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She noticed my thong


Ihave to admit that I pretty much ignored all of the advice my friends gave me about Ember. They said I was in the friend zone, and there was no way out of it. It certainly felt that way at times, but they never saw how Ember treated me when we hung out together. Every other comment out of her mouth was some sort of innuendo, and I couldn’t help but think that she had some interest in me. My problem was that I was a shy guy that was always worried about saying the wrong thing. Making people uncomfortable, and giving them something to gossip about were things that terrified me. I did everything in my power to avoid these situations, and that often ended up in me taking next to no risk when it came to my love life.

Ember was arguably out of my league, and that’s the primary thing my friends would point out to me as evidence of her keeping me around as a friend.

“Dude, she is way too hot for you!” My buddy Max would say whenever I brought Ember up, “she just keeps you around so she has somebody to vent to.”

“Maybe, but I think there’s something else to it,” I said, “she is like way too flirtatious to just see me as a friend. There has to be something else going on in her mind.”

I ignored all of the advice, and it ended up working out in the end. The moment that changed everything was initially the most humiliating moment of my life, but Ember’s acceptance of me quickly changed my perception. We eventually started to date, but it wasn’t without consequence. Ember’s love of humiliating me is what kicked the whole thing off, and it all started one night when she came over to my apartment to hangout.

There’s a reason I’ve had trouble finding a girlfriend. I’m not a regular guy, and I think that women can easily sense that something is wrong. There’s a part of me that I never show to the world, and I can’t stop myself from indulging myself. If my guy friends found out I am sure that they would quickly cut ties with me.

I like to wear women’s clothes. I don’t know why, but the way the fabric clings to my body has always comforted me. The way that women’s underwear are tight around my junk, and the way the string feels as it runs up the center of my crack. It’s a different sensation, and I’ve never found anybody that I could talk to about it. Until the night Ember caught a glimpse of my thong when I bent over to pick something up in my apartment.

Ember didn’t call me out on the thong right away. She actually waited until the next time we met, and she showed me a picture that she had taken with her phone. I felt so much shame when she confronted me with the photo, and I was sad that she took a picture of it.

“Why did you take a photo?” I asked feeling betrayed, “that’s really messed up!”

“I’m sorry Jack. I didn’t do it to be mean. I just,” she looked distressed and took a seat on my couch, “please sit down. We need to talk.”

“What do you mean? You’re trying to act like the victim right now? Are you kidding me?” I was filled with embarrassment and rage, and I couldn’t understand what gave her the right to tell me that we needed to talk.

“Trust me,” she said looking down at her feet, “please just give me a chance to explain.”

I didn’t want to listen to her at first, because I was beginning to feel as if she was setting me for some sort of trap. Why else would she take a photo of such a personal and damning thing? After a few moments, my rage started to decrease to a more manageable level, and I finally sat down to hear what she had to say. My first instinct was to play ball so that I could get her to delete the evidence.

“I’m not going to keep the photo Jack,” she said putting my mind at ease. “The only reason I took it was so that when I brought it up you would not try to deny it. I wanted to make sure that there was no way you would try and claim that I was making stuff up.”

“Okay, can you delete it right now please?” I said to ensure that I could protect myself. “You didn’t send that to anyone did you?”

“No Jack, I would never do such a thing.” She showed me her phone as she deleted the image, “see? I’ve never felt comfortable telling anybody what I’m about to say, and I feel that I can do it now because I think you’re the type of guy that would actually be interested in what I am.”

I had no idea what she was getting at. Why wouldn’t men be interested in her? Even my friends said she was way out of my league, and I’ve been out with her enough to know that men check her out constantly.

“I’ve always liked you Jack. You know, as more than friends but,” she paused and looked to the floor, “I don’t know how to say this.”

“Say what? Just come out with it.” I was eager to know what she was saying.

I felt hope, and the anger I felt towards her vanished as I felt I was approaching a breakthrough with her. It seemed as if she was interested in me romantically, and that was what I dreamt of.

“I’m a woman, but I have a,” she paused again, “give me your hand.”

I was confused with what she was trying to say and do, but I gave her my hand in the hopes of figuring out what she was trying to communicate with me. She put her hand on the top of mine and started to push it towards her crotch. My heart started to beat as it got closer to her, and I was excited and confused at the same time. I didn’t know why she was having me feel her up until my hand made contact with her crotch. Then I began to understand her reasoning.

