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Sissy Feminization Bundle Summary
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RELUCTANT TRANSFORMATION. INTENSE SUBMISSION. PASSIONATE RAVISHMENT.

Gorgeous young traps with nubile, voluptuous bodies fall under the control of powerful, ardent dommes and doms. These sissies are humiliated and ashamed at first over their feminine transformations but slowly they’re brought to worship and passionately submit to their potent masters. Featuring naughty, shameful acts including femdom, maledom, feminization, humiliation, interracial, domination, submission, BDSM, anal sex, enemas, spanking, fisting, oral, pegging, double penetration, menage, collaring, bondage, and passionate love.

Ten stories and over 135,000 words—more than 500 paperback pages—of intense sissification and transformation. This bundle includes four full-length novellas. Happy reading!


Story Summaries and Excerpts
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Feminized by Riley: How I Was Defeated, Dominated, and Ravished by My Best Friend

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

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

A 14,000 word story bursting with passionate, intimate feminization, femdom, ravishment, and love.
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…“That’s right, moan for Master Riley,” she cooed. She undid her bra and tossed it aside, then peeled her panties off of her thick ass and tossed them away, too. She went to her closet and came out with a very skimpy set of pale pink lingerie. The bralette was a cut-out one like she was wearing and she slipped it onto me, leaving my hands bounded. It framed my pert nipples lewdly. She slipped the tight, pink string of the thong onto my fat ass. It was small and really tight around my big bottom, and it felt really good having it pressing against the plug and straining to stretch over my skin. “I want you to look like a slut the first time I fuck you,” she explained…


Ravished by Riley: How I was Defeated, Sissified, and Taken by My Best Friend

“Guys aren’t supposed to submit to dominant young women, right? This is so humiliating!…”

Riley has even deeper and more intense feminization and ravishment for Mason. Kept at her house, totally dominated, and deeply in love, Mason struggles with the shame of being bested by a beautiful young woman and used by her in the dirtiest ways. Riley thrills to exercising her dominant urges on his voluptuous, overly feminine, sissy body and is determined to make him her submissive paramour. How far will Riley push Mason? Will he be able to resist her or will he be overcome by her her dark desires? Could this be love blossoming between them?

An intense 5,000 word story featuring sissification, crossdressing, spanking, humiliation, and passionate, intimate femdom.
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…I was drenched in sweat from the rough fucking. My asshole was stretched taut, at its absolute limit, to accommodate her thick girl dick. I was trembling violently from the overwhelming passion and sensation. My heart felt full of warmth and love. I had found my place in the world: serving and being fucked by Riley Monroe, the love of my life, as her submissive little girlfriend.

“Oh fuck, I love having you inside of me, Riley!”

“I love being inside of you!” We weren’t playing now. Our voices were simple, passionate and earnest.

…

We pressed our mouths together in a desperately aroused, wet, warm kiss. We frenched and frenched and she increased her tempo even more, pounding me with long, full strokes of the girthy, girly, domineering cock. It was too much to handle. That familiar warmth and fullness from deep in my bottom began to spread through my whole body: it warmed my stomach and rolled down my arms and legs, to the very ends of my toes and fingers, and to each hair on my head.

“I’m gonna cum, Riley”…


Feminized by Amber: Defeated, Humiliated, Sissified & Passionately Taken by My Crush

What would you do if your secret crush wanted to defeat you, feminize you, transform you into her little girlfriend, and absolutely ravish your body and plump bottom?

When Casey joins a gym in a new city he meets Amber, the girl at the front counter—gorgeous, curvaceous, witty, competitive Amber. He falls for her immediately and starts visiting the gym every day. They hit it off. He brings her coffee in the mornings and they talk about movies and books, passion and power, tragedy and triumph, and everything in between. When Amber’s workout partner moves away she invites Casey to start lifting weights with her, and—once they both start taking a grappling class—she invites him to be her sparring partner, too. Amber only does girly exercises, which only makes Casey’s already feminine body even more womanly, but he doesn’t care since he’s getting to spend time with her. He doesn’t have the guts to ask Amber out, though. He thinks women like big, manly guys, and he’s always had an embarrassingly voluptuous, girly figure. As Amber becomes secretly hurt and jealous because his inability to ask her out, she becomes more competitive, and tension starts to build between them.

Things come to a head when Casey clumsily propositions Amber at a gym get together then seemingly wanders off with Brittany, the resident skinny rich girl, even though he can’t stand her and actually goes off on his own. Amber and Casey get in a scuffle at the next day’s sparring class and Amber lays down an ultimatum: beat her in a fight, or leave the gym forever. But then she pushes things farther: if Casey wins, he gets to fuck her bottom and anything he wants. But, if he loses, she’s going to sissify him, humiliate him, and ravish his feminine body. She has tough punishment and a hard, long, thick cock and rigorous butt fucking waiting in store for Casey if gets defeated by her. She’s going to dress him up in lingerie, spank him roughly and thoroughly, and passionately make love to his submissive, slutty figure. Will Casey actually lose to a girl in front of everyone? Just how far will Amber go if she wins? Will Amber and Casey finally find the courage to admit the passionate love growing between them?

A very hot and steamy 21,000 word novella full of crossdressing, first time feminization, femdom, F/F/M ménage, double anal penetration, public ravishment, and passionate love.
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…‌I luxuriated in her cock plundering my ass; she took long, slow, deep strokes. Our smooth legs intertwined and we delighted in rubbing our bodies against each other. She fucked me like that for nearly an hour‌‌—‌‌we just couldn’t stop‌‌—‌‌until we finally both built to another powerful, deep mutual orgasm. She collected my cum in her hand and fed it to me‌‌—‌‌I licked it and sucked it up hungrily. We lay there, luxuriating in the glow for a long time, her cock buried in my butt.

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

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


Feminized by Cordelia: A Novella of First Time Crossdressing, Humiliation, and Love

“My secret crush wants me to shave my body, dress in slutty lingerie, and submit to her. I think I’m in love with her. What do I do?…”

Anson wants Cordelia from the moment he sees her. The thing he doesn’t realize is she wants him, too, in shameful ways. She’s a dancer and he’s a business major with a humiliatingly feminine, voluptuous body and a plump, jiggly bottom. As the semester progresses Anson gets drawn into Cordelia’s world, becoming her submissive dance partner and getting touched and groped by her when they practice. They have a falling out when he’s forced back to his business degree, but a late night game of truth or dare gives them a final chance to confess their feelings and break down Anson’s resistance to the feminization and transformation that Cordelia wants to put him through. When the game ends the two are left alone together and Cordelia reveals that she has crossdressing, sissification, spanking, enemas, and humiliation in store for him. She puts him in the shower, makes out with his wet body, and fingers his gorgeous bottom. Once he’s been filled with an enema she takes him to her room and continues his intense ravishment with a thick, long strap-on dildo. Her massive girl-cock stretches and overwhelms his nubile asshole and fat ass, absolutely pummeling him into passionate submission to her.

Will Anson find the courage to confess his feelings? How far will Cordelia push his limits once she has him under her control? Could such shameful acts really lead to love? A very hot and steamy 18,000 word novella.
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…It was a long, slow, tender kiss. She stayed on my lips, kissing me again and again until I opened my mouth to her. Her tongue dipped into me, probing and exploring, dancing with my own wet tongue, making love to my mouth. She sucked on my lips and tongue and then went back to kissing me. We frenched for a long, long time before she finally pulled away. My cock was rock hard. My body was trembling with desire and both of us were drawing in ragged, impassioned breaths. I could feel her own body vibrant and alive against mine. She pressed against me with her breasts and stomach and thighs and kissed me again and again and again.

“You want it. You want it all.” It was a statement.

“Yes,” I whimpered, voice hardly above a whisper—I didn’t dare say more. But that confession was enough. I was blushing hotly, my heart was hammering in my chest, and sweat poured off my naked body. I felt like I could barely breathe. I was trembling in her hands—I could hardly stand. She pulled away from my mouth and pressed her warm lips to my neck, kissing and sucking that sensitive erogenous zone. “Oh fuck, oh fuck!” was all I could moan, over and over. She took my wrists and pinned my hands above me, against the shower wall, gently dominating me.

“This gets you hard, doesn’t it?” she said. She moved her mouth down and sucked on each of my pert nipples. She left red lipstick kisses circling each of them—like little frames to put them on display. She moved down and kissed my soft, flat stomach. She sucked on my belly button and then kissed all the way down to my little patch of pubic hair, burying her lips in it. She stopped before my cock and stood back up, pinning my hands above me again with one hand then reaching her other hand down and tugging on my pubic hair playfully. It hurt a little but felt so good…


The Feminization of Amari Vale: First Time Crossdressing, Humiliation, Reluctant Sissification, and Love (A Novella)

“Can you be in love with your worst enemy? I’ve shamefully fallen for the girl who defeated, feminized, pounded, and humiliated me…”

Amari is a gorgeous young man with a feminine, voluptuous body who likes to secretly dress in sexy little lingerie. But when this cute, closeted trap crosses the the mob he gets publicly feminized, humiliated, and ravished by one of their gorgeous enforcers, Scarlett—busty, blonde Scarlett with the emerald green eyes. Amari’s life falls apart and he has to support himself by dancing at a strip club as a trap in the seedy, neon, noirish underbelly of the city. He yearns to get revenge on Scarlett but she’s determined to complete his feminization and make him her submissive lover.

As they clash Amari is passionately ravished again and again. Scarlett give him thorough spankings, puts him in anal chastity with a large butt plug straining his tight hole, and passionately pounds his fat, girly bottom with a huge strap-on cock until he cums over and over again. Will he find a way to turn the tables on this beautiful girl or will he finally give in to his secret, shameful desires and submit to her? How far will Scarlett push and ravish his slutty body? Will either of them admit the love blossoming through their hatred?

