and as Damon pushed his red hot manhood against my prostate one more time I felt stars burst before my eyes.

The orgasm was like a fire ripping through my body, with every single cell that made up my very being coming alive with an inferno of ecstasy. I screamed and I moaned and I might even have cried as the waves of overwhelming pleasure racked through my body. My cock got sweltering hot, and even though I wasn’t touching it I felt it twitch once before it spewed its load across Damon’s shirt.

As for Damon, he kept going at my hole long after I had climaxed.

Even as I came down from the euphoric bliss of the best orgasm of my life he kept pounding away inside me. And it wasn’t until a minute later that his cock shuddered one final time as he paused balls deep inside my hole. He held it there and sprayed my insides with rope after rope of his hot seed, filling up my boy-pussy with every last drop of cum that he had to offer.

As things ended he pulled out of me and set me down on the sink counter once again, his sticky seed dripping out of my hole and making a mess underneath me. Both of us were panting and out of breath, and we might have sat there for hours without a word said between us…

If not for Asha that is.

Because the moment Damon set my pretty little tush down on the counter Asha made her presence known once more. As we both looked over to where she stood we noticed that she was lifting her skirt, and instead of finding what you’d usually see when a pretty young girl lifts up her skirt we saw something else. Her panties were there of course, but they were barely visible under the harness and the black, leather dildo hanging from it.

She was walking over to us with a smile on her face, one hand wrapped around the strapon that she was so proudly sporting. “You guys had your fun,” she said, running her fingers along the length of her fake cock. “But I haven’t.” Her grin grew wider and she eyed both Damon and me with the same mischievous look that I had come to associate Asha with the most. “So which one of you pretty little boys wants to bend over for me?”

And I don’t know about Damon, but I felt the familiar rush of heat between my cheeks almost instantly.

The end
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Feminized by the Lady next door: First time Sissy Feminiztaion, Crossdressing

https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B096QLN1KD/ref=dbs_a_def_rwt_hsch_vapi_tkin_p2_i4

“Who knew a pair of panties could change this much?”

Ryan is down on his luck. He has no girlfriend, no money, and a piece of junk car. Not to mention that he’s just broken his neighbor’s very expensive sculpture.

Naturally, he agrees when she suggests a ‘different arrangement’ to settle the debt. The only catch? He has to put on a pair of her panties. What follows is Ryan’s awakening to his true sissy self.

Read along and find out as the lady next door dolls him up, puts him in a dress, and leads him to experience things he’s never experienced before.

Long, hard, throbbing things.
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