“You feel that?” She asked as she pushed my hand harder.

I could feel a lump, and I didn’t believe what I was feeling at first. It wasn’t possible for her to have one of those.

“Is that what I think it is?” I asked looking at her expectantly.

“Yeah Jack it is.” She moved my hand away from her lump as it began to grow stiff, “this is why I don’t date anyone. I’ve never seen it possible for a man to accept me for what I am, a futa, but when I saw that you were wearing a woman’s thong I realized that there was a possibility that you were the one.”

“Why is that?” I asked struggling to see the connection.

“Because I can accept you for what I think that you are. Correct me if I’m wrong, but you secretly fantasize about being dressed up as a woman and treated like one.” She hit the nail on the head, “I can do that for you, and I have the desire to be the dominant female force that I think you desire.”

Her analysis was spot on, and I didn’t know how to respond at first. It seemed that I could either say that she was wrong, and probably never experience what I truly wanted, or I could admit my strangeness and allow her to indulge me. Ultimately, I felt safe accepting what she was saying. She had shared something that was likely equally damning to her. If people found out that she had a cock she would risk ridicule by both men and women that felt the need to tear her down. On the surface, she was a ten out of ten woman, and the masses love it when they can destroy a person that they once thought of as superior.

“You’re right,” I admitted, “we may be the perfect match for one another after all.”

“I’m glad you feel that way.” She pressed her lips against my cheek, “thank you.” She softly whispered into my ear.
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I can finally be who I really am


Our conversation opened everything up quickly. Ember asked me more about what I was interested in, and she seemed to already know about it.

“You’re into sissification.” She said with a smile, “I’ve seen stuff about it online, and I looked into it more when I began to suspect that you were into it.”

“Yeah?” The conversation was starting to make me feel horny, “what do you think?”

“It looks fun.” She said, “do you own any other clothes, or is it just the thong?”

My chest was thumping as I realized I was moments away from getting my opportunity to be seen as I wanted to be. I owned quite a few things that I only wore in the privacy of my own home. Wearing them in front of a woman was only a fantasy of mine, and it seemed like it was possible to have my first experience as a sissy.

I told Ember that I had different outfits in my room, and she asked if we could go in and have a fashion show. My face turned red, but my cock was very receptive to the idea. Being seen by her was something that occupied my mind late at night when I was alone with a bottle of lotion and tissues, and I was curious how far it could go. I agreed to show her my collection of women’s clothing, and led her by the hand into my room.

“This is adorable!” She exclaimed holding one of my outfits, “you have to try this one on!”

She had good tastes. Ember had chosen one of my short skirts with a tight top. On the same clothes hanger I also had some pantyhose that I would wear when I really wanted to feel feminine. The tightness of the pantyhose always got me going, and I wondered what effect Ember’s eyes would have on me when combined with it.

“Do you like to be spanked Jack?” She asked without any indication of her trying to insult me.

“I think so,” I said, “I’ve never been, but I would like to try it.”

“Put on the outfit, and I’ll give you a spanking,” she licked her lips and smiled at me, “Jackie.”

My jaw dropped when she called me Jackie. It was the obvious female equivalent to my name, but it made me feel as if she was inside of my mind. That was what I called myself when I pranced around my bedroom alone. Furthermore, we had been friends for so long, and she was already offering to fool around. Spanking was quite a kinky thing to do, and even more so because we had yet to kiss one another. I wondered what kind of standard being spanked would set for our relationship going forward.

“Go on,” she said, “hurry up before I change my mind.” She started pushing me towards the bathroom.

I felt her hand gently smack my ass as I made my way out of the bedroom with the outfit in my arms. It was a taste of what was to come, and I hoped she knew that she could go much harder. Before I changed clothes, I looked at myself in the mirror and everything that had just happened was flashing before my eyes. I realized that she wasn’t the only one with information that could be embarrassing if known. She was a futa, and it was in the bathroom where that fact really sunk in.

“Jack,” I said to myself under my breath, “Ember has a cock. What. The. Actual. Fuck!”

The idea that she had one didn’t bother me specifically which was confusing in itself. I had never really thought about this sort of thing, and if somebody would have asked me about it before I knew about Ember, I would have probably said that I would be turned off by such a thing. Ember having one was overshadowed by the fact that she was open to taking on the dominant role. I was going through a personal sexual revolution in such a short time span, and my natural response was to allow it to sweep me up, and see where it carried me.