A 23,000 word, very hot and steamy novella bursting with femdom, first time crossdressing, feminization, transformation, humiliation, and passionate love.
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…I gasped out. My little cock was standing straight up. It was so full of pressure that it felt like it was about to burst. With each beat of my heart, it throbbed. My whole body was full of an intense, warm pleasure.

“You’re like my little puppet now, aren’t you?” she teased.

I looked at her with passionate, desperate eyes. The words came to my lips without thinking. “Oh fuck, Mistress, I’m about to cum!”

“Oh, you are?”

“Yes! You’re going to make me cum from my ass!”

“You’ll cum when I say you cum, sweetie,” she said and she clamped her free hand around the base of my cock, behind my balls, and squeezed hard. I felt a pressure that seemed to prevent my release.

“Oh fuck!” I sobbed in frustration.

She began to tug her hand out—not enough to pull the knuckles free but just enough to press on my sphincter from the inside and strain it—then pressed it back into me, sinking her wrist an inch, then two inches, then three into my ass. She fucked me like that, tugging her hand in and out.

“Do you feel so shameful and dirty getting fucked by a little girl like this? Does it feel humiliating being a submissive slut and getting anal penetration?”

“Yes,” I sobbed out. “I feel so dirty and shameful—I usually poop from there and you’re making me cum from it!”

“You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?”

Tears streamed down my face. More mascara stained my cheeks. Trails of spit ran out of my lips and over my neck and chest. I love this, I thought in shame. I never want her to stop fucking me. My barriers had all been broken, in the span of just an hour, by this beautiful young woman. I had sunk so low that it felt like there was no point in filtering my words anymore. “I’m a dirty slut! I’m pathetic!”

Her ass-fisting of my virgin hole was overwhelming. I couldn’t think anymore. I threw my head back against the couch and moaned lewdly and continuously as she ravished me. My body was drenched in sweat and I was shaking and trembling under her anal assault.

“Do you want to cum so bad, you anal whore?” she said. Her hand was still viced around my cock, preventing my release.

I bit my lip and stared at her passionately and desperately. I didn’t want to say it but it would be torture to continue like this.

“Please," I heard a womanly voice beg in a dirty moan. I realized it was my voice. "Please let me cum, Mistress Loren…"


Ravished by My Wife’s Bull: How Stalking Him Led to My Feminization, Humiliation & Passionate Submission

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

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

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

A 9000 word erotic short story bursting with crossdressing, feminization, and passionate, raw, forbidden, filthy, interracial M/M ravishment.
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…He lay me on my back on the couch, pushed my legs up, and slowly began to tug his dick out of me then press it back in. A few times he pulled it out completely and I whimpered at the absence. He told me to feel my gape one time when he pulled all the way out, and I gasped. I could dip three fingers into my ass without touching the sides of my sphincter—that’s how much he had stretched me. But his cock was so big that when he put it back in it still strained me to my limit. I lay on his couch in a euphoric haze, incredible anal pleasure radiating through my body. He pulled out, lay behind me, and pushed himself back in. He hooked one arm around my leg to keep it pulled up, giving him complete access to my bottom, and he wrapped the other arm under me and around my waist, holding me close…


Feminized by the Billionaire: A Novella of Sissy Domination, Submission, and Ravishment

“He owns me now. What will this dangerous, powerful man do to my curvy, womanly body?…”

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

A 22,000 word novella absolutely bursting with first time feminization, crossdressing, BDSM, submission, and ardent, raw, forbidden, M/M sissy ravishment.
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…His mouth came down and licked my armpits, then my nipples, stomach, and belly button. He came back up and kissed me and we began making out again. His cock pulled out a little and he lifted me up and carried me to the center of the room with the pillows. He sunk down onto the floor and spread me over his muscled stomach, my thighs and knees resting on either side of him. His cock was still halfway up my fat, sweaty bottom. He forced me up onto my feet so that I was squatting over his cock, his hands gripping my waist. I concentrated all my effort on not cumming. “Sink onto it,” he commanded.

I let my thigh muscles relax and my body weight pulled me down. I slid along his enormous meat pole. I was pretty sure it was over nine inches and maybe nearly that much around—though I couldn’t really comprehend measurements at the moment. My sphincter muscles parted and I bottomed out on that big dick. His pubic hair teased the soft, tender, taut skin of my stretched anus. I was pressed up against him, letting all of my weight go. I could feel his balls pressing into my plump ass. I was trembling and too weak to hold myself up. I sunk forward onto his chest. He moved my arms around behind my back and held them in place with one hand. The other hand clasped my ass and squeezed big handfuls of my butt flesh. He began gyrating his hips, slowly tugging his cock out of me then pressing it back in. I was completely immobile and at his mercy and I loved it. It’s so humiliating but it feels so good! So right. I didn’t think this kind of pleasure was possible!

“Oh fuck…” I moaned. He slowly upped his speed, pistoning in and out of me. He spanked my booty a few times to go with the fucking and it felt so good. My cock was the most erect it had ever been. It felt like it wanted to get even harder but it had already reached its limit—it couldn’t push anymore and now it was just straining with nearly overwhelming pressure. Deep in my bottom something felt like it was radiating warmth. My butt felt incredibly full. Like his cock was meant to be there and fill me up to this exact, overwhelming size. Sweat drenched my body yet my skin had goosebumps, too. I was trembling as I was fucked and gasping and tears from the overwhelming emotion ran down my cheeks. I loved every moment of it.

He could sense I was about to explode…


Feminized by Her, Ravished by Him: How My Two Best Friends Made Me Their Sissy Pet

“My two best friends want to feminize my girly body and turn me into their sex pet. What do I do?…”

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

A 6500 word erotic short story bursting with first time crossdressing, feminization, femdom, and passionate sissy ravishment.
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…You make a really gorgeous girl, Eva,” Steven said. “Your hair is perfect, and you have a really nice body, and that’s a really pretty circlet your have around your waist.” I blushed and kept sucking his cock and he stood up over me. “Come on, let’s get that big, gorgeous bottom up here,” he said, and he lifted me up effortlessly. I put my arms around his neck. His strong hands were on my enormous bottom, supporting me. My plump, soft thighs wrapped around his muscled abdomen and I interlocked my feet behind his back, right above his muscled butt. I felt Christie’s warm tongue and mouth on my anus again, and then, with her aiming his cock and pulling my butt apart, he slowly lowered me onto his himself….It felt like an eternity as my moist hole hung, poised and straining, over his rock hard, monstrous intruder. And then, slowly, my tender, taut butt-flesh began to give way, bit-by-bit. He was penetrating me…


Feminized by My Bully: Sissy Domination, Submission, Spanking, Humiliation, BDSM, and Ravishment

"Do I try to make it on my own in the dark forest or do I give in to Brett and let him feminize and ravish my body? Is my butt really as fat and feminine as he says it is?…"

When the beautiful Adrian is stranded in the wilderness with his bully and rival, Brett—a muscular alpha male, Adrian must rely on him to survive. But when they reach a secluded cabin in the mountains Adrian has to try to resist Brett’s advances on him and his own forbidden desire for sissification. Brett wears down his resistance and takes possession of Adrian’s voluptuous figure. Adrian tries to hold on to his chastity as Brett feminizes him and then intensely penetrates his fat, trap bottom. Will he melt under Brett's domination and embrace sweet submission? Will either of them admit the passionate love growing between them? How deeply and intensely will Adrian be humiliated and transformed?

A 5000 word erotic story packed with raw, ardent M/M sissy ravishment.
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…I nodded with humiliation and strange excitement. "Yes sir!" I moaned. He spanked me and pressed his dick into me, and I cried out passionately. Then he pulled me up into his arms, my fat thighs straddled his pelvis, and I arched my back and flailed my fat, jiggly ass up and down on his long, girthy rod. We balanced like this: his arms and hands gripping my jiggly ass and thighs and arched back; me bouncing and gyrating; sweat and oil soaking us; bodies bumping and pressing and sliding; both tensed on the verge of ecstasy. His fat dick was punching the shit out of my prostate and pressing even further into the tender recesses and corners of my anus. I lost track completely of how long he fucked me for. It could’ve been minutes or an hour. We remained tensed and gyrating like that, pleasure crashing through us. I let out sweet, tender, girly little moans and gasps, trying to handle the immense size of the thing inside of me…


Feminized by an Alpha Male: Sissy Domination, Submission, Spanking, Ravishment, and Love

"Do I let this muscled brute take me into the woods? Do I let him pound and ravish me? Is my body really as girly and beautiful as he says? Is my bottom really that fat and sexy? Why can't I stop my heart from racing?…"

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

A 9000 word story stuffed with first time sissification and ardent, M/M sissy ravishment.
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…I leaned forward and delicately laid my full lips against his throbbing cock head. Once I’d made first contact a gate in me broke down and desire flooded through to drive my actions.

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

How I Was Defeated, Dominated, and Ravished by My Best Friend


1. Teasing

The up-till-then unrequited love of my life was about to coerce, manipulate, tease, feminize, spank, humiliate, and fuck me, and I had no idea. Riley was standing at the kitchen sink washing dishes. Her short, grey, cotton dress hugged her large breasts and long, slim abdomen and just barely draped over her ample bottom, stopping right below it to reveal her full, lissome legs.

Riley Monroe: my dream girl. She had exquisitely delicate and gorgeous features and grey-green eyes. She usually had blonde hair but currently she was sporting a shaved head, which I thought was incredibly hot. She glanced to me when I came back in.

"Is everyone gone?" she said. She’d just had a laid back party for our friend group at her house.

"Yep. I just forgot my book."

“Oh, it’s over there on the shelf.”

“Thanks.” I thought I’d put it in my bag. I didn’t remember leaving it there. I shook my head and ignored it.