My eyes were open, but they weren’t looking at anything until I realized that I was being waited on by the woman of my dreams. She was waiting for me to emerge from the bathroom as a full blown sissy, and I knew that it was not the time for analyzing anything. I needed to get dressed, so that I could bend over her lap and receive her punishment on my ass. I took off all of my regular clothes, and the only thing that remained was the thong. I looked at myself in the mirror, as I often did when I dressed up, and my mood changed to one of pure excitement. As I put on each article of clothing, and got a step closer to becoming sissified, I grew increasingly ready to submit myself to the goddess waiting in my bedroom. A goddess with a futa-cock.

I stepped out of the bathroom and headed towards my futa queen. My walk became more feminine and my voice was softer when I spoke.

“How do I look?” I asked feeling my cock stir under the skirt.

“You have to do a spin for me Jackie!” She was elated, “this is priceless!” She clapped as she let out her laughter.

I spun around quickly enough so that my skirt flew up. I knew that she could see a bit of my ass framed by the thong, and the cool breeze reminded me that this was not a dream. When I finished spinning, I looked into her eyes and she looked very serious. She held out her hand, and with two fingers, signaled for me to come closer.

I tightened my ass in response to her fingers telling me to come over. I knew that she was ready to bend me over her knee and spank me for being a sissy.

“Come on,” she patted her knees, “bend over Jackie.”

I looked down at her crotch to see if I could see her lump, but I could not see anything for now. My eyes moved up from her cock, and back to her eyes. I saw a woman that appeared innocent, but that innocence was not reality. She was preparing to spank my ass, and all that I could think about was if I would feel her futa-cock harden as her hand punished my butt.

As I laid over her lap I wondered if she could hear my heart beating. She moved her legs around to get comfortable, and my head ended up close to the floor, so that my ass was pointed upwards. She flipped my skirt up and gently rubbed my ass with her hand. Goosebumps began to cover my body as I anticipated her first spank.

“You’ve been very naughty Jackie,” she said sounding like she was getting into character, “all of this time and you never told me about the little crush you had on me!”

Her hand came down hard and fast on my ass, and I couldn’t help but let out a high pitched sound. She came at me harder than I expected, and she wound up to spank me again. My legs began to shake as I waited for the next one, and her laughter distracted me enough for the next spank to surprise me. I jumped this time as I squealed, and her laughter increased. Something began to dig into my body, and I suspected that her futa-cock was getting aroused from her dominance over me.

“You like that Jackie?” She spanked me again, “do you like it when I spank your tight little ass?”

“Yes.” I cried out as I braced myself for the next spank, “I love it!”

“I’m not convinced!” She unleashed on my ass repeatedly until I expressed myself in a convincing way.

She pulled my skirt back down over my ass, and told me to get off of her lap. Not entirely sure what she wanted me to do, I got on my knees in front of her as I looked into her beautiful eyes. Her smile was a mixture of happiness and evil, and it seemingly was capable of making my body shake. She stood up and started to undress.

“I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.” She said as she continued to strip.
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Futa-cock for Jackie


Icouldn’t take my eyes off of her futa-cock. It was impressive, and I found myself desperate to taste it as soon as it was revealed. It made my cock appear irrelevant in the grand scheme of things, and I felt ashamed when she instructed me to take off my thong. She wanted to compare our cocks, and I didn’t know how she would feel about being so much larger than I.

The string of the thong left my ass, and I felt exposed without it. I had grown used to having that fabric between my ass for so long, and there were only a few moments in the day where I would take it out. I flipped the skirt up while I remained on my knees, and she looked down at my little cock.

“Stand up.” She said calmly, “I want to compare.”

I stood up and stood beside her. She put her warm hand on my cock and stroked it slowly. I took a risk and did the same to hers, and she didn’t attempt to push me away. She smiled at me, and complimented me on my cock.

“It’s a good size.” She said, “I prefer them to be smaller than mine.”

She put me at ease. I was worried that she would turn me away, and see me as less of a man, but I realized that those fears were just my own insecurities coming out. I was already in women’s clothing, and in the process of being dominated, so there was no way that the size of my cock would suddenly become a dealbreaker.

Ember turned her body, so that our cocks were face to face. She rubbed hers against mine, and it felt good. She put her hands on each of our cocks and pressed them together as she slowly grinded our cocks together. My knees began to feel weak, and I couldn’t take my eyes from the two of our cocks as they bonded together.