"Excuses for extra time with me,” she teased. Riley had a sometimes sarcastic, sometimes faux-fed up teasing tone that she used to rib you and joke with you. It always barely concealed a layer of glee and affection—it was to show that she liked you enough to bother teasing you rather than being polite. It was immensely endearing.

I knew was a joke, and not her actually requesting more time with me. It was late. We were tired. I laughed, picked up the book and turned back to the door. "Got it. Thanks again Riley, it was so fun hanging out with everyone."

She'd turned from the sink and was grinning, "Mason, have you ever had a girlfriend?" Teasing.

I smiled back but I was worried that I was blushing a little. Who doesn't get excited when talking about girls with a cute girl? But I had only had one girlfriend, two years ago at my old university, before I nearly flunked out and then transferred. Being sexually inexperienced didn't fit with the image I'd tried to create with my delightful new group. I’d been a little awkward and shy for most of my life, and only recently clawed my way out of that shell. I was also afraid of commitment and of hurting people’s feelings, which made me averse to dating and hitting on girls.

I was attractive, but not in a typically masculine way, and that made me timid around girls, too. I had brown, medium length hair that always seemed to turn into a pixie cut style, and brown eyes. My features were delicate—even beautiful, and my body was embarrassingly feminine for a boy. I had slim shoulders, a slim waist, and slim arms, and dainty hands, ankles, and feet. I stood around five-foot-eight—about equal height with Riley, actually. The only parts of me that were big were my bottom and thighs.

I was repeatedly made fun of in locker rooms and beach showers for how feminine I looked, especially from behind. I had a nearly perfect, jiggly bubble butt; my legs were long and lissome; and my thighs were thick and full. It was totally inappropriate for a guy to have such a plump bottom. I’d been embarrassed by my feminine form my whole life, but for some reason I often found myself doing squats and leg lifts, compelled to see if I could plump myself up even more. My butt even turned me on when I masturbated, and sometimes I would spank it and rub my anus, though I had never penetrated myself.

All that shame, confusion, and the rest had perhaps hampered my ability with girls—they always seemed to want me to be one of them rather than date them. Which caused problems for me now with my new friend group, because I liked that they all seemed to think I was cool and knowledgeable about all things. Especially the girls. Particularly Riley and Josie.

"Yeah, I've had a girlfriend," I said as if it should be obvious.

"When?"

"Oh…a little while ago."

"Like, two weeks?" Teasing. "Wait, you haven’t had any girlfriend while I've known you, have you? That’s two years almost. Was it back at your old college?"

"Yes."

She made a fake gasp face. Riley would sometimes poke you with questions, but you also always felt like she was earnestly interested to know more about you. She didn't bother kids she didn't like. It meant you were friends. Her eyes had widened now in curiosity. "Why so long?" she said with exaggerated concern.

I shrugged, acting like I didn't care. Because I’m a pussy and shy and timid around hot girls. "I've just been busy I guess. Do you really want to hear my dating history at two in the morning?" But as soon as I said it I regretted it; I loved getting to talk to Riley and I didn't actually want to go if she was up for chatting.

"Yeah, sure," she said, gleefully calling the bluff. "Wait, how many girlfriends have you had?"

"Eh, not very many."

“So like how many—eight or nine?”

"A little less than that." I was definitely blushing now, and I felt stupid for even still being nervous about admitting this. I'd thought I'd grown out of it. It was even worse because Riley was only nineteen (she'd started taking university classes early) and I was twenty-three (and two years behind schedule to graduate, by the way), but she was already so fucking cool, man. I was an unforgivable, room-dwelling, unconfident, weirdo at her age. I was only just as cool as her at twenty-three, but I very much wanted to give the impression that I'd basically been conceived cool from the womb, and not just started dressing the part about three months before I met her and the rest of our friends.

“What? Come on, don’t be a wuss, just tell me! What, do you not want me to know?” She said with that teasing tone.

I kept grinning at her, trying to look cool, as my brain froze and had to reboot over not being able to conceive some easy simple way to pass off this question without looking evasive.

"I'm just fucking with you. Sorry. I don't care; whatever." She laughed and walked into her living room and I glanced at the outline of her thick bottom, and her naked thick thighs, hungrily. She had such a slim waist but such a big butt. She was alternately dainty and curvaceous in all the right places. She had been a dancer for years and her legs were incredible because of it—and because of her magic genetics.

This still could’ve counted as a normal interaction for us except she didn’t say “bye” at the end, which meant she wasn’t trying to get rid of me—she wasn’t trying to tell me “You’re my bestie but I’m tired and it’s time to go now. See you Monday.” She wanted something else. I followed her into the other room.

I knew better than to try to turn the teasing and verbal nudges into flirting—that wasn’t the point. It was a fun end-in-itself for Riley, not a means for some guy to get laid with her. If I’d wanted to go out with her, round-about flirting would’ve been a super awkward and weird move. The right ways would’ve been to just ask her if she wanted to go out, honest and simple.

But I never had. She’d gone out with Alex, who was a cool idiot and great part of our group, almost immediately after we all met, and when they broke up last year she’d started dating some artist-sculptor none of us knew or liked. There had been hints of her dating girls, too, and some gender fluid people—lovely creatures with breasts and cocks—but I didn’t believe either one; people love to whisper behind each other’s backs and make up exotic things. I’m sure everyone liked to think about Riley passionately making out with some other gorgeous girl—I usually paired her with Josie in my own imagination—but that didn’t mean it was anything but a fantasy.

There were other reasons I hadn’t asked her out. As noted, I wasn’t actually as cool or sure of myself as I pretended, and I felt a little creepy because of how much younger she was. I told everyone who’d listen that I loved Riley and that she felt like a little sister to me. Which would’ve been true if I was some alternate, sister-fucking Oedipus. I’d wanted to go out with her immediately and for about a year after we met. Then got over it. And then just recently, against my will, I’d started to fall for her again. Riley was the feeling in your stomach as an airplane lifts off, halfway between fear and elation; she was the raw riff of an electric guitar; she was that rock song from your youth that you blast on summer nights and can never really shake from your soul.

She was sitting on the far side of the living room with her legs crossed and her laptop balanced on them. And this was the first of two big turns of the night: She looked at me steadily and in a calm voice said, “I found your internet history, Mason. Your porn internet history.”


2. Losing Control

“Oh,” I blurted out. My face turned bright red.

“Yeah, ‘oh’ indeed,” she had a grin on her face and behind it was glee, maybe, and other things I couldn’t understand. “Why don’t you sit down,” she said like a therapist.

I shuffled over to the couch mumbling how sorry I was that she'd had to see that. Had I left a page up on my phone? Had she stumbled across it sometime at my house and been waiting to talk to me? I didn't understand the game anymore and worried she was actually mad or disgusted with me. Has she’d already confided in someone?—her and Josie are always sharing secrets and gossip. If she was troubled enough would she have sought out someone’s advice? Does she think I’m dangerous? Or that I’m some deranged pervert and that our whole friendship was a lie? She was blushing, too, but I couldn’t tell if it was from anger or from embarrassment over talking about pornography.

“I already copied it all over to my laptop…and took a bunch of screenshots to prove it’s your phone and accounts…and put it all in an email that will automatically send to a bunch of our friends if something happens to me and I don’t cancel it—like if you tie me up and put me in a closet.”

I could only mumble, dumbfounded, “What?”

She grinned. "I dunno. I went looking for stuff on your phone. You left it charging earlier today. I know your lock screen password, Mason. And you keep your, like, porn account signed into Reddit, and your phone browser automatically syncs with your laptop browser because of your Google account. There was stuff everywhere." Riley was the rare cute girl who often browsed Reddit.

“Why?…” was all I could manage, stupidly.

“Because I want to know more about you, Mason, and you always hide your past and lie about stuff and you won’t give me straight answers when I ask stuff like ‘How many girls have you slept with?’” She said with teasing mock frustration—Or was it real frustration? The lines were blurring.

I sat on the couch almost queasy. I thought of pressing an attack—playing outrage at her snooping on my phone (even though I was actually totally flattered that she cared enough to do it). But I was so nervous and worried about losing her that I stayed timid. I had no idea how to read this situation or play it cool here. I grinned and shrugged sheepishly.

“Why are you grinning and shrugging like that? Are you actually into this stuff?” she said, incredulous.

"Some of it. With a lot of stuff, I was just bored or sort of curious—they were one-time things. I don't know—I look at a lot of random stuff on the internet."

“Oh yeah right! You subscribed to all those subreddits just because you were curious and bored? You’re such a liar,” she teased.

“Well…” I had no idea how much she’d managed to look through. My mind was just showing a giant PANIC error screen at the thought of someone seeing everything I’d posted.

“You posted pictures of your naked bottom on the internet.” I actually flinched when she said that. I was sweating profusely. I couldn’t believe this was happening. If she’d found the pictures then I knew she’d lost all respect for me, and she was one of my favorite people in the world. That really hurt. It made me sad. “You’re on your knees like a slutty girl—Cute, fat, jiggly PAWG ass is the title—on a subreddit for sissies and traps.”

She kept scrolling on her laptop: “You also posted your butt to a few mainstream subs that are meant for girls only—you liar—and everyone believed you, too. You got a lot of compliments about you cute, fat ass. You posted a bunch of pictures, really, and captions about getting turned into a girl and fucked by all these guys. You’re obsessed with commenting on anal sex videos, too, and talking about how much you want big cock in your butt, and how you want to be spanked and shit. So I think you’re a little beyond ‘looking at stuff when you're bored,’ huh? I think a better phrase to describe your activity would be nymphomania, don’t you?” Throughout it she spoke like a psychiatrist assessing a particularly troubled patient.

“Look, I’m a pervert, okay. I’m sorry. I have fucked up weird shit and I don’t know why I like it and I try to hide it and I know that it’s not real, okay?”

“Do you actually do any of this stuff? Have you ever sucked a guy’s cock?”

“No, it’s just imagination.”

“Oh no! You don’t get off that easy—you don’t just get to say ‘I’m a pervert’ and walk away!” She stared at me until I said something.

Half of me wanted to run out of the house and cut off contact with her—I was as mortifyingly embarrassed as I would've been if I'd had walk through school naked—but instead I just said: "Please, just don't tell anyone, okay?" Or tell everyone you want but don’t banish me from your presence, was what I wanted to say, but I couldn't. I was thoroughly in love with her. She was only a nineteen-year-old girl and she had complete control over me.

“You answer my questions, and maybe I’ll think about not talking to Josie or sending anything to anybody—even though that would be hilarious.”

“And you’ll delete all the copies you made?”

“Maybe. You have to tell the truth. I’ll know if you don’t.” Riley was frighteningly perceptive of people, emotions, relationships, and, as I was learning, power-dynamics.

“Okay.”

“You’ve had one girlfriend,” she said in a matter of fact, poor-baby tone.

“Yes.”

“How many times did you have sex with her?”

"I dunno, like twelve—ten. It was ten."

“Lie,” she said calmly and certainly. “Damn, you’re easy. I have you fucking wound around my little finger. Don’t try to lie.”

“No, really,” I said. I figured it would be best to stick to the lie and not get caught in the first one I told. But I stammered a little.

“Fucking liar. Second lie. What was it, five times?”

I froze up.

She held up the back of her hand, fingers extended, “I’m going to count down for you—you say when—to make it easy for you: five, four, three…” her elegant fingers ticked down. I realized she was watching me intently, had maybe been watching me intently for the whole night.

I nodded. “That one.”

“Three?”

“Yes.”

“See, that wasn’t so hard! I wouldn’t think it was humiliating but you’re acting really ashamed by this, so I guess I’ll have to assume having had sex so few times is really, really shameful. Oh my: you’re blushing bright red. That’s what bullies do—they point it out when you blush. Am I bullying you?”

“I guess so.”

“I kind of like it. Do you feel bullied?”

“I think I’ll live.”

“Have you ever masturbated to me?”

I felt a thrill run through my body. “Yes.”

A pause there, and there was only stillness in the room between us. We both met each other’s eyes. Our shared gaze held us together through the stillness. She looked down with a smile then back up. “How much?”

“A lot.”

And she blushed deeper and bit her lip and her eyes were wide and sparkling. Her voice wavered but then went stern again, “That’s so disgusting and perverted. You’ve secretly been lusting over my body when I thought you were just normal and we were friends?”

“Yes. I do want you to be my friend though. I…” love you.

“Do you fantasize about anal sex with me?”

“Yes,” I was so aroused that I almost felt lightheaded. I felt short of breath, too; like when you try to interact with your hot older babysitter when you’re a kid.

“You fantasize about spanking me?”

“Yes.”

“About me sucking your cock…with my wet, warm mouth?”

“Yes.”

We were both blushing bright red with arousal. “But that’s not nearly all the porn you watched. Do you want to be given hormones and turned into a girl?”

Yes. “No, not all of it is real—some of it’s a fantasy.”

“That’s convenient: all the really embarrassing things are just fantasy, huh? I don’t believe you. Do you want to dress up in my bras and panties? Have you ever snuck into my room and done that?” I did want to, so badly, though I hadn’t.

“No—and no—I wouldn’t do that.”

“Do what—sneak into my room and try on my underwear like a pervert?—but you will totally post pictures of your actual, naked, fat ass on sissy subreddits! Do you fantasize about receiving anal sex? Do you fantasize about receiving it from a woman? From me?”

Fuck yes. “No! I think…it would actually probably be very uncomfortable.”

“Lie. It can be, though. But it doesn’t have to. Have you ever shaved your pubic hair?”

“Why?”

“Because it would make you feel more girly, obviously, you pervert.”

I was too embarrassed to say that I had, recently—even as aroused as I was I couldn't admit it. "No."

She looked at me carefully “…Lie.”

I was almost trembling from the mix of shame, fear, and excitement. I was still sweating, and my clothes were drenched in a damp sweat now.

“Do you want to become my little girl?”

Yes more than anything. “No.”

“Lie, lie, lie. Do you think you’re good enough for me?”

No. “Of course.”

“Lie,” and that one seemed to make her sad a moment, but then she snapped back.

“I’m really not lying to you!” I said.

“Fine, then prove it.”

“How?—Why are you doing this?”

She thought and for a moment, for some reason, it seemed as if she was going to say, “Because I love you,” but instead she said, “Because I’m bored. And just because I’m young doesn’t mean I don’t like control, Mason. I’m sick of you being the one in control. And I want someone to play with, manipulate, fuck around with, hurt… humiliate… degrade. I’ve never been in actual control over another person. That’s so rare in modern society—being in real, manipulative control over someone else? I want to control someone beyond the limits of the law or social convention. Like, really be able to make someone do whatever I want. I want a little slave.” Her voice shook as she awkwardly tried to articulate the strange want in her, but she said it all with complete conviction, too, and I was taken aback.

"I'll give you a deal: strip and show me that hot, slutty, girly bod, or I send this all to Josie and then the rest of the gang," she said, lips pouty.

“Wai…would you really?”

“You said you hadn’t actually shaved your asshole or your legs, but they look shaved in those slutty pictures you posted, so I want to see if you just lied to me.” I paused. She looked me straight in the eyes. “Just do it. You know you want to.”


3. Naked, on Display, and Kissing Riley

My perverted urges kicked into me and forced me up and over the edge, past the barrier of shame. I stood and kicked off my shoes, peeled my pants down, took off my socks, and then, incredibly hesitantly, peeled down my underwear. I was left in just my shirt, and I peeled it off and dropped it aside. Suddenly I was naked in front of her and left with only my hands covering my cock. I hardly knew that it had happened. I slipped out of my clothes so easily and quickly, really—almost like changing in my own room in private.

“Drop your hands from your cock. Put them at your side.”

I did. Riley’s eyes were wide and alight, taking in my naked body. I had never blushed such a shade of scarlet-pink over my pale body in my life.

And then suddenly there was a knocking and the front door started to creak open. Riley flung a blanket at me, breathed “hide,” and leapt for the door in the next room. I wrapped myself in the blanket and pretended to be asleep on the couch. Riley had a brief conversation and I heard Andy’s voice talking about missing something, then the door shut. She stepped back in, smiling.

“Up,” she said, gesturing with open hands.

I stood up and she tugged the blanket away from me as she walked by and returned to her seat. “Andy forgot his phone charger.”

“Are your parents going to…”

“No, they’re gone all weekend. It’s just us. Now arch your back; pop that butt out.”

I couldn’t believe she had just said that. It sent an erotic thrill racing through my whole body. I felt so turned on and ashamed at the same time. I was blushing hard but I did it.

“Spin,” she said, twirling a finger. “Get up on your tiptoes for your butt and thighs.”

I did it. And then the second big shift happened, and I don’t think things were the same after this. She walked over and ran a finger up my leg. Her flesh on mine. Pleasure exploded out from where she touched and arced through my body like shocks. It wasn’t just playing and verbal teasing any more—she was pleasuring me sexually with her own body. Something real was happening between us.

She scratched her fingernails up my fat buttock, then teased the back of her finger down the inside curve and I thought I would melt and explode right there. Her finger traced through wet sweat drops as she touched me. There were going to be more tests to follow that evening, but I'd already lost all of them. At that moment I could see the fantastical erotic possibilities of what she wanted from me, and I gave into her completely. Once she touched me there was no way I was going to do anything but acquiesce, I thought.

“You’re all shaved! Oh my God that is so embarrassing. I’m legitimately embarrassed for you. You’re all wet and sweaty too. How disgusting.” I was shaved—I don’t know why I did it, but it was something I had started doing very occasionally several years ago. It had gone along with me fantasizing about being the woman in the pornography I watched instead of the man. I’d shaved completely smooth last week, except for a cute little square of hair above my cock, then spent the day masturbating. The hair that had grown back was just a faint amount—very short. I had very little hair on my body anyway, even without shaving, and what I had was light. She was laughing. “Spin around!” Her teasing had made my cock swell up. “Oh my God are you getting aroused from being naked in front of me and getting teased?”

“Nuh…no. I’m…I just need to go to the bathroom, that’s all.”

She paused and looked at me for a second. "Oh, sorry. It's this way." She put a hand on the sweaty curve of my lower back and guided me to the downstairs bathroom—like a man guiding a woman through a crowded bar. She stepped inside with me and I felt her hands on my hips guiding me into position. And then I gasped as something wonderful happened: her delicate, sure fingers wrapped around my cock, guiding it towards the toilet. I felt her gasp behind me; a faint, sharp intake of breath. Her other hand wrapped around and held my stomach firm and low, her pinky tracing through my landing strip of pubic hair. I could feel her stomach and thighs pressed against my fat butt.

“Whenever you’re ready,” she breathed into my ear. “Unless you were lying.” My heart was racing and my chest heaving as I drew in breaths, and I could feel her’s doing the same behind me. Her full, large breasts pressed against my back as she breathed, squishing against me then receding then squishing again. She didn’t seem to have a bra on—I could feel her nipples through the fabric of her dress, erect against me, and I could feel the soft expanse of flesh around them.

We stood for moments on end in silence. I tried to pee but I couldn’t with her holding me and staring. Her free hand gently squeezed my butt, my thigh, and then returned to my stomach. “Damn, baby, you're so thick down there. You’re butt’s as fat as mine and I’m a real girl. It’s really nice.” My cock twitched in her hand and she squeezed it tighter. It was rock hard now. “Wow, you fucking pervert,” she said, feigning disappointed. She gave my cock a disdainful slap, then two more, harder each time. “Wow, it’s really not going down—you’re just a slut who likes this, aren’t you?” She slowly and tightly moved her hand up and down my cock—just a few, luxurious tugs. “Okay, we’re done here. You lost that chance.”