“Do you like that Jackie?” She asked. “Does it feel good?”

“Yes Ember,” I said softly, “it feels good. Ember?” I asked feeling courageous.

“Yes dear?” She said as her cock flirted with mine.

“Can I suck it?” I felt comfortable enough to know that it felt like the right thing to do. I would sort out the implications later if needed.

“Yes you can,” She removed her hands from our cocks, and moved them towards my shoulders so that she could push me down onto my knees.

Kneeling before her cock felt like the proper thing to ensure my position beneath her. Looking up as her futa-cock dangled in front of my face, and planting a loving kiss on it made me feel good to know that she could see me submitting to her. I kissed her cock methodically from the base towards the tip, as my hands wandered around her body, eventually settling on her ass. The crown of her cock parted my lips, and I squeezed her ass hard as I inserted her in my mouth. She moaned lightly, and gently put her hand on my head. With the slightest amount of pressure, she encouraged me to take more of her cock in my mouth.

My mouth had to be opened as wide as possible to take her in my mouth. I struggled at first to avoid hurting her with my teeth, but I quickly adapted and slightly curled my lips to add a buffer. She put her other hand on my head, and began to push me down harder on her futa-cock. Ember was testing how much I could take, and she stopped as soon as I began to gag. I wanted her to make me gag, and I wanted her to look at me as I pathetically worshiped her cock.

Sucking her cock was enough to make me hard, but what really turned me on was knowing that she was watching me degrade myself. I knew it must have looked ridiculous to see me dressed like a woman while I pleased her cock. I wondered if I was the first to have the pleasure of being this intimate with her. She did seem nervous about how others perceived her cock, and I felt special being included in her secret.

“Jackie,” she said as she pulled her throbbing cock from my mouth, “I’m ready for more.”

“More,” I said as I unsuccessfully lunged for her cock.

“Turn around, and bend over.” She lowered herself to the floor, “I want to take your ass.”

It was time. I would often watch porn where a dominatrix wore a strap-on and fucked the submissive, and I dreamed of it happening to me. It was about to happen, but with a real cock. I couldn’t be more pleased with the woman wielding this power over me. Ember was a goddess that I thought I could only dream about, but I was officially going to be hers. I obeyed her orders and turned around. I lowered my shoulders to the floor, and let my arms lay to my sides. I did my best to relax my body, so that her cock could go as deep as possible.

Ember ran her hands over my ass, and commented about the redness that she had created.

“Ohh, you poor thing!” She said as her finger went between my cheeks, “you’re little ass is so red.”

I felt goosebumps again when her finger pressed into my asshole. She gently played until it was obvious that I was getting used to it being touched by her finger. I heard her gather saliva into her mouth, and then felt it drip down the center of my ass. She spread it around with her finger, and I knew that she was preparing to enter me.

“Fuck me Ember.” I said, “I’m ready.”

“Shut up!” She put her hand on the back of my head and pushed me into the ground, “don’t tell me what to do you dirty little slut!”

Her aggression made my cock jerk in excitement. She was such a tender, loving, sweet woman, but she was showing me flashes of her sadism. I licked my lips and closed my eyes as I felt her cock rubbing against my ass. I knew it was going to be inside of me soon.

“Does that hurt sweetie?” Her tone shifted, “tell me if you need me to stop, okay?”

“Yes Ember.” I said as the crown of her futa-cock entered my ass, “slow, slow, slow,” I said lightly as she treated my ass delicately.

Ember’s futa-cock filled my hole, and she slowly pushed deeper and my ass adapted to her size. She grabbed my wrists and held them behind my back. She had dominion over my body, and I enjoyed being fucked like a sissy. It was my first time getting what I wanted, and there was not even a drop of disappointment as my ass contracted around her cock’s strength.

Her hips came all the way forward and I felt them on my ass. She was all of the way in, and there was no deeper for her to go. Ember could only increase the speed of her fucking, and that is what she did as she used my wrists as a handle to bring me to her cock.

“Such. A. Good. Little. Bitch!” She said as she fucked with powerful thrusts, “Who owns your tight little ass?”

“Ember.” I called her name hoping to encourage her behavior more.

“Who owns your pathetic fucking life?” She asked again.

“Ember!” I called out as she became more aggressive with her thrusts.

She grew louder every time I said her name, and I continued to say it until she released my wrists and spanked me. I stopped speaking, and the only thing that came from my mouth was the sound of pleasure. It appeared I overstepped my bounds by speaking without being prompted for a reply.

“Hand me your thong.” She ordered as she smacked my ass. “Hurry up bitch!”

I found my thong on the floor next to me and handed it in her direction. She quickly snapped it up, and with her cock in the deepest point of my ass, used her hands to wrap it around my face. The string was placed in my mouth, and she pulled it around my head, gagging me with my own underwear. She held onto either side of it, and pulled backwards as she resumed fucking me.

“That’ll shut your ass up!” She started to laugh.

All that I could do was helplessly grunt as saliva began to drip out from the corners of my mouth.

Ember’s creativity impressed me. It was as if she was a trained dominatrix, and knew how to do the most demeaning things imaginable. Gagging me with my own thong as she fucked me in the ass was possibly more humiliating than anything I could have thought of. She consolidated her grip on the thong to just her one hand which freed her other one to spank me as she pleased.

“You like that?” She asked, but I knew it wasn’t really a question. “You like being my little slut?”

Ironically, she tightened the gag after she asked me a question. I could only make muffled sounds, and hope that they were properly interpreted as a yes. Her reaction told me that she had taken my response the right way, and I could feel her massive cock beginning to stir inside of me. She was preparing to fill me with her come, and I couldn’t wait to discover how that felt. Her cock began to contract rapidly, but I felt nothing.

“I wonder if she’s even able to come.” I thought to myself until I began to feel something shoot inside of my ass.

“That’s right. I’m going to fill you up.” She was breathing heavily and her thrusting continued for a moment before she stopped with her futa-cock inserted at the deepest point.

I felt her come begin to fill me, and she slowly pulled her cock from my ass as her come began to take up all of the available space inside of me. I couldn’t see it, but it felt like her load was several times larger than anything my cock was able to produce. I couldn’t help as my face began to scrunch up, and my moans became loud. The only thing that kept me from rejoicing loud enough for the world to know my pleasure was the thong that was gagging me.

“Did you come?” She asked.

“No.” I said to the best of my ability.

I was on the edge, and my cock could have easily come if a breeze found it’s way on my sensitive cock.

“Good.” She said as she pulled her cock from my ass, and I could feel her semen dripping out of me slowly.
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Facesitting footjob


Ember used the thong in my mouth to steer me towards my couch. She positioned me so that my back was against it, and she pulled the gag out as she pushed my head on the cushion.

“Don’t worry Jackie.” She said as she put either her feet on either side of me with her ass facing me, “I’m going to let you come.”

She used her hands to spread her ass apart, and she sat on my face. My nose went deep into her crack, and I managed to breath through my mouth. The pressure on my face increased when she lifted her feet from the ground, and put them on my thighs.

My cock was stiff, and it jerked when it felt the bottoms of her warm feet begin to caress it. I exhaled a pleasurable moan into her ass, and the warmth of my breath ricocheted off of her ass. I could feel her come dripping out of my ass, and onto the floor, but I was too focused with her beautiful ass sitting on my face.

Endorphins were blasting into my brain as I inhaled her scent and felt her feet roughly rub my cock. She laughed as my moans were muffled by her ass, and she only made me want to come more with her laughter. She knew she was dominating me, and every bit of laughter I heard was simply confirmation, and every reminder I got was enough to push my cock closer to releasing the come that had been building up from our session.

“How’s that ass smell?” She said as she wiggled her butt on my face, “I bet you wish you could be my underwear!”

My cock surged, and released it’s load. I could not see anything but her ass, but I had a feeling that my come had shot to the other side of the room. Cleaning up was going to be worthy hassle, and my knees locked while my toes curled. She didn’t stop pumping my cock with her feet until I had got completely limp. Her ass continued to remain on my face well after I had come, and the desire to be underneath her was fading.

“I know you probably aren’t interested in my butt anymore, but I kind of like sitting here.” She said as she remained perched, “you’re just going to have to deal with it, okay?”

I answered yes to the best of my abilities. My arousal had faded, and I had no more desire to be humiliated yet she continued to do so. It was her way of showing me that her dominance was relevant whether we were having sex or not. I was subjected to her desires, and for now, that meant being a place for her to rest her beautiful ass.

“I’m going to see what’s on tv!” She said, “Oh my god! I love this show!”

I served as her chair for the entirety of the night. I wasn’t even acknowledged, and it made sense. Who would talk to a chair?
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