She kept a firm hold of my cock, though; she pulled up on it so I had to stand on my tiptoes, and she used it to tug me back out into the other room. “It looks like you lied to me twice, which is really disappointing. But I’m going to give you two more chances to back up what you said, and if you can’t do that I guess you really are a complete, worthless pervert.”

My breath was coming heavy and fast, my chest still heaving. My nipples were hard with arousal. My cock was throbbing. I wanted her so badly. She gazed back at me passionately—her breasts heaving, a blush across her chest and face, desire smoldering behind her eyes. Her hand was still firmly around swollen shaft.

“Or I could just take that phone and laptop from you,” I said, challenging her.

“You can’t, remember: I set the emails to auto-send to the group if I don’t cancel it. You have to cooperate,” she said, but she had blushed even deeper and her eyes were wide with excitement.

“I don’t believe you,” I said. It was hard to get words out or think at all with that lovely hand around my sensitive cock. “I think you’re bluffing—you didn’t actually set up any file-dump auto-send. You’ll have to send them out yourself if you want anyone to see.”

"Well, I'll do that then if you don't cooperate."

“Not if I stop you and delete them.”

“You can’t—you don’t know the passwords to my stuff.”

“I could make you tell me.”

She froze at that and I watched her closely, waiting to see if she had actually been bluffing and if my calling it would work. Then she broke and grabbed for her phone at the coffee table right next to us, but I darted before her and snatched it. She grabbed at it and I held it away, then she turned for her computer, left sitting on her chair. I tossed her phone onto the couch behind me, snatched her arm, and spun her back towards me. Excitement and intense arousal were plain across her face. I had pulled her into me accidentally and her pert breasts pressed against my chest, her stomach against my stomach, and her fat thighs against my naked cock. I let out a little gasp. We both froze their for a long moment, sucking in breaths, running our eyes over each other. I loved every inch of her.

“What are you going to do, beat up a girl?” she said.

“Yes,” I said, and her face flushed with even more intense arousal.

"You might not like getting beaten by me; it'll be deeply shameful what I do to you afterward. I swear I'm going to fuck our butt so hard." I want that so bad.

“Maybe you should just worry about yourself,” I said. I’d never been so turned on in my life. We both knew we were playing an intense game, and we were both incredibly turned on by it and excited to find that matching arousal in the other.

“I don’t think I need to worry about a little sissy femboy with a butt to big for his own good,” she said. Her ridicule only aroused me more—I knew she knew I liked it. She paused and bit her lip, and her body relaxed a little against mine.

“If we’re going to do this,” she said earnestly and gently, “we should have a safe word.”

I loosened my grip on her arm. “How about ‘red’? And ‘yellow’ to slow down?”

“That’s good—straightforward and easy to remember,” we were both a little embarrassed now—speaking normally felt strange contrasted with being in the middle of such intense arousal and implicitly admitting our sexual desire to each other with our heaving, blushing bodies.

Riley reached a hand up to my neck—she was tender, hesitant, and gentle. She lay her fingers on my skin, brought her mouth near mine—reading my features intently—and pressed her full lips onto my own, loving but sure. I opened my mouth to her and kissed her back, passionate and devout. She hung her other her arm around my shoulder and neck and I wrapped my arms around her lower back, firmly pressing our warm, soft bodies together. Her tongue probed past my lips and I wrapped mine around hers and pressed back, exploring her own warm, wet mouth. We passionately kissed and tongued each other. It was perfect ecstasy and I wanted it to last forever. “Fuck,” she moaned.

“Yeah,” I moaned back.

“Winner gets to do whatever they want with the loser,” she said. “Are you sure you don’t want to just do what I say?”

“Yep. Are you sure don’t want to just do what I say?” I couldn’t believe I had Riley in my arms. I couldn’t believe I was naked. I couldn’t believe I had kissed her. I couldn’t believe we were alone in her house for a weekend to explore each other all we wanted and she wanted to do that with me. It felt like the strangest, most vivid, most wonderful dream I had ever had.


4. Fighting a Girl

“Why would I listen to some dumb, slutty sissy trap whore who passes her body around on the internet?” she said, smiling at me, her soft, warm body tensing again in my embrace. She shoved me back and went for the laptop—I figured she wanted to dash into the bathroom with it and lock the door—but I grabbed her arm again and spun her back.

Her thick thigh came up directly between my legs and squashed into my cock and balls. I gasped and doubled over and she ran past me for her phone on the couch but I turned and tackled her into it, squishing her head down into the pillows. We both knocked over a side table on our way down and magazines and coasters spilled across the floor. I tossed her phone and it went skittering away across the floor, too.

“I’m going to make you pay for that if it broke!” she muffled out through the pillows. I wrapped my arms around her waist, trying to lift her up and carry her off up to her room. Lurid fantasies of spreading her legs wide open on her bed and fucking her brains out were filling my head. I lay her soft stomach on my shoulder and draped her over me but she kicked and struggled furiously and then rolled to the side and broke my grip. She fell to the ground but landed on her hands and feet.

I froze for a second with a gasp, worried she was hurt, just biting back asking Are you okay? but she scrambled away from me towards the second-floor staircase. I chased after and grabbed her ankle on the stairs, my cock and balls still throbbing from her thigh. She spun onto her butt, planted her foot on my face, and shoved me back. I tumbled down a few stairs to the base and sat stunned for a moment, realizing that I had caught a glorious view up her skirt to her gorgeous bottom and a thin black strip of panty hiding her pussy.

I could’ve grabbed my clothes or something else to give me an advantage but I wanted her too desperately to care about stopping. I followed her to the second floor and went for her room. It was all dark upstairs except for a trickle of moonlight through the windows. Her room looked empty and then she tackled me from behind the door with a faux-war cry. She was on my back for a second and I struggled and wriggled furiously and managed to turn around so we were face to face. I grabbed her wrists as she tried to grab me and we struggled with each other, pushing our arms back and forth and trying to get our legs around the other. I had no idea how exhausting wrestling was—it had been a long time since I’d been in gym class or been beaten up on the playground.

We were both gasping desperately for breath, fighting against our burning muscles. Sweat slicked our skin and let our naked legs slide against each other. It soaked through her dress and made it cling to her curves wetly. I wanted to tear it off of her desperately and didn’t even worry about ruining something she had bought. We finally broke free and got to our feet. I managed to get a hold of the fabric and I tugged and spun her, throwing her off balance as she was trying to grab me.

The fabric tore with a loud ripping sound and she tumbled across the room and into the floor with a surprised yelp. It was rent open down the side and the gorgeous, milk-white, jiggly side of her breast was revealed, along with an expanse of her abdomen and black straps of a minuscule bra. She was scrambling up but I was on her in a second, grabbing her dress again and pulling her back across the carpeted floor as I tugged it. Another part ripped open with the frenzied force I was applying to it. I was desperately turned on. I wanted to see her naked, jiggly titties so badly.

Her dress was left in shreds and her heaving, sweaty, beautiful breasts spilled out. She was only wearing an outline bra! It was cut out where the cups would be, and only had thin, stretchy black straps outlining a triangle through which her breasts spilled, completely on display. My cock throbbed even harder. I literally couldn't resist her. I was desperately turned on. Her little black panties were so tiny, too, and the edges of her swollen, puffy, aroused pussy peaked out around the sides of them. They were soaking wet with more than sweat, too. She slipped out of the rest of the dress as I tugged at it and I fell off balance. She kicked her legs up and caught me in the stomach, hard; I reeled back into a dresser, smacked my head against it, knocked it over to spill everything across the floor, and hit the ground. I was gasping for air from the stomach kick.

“Ooo, Mason, I’m sorry!” she said, quickly scrambling across the floor and taking my head gently in her hands. Her hot breath washed over my neck as she examined me for damage.

I was fine. I didn't answer and instead wrapped my arm around her neck, trying to get her in a headlock. She squealed with delight and pulled away, and we were back on our feet in a moment. We locked hands again, trying to reach the other one or throw them off balance. We struggled like that for a while, shifting position, shoving, trying to grab or trip the other. My thighs were starting to shake and tremble from the effort, which made my bottom jiggle cutely, but I could see her body trembling, too. I was sure I was about to collapse and a wave of humiliation washed through me knowing she'd won and thinking what she would make me do, but then Riley shifted her foot onto a DVD that had fallen onto the carpet and she slipped.

She collapsed into the rug hard and I collapsed on top of her. Both of us were shaking but I had the upper hand. She was face down and I had one of her arms in my grip. I sat on her lower back, keeping her in place, and when she tried to reach her other arm around I managed to pin them both down behind her back. I put all my weight down on her to keep her arms in place. She kicked her legs and bucked furiously, making her ass wobble and shake, but she couldn’t break free.

I snatched a white shirt off the floor and threaded it around her arms, binding them behind her. She let out a furious groan, gritting her teeth and struggling as hard as she could. I kept her pinned with one hand and reached the other back to squeeze a huge handful of her fat, naked ass. Her little black thong did nothing to cover her. “There, there. Look who’s the loser now, huh?” I whispered into her ear.


5. Ravishing Riley

“Fuck you,” she groaned, but though she seemed surprised, she was radiating passion and arousal and delight. I massaged her fat ass thoroughly, roving over her cheeks and burying into her buttcrack to rub and massage her anus. I can’t believe I’m getting to grab Riley Monroe’s naked bottom, was just about the only thing I was able to coherently think. My cock was throbbing hard. I’m going to get to fuck her! I grabbed a little white belt that had spilled out of the dresser and wrapped it around her lower chest beneath her breasts, around her arms, and buckled it tight at the back. That kept her arms fully in place and left her completely at my will. “Oh fuck…” she moaned in arousal.

"'Oh fuck' is right. You're not very proud or controlled now, are you?"

"Fuck you!" she said with an embarrassed laugh, a yet deeper blush filling her cheeks. I stepped up off of her and she quickly tried to struggle to her feet, but I easily put a hand on her chest and shoved her onto her back on the floor. I lay beside her and pressed my lips to hers and she let herself be kissed. She opened her warm, wet mouth to me and our tongues danced and intertwined and explored each other. We sucked at each other's plump lips and tongues. She went back to struggling as I pulled away and I lifted her in my arms—which was a bit of a challenge with my pathetic arm strength—but I managed to carry her to the bed and toss her into it.

She stopped struggling quite so hard. She was breathing very heavily now, not from the struggle, but from intense arousal. I moved my hand to her stomach and rested it there as I began to kiss her again. She moaned sweetly and I teased my hand down to beneath the top of her thong. There was just a little patch of pubic hair, similar to mine, above her pussy. I twined my fingers through it, rubbing the spot and then tugging at the hair gently.

I realized that her breasts were free and exposed and I went to them immediately. My mouth fastened around a nipple and I sucked. I moved between them, sucking and nibbling ever so gently. I tugged at them with my mouth, then licked and kissed and sucked the soft skin all across her breasts. I moved my hand down and ran it up the inside of one thigh, then the other. We didn’t speak, only kissed, sucking in each other’s breath, as my hand explored her body.

I rolled her onto her stomach again just before my hand reached her pussy and I began spanking her fat bottom. It was gorgeous—as big as mine—and my spanks left red handprints across her pale skin. “Count,” I told her, and she did.

“One, two, three, four…” as slaps cracked down on her butt cheeks. I spanked one side then the other, alternating, and I rubbed each one in, spreading out the sting into warm, sensual delight. Pleasure filled her trembling voice as she counted. I stopped at ten and flipped her back over, moving my hand back to her inner thigh.

“Losers get spanked, huh?” I said.

“Uh huh,” she nodded, cute and aroused. I kissed her again. If I could’ve formed a coherent thought I would’ve thought how amazing it was that I had Riley in my arms; that she wanted me and wanted to make love with me. But I was bothered by no thoughts at all—I was completely lost in the moment and uninhibited by my mind. I moved my hand to her plump pussy, over her panties. They were sopping wet.

I gently rubbed back and forth, masturbating her. I hardly knew how to treat a pussy from experience, but I’d read carefully about how to please women and the knowledge seemed sufficient to Riley, though I wasn’t thinking about where it came from. She let out a soft, sweet moan. I rubbed her ever so slowly and gently. She spread her legs for me and I pressed them up so they were near her head. We were both too intent on the moment and action to think or speak.

I continued with her pussy and with my other hand I squeezed and massaged her breasts around—they were framed and on display gorgeously hanging out of the cut-out bra. Then I tugged her panties far to the side to reveal her naked, wet pussy and smooth asshole. “Fuck. You’re fucking beautiful,” I said, looking from her titties to her pussy to every other curve of her body. “You’re the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen.” She only gazed back at me with passionate eyes. I kissed her wet, plump lips again. “Do you remember the safe words?”

“Yes,” she said a little urgent. “I don’t need either of them.”

I dipped my middle finger into her wet, beautiful, velvety pussy, then my ring finger. She moaned and I gently moved them in and out. I paused a moment to tenderly search out her clit, then moved back into her and rubbed her clit with my thumb as I fingered her. Her back arched in pleasure and she spread her legs wide, opening herself as far as possible to me.

I shifted position, pressing my lips to hers then pressing my throbbing cock into her warm folds. We both moaned together. My cock was average sized—maybe even slightly below average—and I went very slow, but she was tight. It felt incredible. I began to fuck her rhythmically and the room filled with sounds of our wet flesh slapping together. Her mouth tasted of mint. She smelled wonderful and girly. Her skin was smooth and soft, rubbing against mine, wet with sweat. Her breasts pressed into my chest as I fucked her. Every one of my senses was awash in pleasure.

I wasn’t rubbing her clit anymore but when I pressed all the way into her she could rub herself on my pelvis and I would linger at the bottom of every stroke to let her. We were both breathing heavily from arousal now. I was about to cum and I thought she was too but dirty images raced into my mind and made me stop. I pulled out of her and she whimpered. I kissed her again and took the chance to suck all over her body, delighting in licking up her salty sweat. I kissed her feet, licked her lovely arches, and sucked on her toes. Then I turned her on her side, made her suck my fingers, and rubbed her saliva into her naked anus. She gasped in understanding.

“Can you take it here?”

“Yes,” she moaned. I pressed my fingers into Riley Monroe's bottom and she let out a little gasp of pleasure. I fingered her for minutes on end, until I could fit four digits in her butt, stretching her sphincter wide. When I pulled them out she had a slight gape. I covered her anus and my dick with more saliva and then I pressed my cock into her bottom. She moaned and gasped sweetly. I went very slow, centimeter by centimeter, my cock tugging at her sphincter as it went by. I finally bottomed out in her, my little patch of pubic hair teasing at her anal ring. Her fat bottom felt incredible squishing around my stomach and thighs. I begin to gently move in and out of her. We both let out girly, passionate moans as our bodies slapped together. We gyrated and writhed like that for a long time—I loved making love to her butt and she loved taking my cock into her.

I finally got tired and tugged myself out of her, then flipped her onto her back again. I kissed her belly button, then down to the top of her pussy, then up again to her mouth. But once I tried to press back into her anus from a new position my cock had gone half limp—exhausted from how long we had been fucking and how long it had been erect before that. “Fuck,” I said, genuinely, deeply ashamed. I took my hand and tried masturbating it.

“What a pathetic little sissy,” she said, teasing me through her arousal. Most girls would’ve apologized for me but her loving mockery was so much hotter and more bearable. Then, suddenly, her thighs slapped around my arms and she hooked her feet together behind my back, keeping my arms pinned to my side.


6. Reversal

“Hey, not fair!” I whined, and as I said it she rolled and shifted us both, and we tumbled from the bed onto the carpet. She kneed me in the stomach and the air went out of me, then she stumbled up and darted across the room. I got on my hands and knees trying to grab her again, but she had time to hook the belt around her onto the door handle and shimmy out of it. I grabbed her but she threw her weight forward and landed on top of me, then twisted and wrapped her gorgeous, fat, wet thighs around my neck, getting me in a choke hold. I struggled to get her off and she managed to tug her arms out of the shirt tying them together. We were wrestling again furiously on the floor. “Cheater!” I gasped.

“It’s not my fault you don’t know how to tie girls up properly!” she gasped back, teasing me. We could barely get a grip on each other with our bodies so slicked in sweat, and we were both exhausted, but somehow she ended up on top of me. Her fat ass sat on my chest and her fat thighs pinned my arms down at my sides. I tried to shake and buck her off but she rode and stayed balanced on top. “Say you submit and I’ll let you go!” she said, slapping my cheek playfully.

I wriggled one hand free and tried to shove her off but she quickly grabbed it and used the shreds of her dress to tie it to the bedframe, knotting and wrapping it several times. I wriggled and struggled furiously. She hopped up—her butt jiggling gorgeously, grabbed a set of stockings from her dresser, and used them to bind my other hand behind my back. When that was tied she freed my first hand from the bed and forced it behind me, binding it with shreds of the dress. She tied me firmly, wrapping strips all the way around my abdomen and wrapping my arms together firmly behind my back.

Her knots and ties seemed expertly done and as furiously as I struggled I couldn’t budge my arms. She stood up, put a foot on my butt, and pushed me over onto my back. She stepped out a moment as I struggled to get up, then came back in with her phone. “Remember how I said you would be punished if you cracked my phone? Well, you got lucky—you just split the case. That still going to cost you a lot of spanks and teasing though.” She reached into a drawer by her bed and took out a smallish, silver object with a flat ruby in one end. I realized with a blush that it was a buttplug. It was smaller than my dainty fist, but not by much. It would stretch me significantly if she put it in.

She sat on my stomach to keep me from getting up—her lovely bottom felt wonderful pressing against me, then she sucked on the plug and forced me to suck on it, too. “Open your mouth,” she said after she pulled it out. I opened wide and she spit into it. “You belong to me now, and I’m a much better domme who doesn’t allow her pets to escape. Do you feel pretty humiliated right now?”

“Yes,” I said, blushing even deeper as I spoke. She bent over and kissed me sweetly.

“Do you feel pathetic for letting the tables get turned on you?” she said, and as she spoke she began ever so slowly and commandingly tugging up and down on my half-erect cock.

“Yes.”

“Call me ‘Master Riley.’”

“Yes, Master Riley.”

“What are you? You’re a loser. Say it.”

“I’m a loser.”

“‘I lost to a girl.’”

“I lost to a girl.”

“I think it’s because you secretly want butt domination, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Master Riley.” I really, really did.

"'Yes' what?"

"Yes, I want butt domination!"

“Beg me to press this into your bottom.”

I begged earnestly. I was desperately aroused and terribly in love with her. “Please, please stick that big silver plug in my fat, slutty ass!”

“Ooo!” she cooed in delight. “Good girl. What a slut you’re turning out to be. Looks like I was right about you, huh?”

I tried to struggle one last time, but I was exhausted from trying to match her at wrestling and the binds were too expertly done. There was no chance I was breaking free.

“Don’t fight me or I’m going to spank the shit out of you,” she scolded, and gave me a little slap on my face, then a few more in quick succession, and then she pinched, tugged, and twisted at my pert nipples, making me gasp and moan. “That’s right you loser slut—you like that, don’t you?”

“Oh fuck yes!” I gasped.

"Good girl," she said. She swung off my stomach and pushed my legs up so they hung near my head and spanked the exposed backs of my thighs. Then, ever so slowly, she pressed the plug into my bottom. She did it by steps, teasing me with just the tip at first—pressing it in then pulling away. Finally, she pressed it all the way in; my sphincter strained over the final, largest point and then sucked down over it. She immediately tugged it back out then pressed it in again.

"Oh wait, how could I forget?" she said teasingly. She took up her phone, tapped something, then slid her finger up the screen. The plug began intensely vibrating. She pressed it back up against my anus. It felt exquisite. She resumed pressing it in and tugging it out. My cock had rested and was rock hard again from her plundering my bottom. "Talk to me," she commanded.

“Oh fuck that feels good!” I moaned.

“Yeah, good slut,” she said. She sunk the plug all the way back into me—the ruby glittering in my sphincter—then tugged me up, put me over her shoulder, and squatted up to a standing position, her butt and thighs straining and flexing to lift me. She carried me to the bed and dumped me into the center on my back. She crawled to me and slapped my erect cock, making it swing back and forth, then very gently slapped my ballsack.

“Are you about to explode? Do you want to cum so good?” She rubbed her pussy as she spoke. She was still intensely aroused and I could tell we both badly wanted to cum. She slapped my shaft again. “What a naughty, slutty cock.” She turned the vibrator up a little higher and I moaned with pleasure. The vibrations radiated up through my rectum and deep inside my body to places I didn’t know I had.

“I want to cum so bad,” I begged and she swung a fat thigh over me, tugged her panties far to the side, and slowly, gently, sunk her warm pussy down onto my cock. She began to fuck herself up and down on my cock, her bottom shaking and slapping against my thighs and balls. She wrapped her supple hands around my neck and choked me dominantly as we fucked. I’d never been choked before and it felt incredible.

She leaned down and sucked my nipples with her mouth, biting them and the soft flesh around them gently but firmly. She moved up to my neck and let her mouth rove over it, sucking on the sensitive flesh. I gasped in pleasure—I had no idea the neck was such an incredible erogenous zone. She sucked my ears and that felt incredible, too, and the whole time her warm pussy moved up and down my shaft. It was so, so tight. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, Riley…” I gasped. She silenced me by pressing her warm mouth over mine.

We made out for a long time; fucked for a long time. My back arched and my body trembled. I was flooded and overwhelmed with pleasure: the big buttplug vibrating in my ass, her pussy on my cock, her mouth over my own. Finally, I couldn't resist it anymore. "Oh fuck Riley I'm about to cum! You're going to make me cum!" I gasped.

She had been rubbing her pussy and she worked at herself intensely as she fucked me. “Cum, fuck, cum!” she gasped and I felt her pussy spasming and contracting around my shaft. Her sultry, aroused, moaning command and the incredible sensation of her body on mine was too much to resist.

A huge wave of pleasure crashed through me and swept me away.

I exploded inside of her, gasping and moaning.

“Oh fuck, Riley! Riley, Riley, Riley! Oh fuck…” defeated, humiliated, and awash in sexual ecstasy I was free of all inhibition. I spoke the truth: “I love you. I’ve loved you for years. I love you, I love you, I love you!”

She silenced me with another kiss then pulled away, spit still connecting our lips. "I love you!" she moaned out, saying it not as a reply to me but as if she had said it first—just as sure. "I fucking love you," she said it again and flailed herself desperately on my cock until we were both orgasmically peaked. She collapsed on top of me, drawing in heaving breaths. Both of our bodies were trembling. Her sweaty breasts pressed into my chest. Our stomachs pressed together as we sucked in air. Her thighs hugged me tight to her. She flipped the plug off after a moment and kissed me again.

We lay like that for a long, long time, then she started kissing me again more and more passionately. She got off me, tugged my up by my hair, and pulled me off the bed and down the hall to her bathroom. It felt really good walking with the fullness of the plug inside of me. "I'm going to fuck that bottom. I know you fucking want it you dirty slut. Don't even try to deny it."

“I want it so bad,” I confessed to her, blushing anew.


7. Preparation

“We need to get you cleaned out like I was,” she said. She took a large plastic bottle with a nozzle on the end out of a cabinet and filled it with warm water. “Get down on your knees and put your face on the floor—bottom up in the air.” I did it, squatting down somewhat clumsily with my arms bound behind my back, then lowering my face to the tile. The nozzle easily breached my anus after the plug, and warm water rushed into me when she squeezed.

It felt amazing. I’d dreamed and masturbated to thoughts of all of these lewd acts and now it was a reality. I could hardly believe it all. I gasped cutely and let out a long moan of pleasure. The water produced an incredible pressure on my insides, conforming to every crevice of my body and stretching me. The bottle was enormous and she filled me very, very full.

“Wow, fuck,” she said, turned on. “You're so full that your stomach is swelling out. You look like a little pregnant girl. Like I knocked you up through your butt. Like I impregnated you.”

“Oh fuck, Riley, I love you impregnating my butt. Fuck I love it so much. I love you.”

“I love you too. Fuck, you’re such a sexy, dirty slut,” she spanked and wobbled my ass then pulled me up. “Expel in the toilet,” she said. I waddled to it, sat down, and let the water gush out of me. I was hard again by the time it was done. Releasing it felt incredible—my asshole being gushed wide open by such a force coming out of it from within. She bent me over again and filled me again when I was done expelling. She filled me even fuller this time and I moaned lewdly in pleasure. “Hold it,” she commanded, and my anus trembled against the pressure pushing against it.

“Oh fuck, it’s really hard!” I whined.

“Hold it or you’re getting spanked again!” she commanded. She stood me back up and I waddled pregnantly into the shower. Her sure hands guided me, making sure I didn’t fall with my hand bound behind me. She kissed me sweetly. “We need to shave your legs completely smooth—you let it grow in just a little, you dirty slut.”

“I’ve never been shaved before—by someone else, I mean,” I said, very turned on.

“I always take pride in maintaining my sluts,” she said. “Now, if you fight me I’m going to kick your ass again,” she warned, and then undid my arms and bound them to the shower rod above my head—I didn’t struggle at all. She wetted and lathered my legs, groin, and armpits, then ran her cute pink razor over my soapy skin. It felt incredible and the newly-shaved feel all over my body was wonderful. I loved how my fat thighs rubbed together when they were newly smooth. I was sweating and trembling by the end from holding in the enema, and then my anus gave way and a squirting gush of water escaped me and ran down my fat thighs.

“Oh fuck!” I squealed, alarmed.

"'Oh fuck' is right, slut. What, your stretched out asshole can't handle this?" she cracked a few spanks over my ass, making it jiggle violently. I moaned lewdly as she did it and more water gushed out of my butt. "Oh, what a bad little girl," she said and kept spanking me.

I moaned and squealed as she beat my butt, but I kept my back arched and bottom popped out for my spanking. “Please, I can’t hold it anymore!” I begged.

“Hold it a little longer,” she said, continuing to spank me. I moaned in desperation but managed to squeeze my anus shut for a few moments. “Okay, release, release, release!” she said, spanking me really hard. I gasped and thought I was going to cum I was so aroused from the pressure rushing out of me and Riley’s humiliating spanking.

She leaned close to me and took my throbbing cock into her firm hand. “You like this, huh, being humiliated by the girl you love?” she said, planting a sweet kiss on my lips, then a longer one. I could hear the delight in her voice over getting to name herself the girl I love and it filled me with warmth.

“Yes, I love it,” I moaned sweetly between kisses.

“Fuck you have a lewd, sexy, girly body; you know that, right?”

“Yes, Master Riley.”

She gave my cock a few more long, luxurious tugs then took my hands down from the shower rod and bound them in front of me, leaving room to move them around. I was way too turned on and desperate to want to even try to continue our wrestling game. I loved being humiliated and dominated by her. She filled me with a third enema, even larger than the last one, then she took me by the hair, said, “Crawl after me like a good fuck-pet,” grabbed a pile of towels with her other hand, and led me back to her room. I was just barely able to crawl with my bound hands. My butt swayed and jiggled pleasantly as I struggled to keep up with her. Her own gorgeous, pendulous ass swayed in front of me wonderfully.

She lifted me over her shoulder again once we got there and spanked me a few more times, then ran her fingers over my naked, trembling anus, massaging it. “You’re just like a little princess carried off by some mean knight, aren’t you? You’re like a vulnerable little princess in a fairy tale, and I found your tower.”

"Yes, Master Riley!" I moaned. She dumped me onto my back in the center of her large bed, then bound my hands to the bed frame and pushed my legs wide apart and up near my head. She pushed the large plug back into my sphincter with the enema still inside of me and turned it up high. I moaned in pleasure.

"That's right, moan for Master Riley," she cooed. She undid her bra and tossed it aside, then peeled her panties off of her huge ass and tossed them away, too. She went to her closet and came out with a very skimpy set of pale pink lingerie. The bra was a cut-out one like she was wearing and she slipped it onto me, leaving my hands bound. It framed my pert nipples lewdly. She slipped the tight, pink string of a thong onto my fat ass. It was small and really tight around my big bottom, and it felt really good having it pressing against the plug and straining to stretch over my skin.

“I want you to look like a proper slut the first time I fuck you,” she explained.

“I want to be your slut—thank you, Master Riley!”

“Such a grateful pet. Good girl.” She spanked my butt once and rubbed it in affectionately, then went to her closet. She came out with an enormous cock. It was skin colored, and designed with a realistic head and veins running down it. It looked easily nine inches long and as big around as my dainty wrist. It was in a strap-on harness, and the other end of the cock turned into another, smaller pink dildo.

“Oh fuck!” I moaned.

"That's right, loser. Little loser girls get buttfucked by strong winner girls, don't they?"

"Fuck yes, Master Riley." I was intimidated by her cock but my cock was throbbing in arousal and tingling, twinging excitement raced up and down the inside of my anus. I felt feverish and hazy from all the spanking I'd received, and the exhaustion from the wrestling and the warm enema still impregnating my ass. She tugged the straps up, lined the pink dildo up with her plump pussy, and hopped into it, struggling to get everything over her fat ass. She let out a little moan as the dildo fully entered her and she cinched the harness down tight around her ample bottom and thighs. The large, nude cock wobbled lewdly as she moved.

“I love your body and your bottom,” I said.

“I love your body, too,” she said, completely serious. “I’m going to pound that fat ass so good, baby.” She adjusted something on her phone and the pink part of the strap-on began to fibrate, pleasuring her pussy and clit. She lifted my bottom and placed a very thick layer of towels under and around my bottom. “I’m going to fuck you with that enema in your butt until it’s gushing out of you.”

“Oh fuck that’s going to feel so good!” I couldn’t believe how lewd this witty, delightful, beautiful girl was. I couldn’t believe this was actually happening. I would’ve thought it was a dream, but the feeling was so intense and real. She crawled onto the bed, back arched, breasts and bottom swaying seductively. She tugged the plug out and I gasped as a little gush of enema escaped me before I could close my anus. She turned it off and tossed it aside, then she swung a leg over me, turning around so her ass was in my face.

“I’m going to make you lick my asshole, like the lewdest of sluts. That’s what you get for losing, loser,” she said lovingly. “Beg me.”

“Please, Master Riley, please put your naked asshole on my face! Please degrade me with your beautiful bottom!”

“Such a good slave at begging!” she said sweetly, and she pulled her cheeks apart and sunk her fat bottom onto my face. The strap-on harness left her sensitive sphincter exposed. Her plumpness enveloped me and she rubbed back and forth, pulling her asshole across my whole face before positioning her tight anus over my eager tongue and mouth. I licked and sucked at her with worshipful devotion and she let out a lovely sigh and moan.

As I licked she dipped two of her fingers into my anus and plunged them in and out, then spread them as wide apart as she could and rotated them. Water came out in squirts, then my butt would seal around her fingers again and it would slow to a trickle. She stuck a third finger in, then a fourth. I licked around the edge of her naked anus thoroughly, then pressed in and penetrated her, burying my warm, wet, probing tongue as far into her as I could go. She gasped in surprised delight.

“Oh, good slave,” she said. She buried two fingers from each hand in my ass and tugged at it, gently stretching it wide. More water gushed out each time she tugged it apart and I moaned, almost overwhelmed. She lifted her bottom off of me. “Tell me what you are and beg for cock.”

“I’m a lewd, womanly, slutty trap. I’m basically a sexy, slutty girl. And I’m a pathetic loser. I belong to you now. I’m your slutty fuck-pet! Please stick your big, thick, overwhelming cock into my needy, hungry asshole! Please, I’ll do anything! Please fuck me!”

“Such good begging,” she cooed sweetly, and swung her lissome leg over me and off. She positioned herself at my bottom, pressed my legs up to my head and spread them wide apart. She reached over to a bedside drawer and retrieved a bottle of clear, oily lube. She drenched her cock and my naked ass in it and lined up her cock-head with my desperate hole. She teased it, rubbing her cock up and down, across, and in circles. She pressed the head in, almost breaching me, then withdrawing, again and again. “You’re about to get fucked by the girl who physically bested you. Is that so fucking humiliating?” she said, poking my butt with the dildo to emphasize each word. “You fucked me and then you lost and you’re gonna get fucked.”

“It’s so fucking humiliating. I’m so ashamed.” I was, but I was so turned on, too.

“But you’re a really big slut, huh? You want this big girl cock all the way inside your bottom?”

"Oh fuck yes I do! Please, Master Riley!"


8. Ravished by Riley

"Well…since you beg so sweetly," she cooed and pressed the cock head firmly into my anus. There was a moment of intense tension and then it breached me, spreading my finger-loosened anus wide, wide apart. I gasped sweetly, gazing up at her with wide eyes.

“Oh fuck…”

“Oh fuck indeed. Look at this nice slutty bra I gave you—it gives me such easy access to your nipples,” she teased. And as she pressed the cock forward with her hips she reached down and twisted my nipples, making me squeal and moan cutely. I felt like I was going to lose my mind from the pleasure of her cock penetrating me. It was painfully tight—my anus was stretched far beyond what I thought it was capable of—far more than the biggest poop I’d ever taken—but it was exquisite. She slowly but firmly moved forward.

Her hands played with my body—pinching my nipples and the flesh around them, squeezing and pinching my very small amount of stomach fat on my flat tummy, squeezing and pinching and spanking my upturned thighs, and slapping my face and making me suck her lovely fingers. She grabbed my feet and teased and tickled them cruelly, which also felt amazing, and made me squirm and squeal. Then she sucked on my toes lovingly.

Finally, she bottomed out in my butt. All nine inches of thick, massive girl-cock were buried in my ass. She leaned her lovely, curvaceous body down and laid it over my own soft curves. Her breath was hot on my neck and ear and I gasped in arousal. She breathed words into me, "Does it feel good having me all the way inside of you? You're completely emasculated now, you know that, right? I'll never see you as a man again. You're just my little slave now. And look," she nodded to her phone, balanced on the bedside table, "I've been filming all of this since I brought it back into the room. If you thought I could blackmail you before—well, I can really, really blackmail you now. Think of how much I've humiliated you on camera so far; now you're really fucked, huh? Do you know what that means?" she bit my ear then sucked on my neck, hard.

“I belong to you, Riley, completely! It means I’m your slave! That I have to do anything you want!” She lay over me, her warm body pressing against my own.

“Are you okay,” she asked in her normal voice, earnestly. “Are you ready for this?”

"Yes," I said earnestly back. "Yes, yes, yes! I want you inside of me. I love you, Riley. I love being demeaned by you. I want to be your slave! I want you to own me! I want you to pound my bottom—" and she cut me off with a passionate, aroused, intense kiss, and as we made out she rolled her hips and tugged her cock all the way back out of me, then pressed it all the way back in. Her elegant, feminine, lithe body flexed against me and I trembled with arousal as she fucked me. She slowly dragged herself in and out, in and out. I could barely stand it. It felt like being in another dimension. I'd never felt pleasure like this. My cock was throbbingly erect, but she refused to touch it beyond letting it be sandwiched between are sweat-slicked stomachs.

Her tempo increased and her thighs and stomach began to slap against my wet, fat ass. Her dick squelched and squirted in and out of my me. Squirts of enema gushed out as she fucked me. We were both moaning lewdly as we kissed. The room filled with dirty sex sounds. She began fucking me harder and hard. She pistoned in and out of me, her hips expertly rolling to move the cock. We were sweating like pigs after a few minutes and she was absolutely pounding my defenseless bottom. It jiggled with her thrusts. My mouth gaped open in a cute, whorish O face. My eyes were rolling back in my head. My face was completely flushed. I could feel a warm, full sensation build and build deep inside of me. Her cock was easily pummeling my sweet pleasure button, and stretching every bit of my anus and rectum. The last of the enema gushed out of me. There's no way I could've resisted this completely assault on my senses. "I'm going to cum!" I moaned pathetically. "Oh fuck, you're going to make me cum from my ass!"

"You can cum all you want, sweety," she gasped out. "It doesn't mean I'm going to stop fucking you," and I exploded for a second time that day. Semen gushed out of my cock hole and squirted over our stomachs and titties. I moaned very loudly and lewdly and she pressed her mouth back over mine, fucking me all the harder. I gasped and tried to get my breath and bearings but her sexual onslaught wouldn't let me and I fell back limp on the bed, letting myself be fucked in delirious ecstasy.

She twisted me around onto my stomach and she lay over my back, pounding my butt from behind. My anus was throbbing and tender but it quickly began to feel really good again. She kissed my neck and bit at my ears, then sat up and leaned back so she could deliver passionate spanks to my fat, jiggling ass as she fucked it. "Damn you're such a slut," she lovingly taunted me. Her pussy was wet and aroused and I could feel the tension in her voice, edging closer to orgasm. After a few more minutes of butt fucking, my cock started to twitch and get erect yet again.

“Oh fuck it’s so tender!” I moaned.

"Oh yeah, is it?" she teased. She shifted and rolled me onto my side and lay behind me. She hooked an arm under my one knee to pull my leg up and give her wide, easy access to my anus. She wrapped her other arm under me and around my waist to hold me tight against her. Her body was pouring off sweat from the exertion of fucking me so hard and for so long, but her lithe, dancer's body had incredible stamina. I opened myself up to her and pounded my supple butt back against her cock. Her firm hand wrapped around my half-erect, cum-covered dick, and began to jack me off roughly and hard. I squealed and gasp. My whole body was sensitive and tender. "Shut the fuck up slut, you love it."

She had completely destroyed me. I couldn’t even respond. She was masturbating me and pounding me so hard that I couldn’t hold it back: I felt a third orgasm building. I had never cum so much or so hard in one day before. She twisted and got onto her knees, leaving the cock in me. She lifted my ass up so it was hanging in the air and my cock was pointing down at my face—she was squatting over me and began fucking me hard from that position and jacking me off furiously. “Come on, slut, cum with me!” she moaned.

“Oh fuck!” was all I could sob back to her. Warmth exploded through me from deep in my anus and from my cock. Semen gushed out of me again and sprayed over my nipples and face.

"Open your mouth!" she commanded, jacking me off and aiming my cock. I did and my own semen flooded across my tongue. String after string gushed out and hit my waiting lips with her expert aim. She pounded me furiously through it then dropped my butt onto the bed and threw her body over mine. She writhed on top of me and we made out passionately, and then her orgasm hit as mine was still crashing through me. We moaned and sobbed together, our feminine bodies trembling and shaking in ecstasy—smooth, wet skin against skin. It felt like it went on forever—like falling from the high dive and still falling, and feeling like you'll never stop. It was exquisite, orgasming with her.

She finally collapsed against my limp body and we lay there for a long time, sucking in exhausted breaths. After a long time, she grabbed her phone and crawled around the bed, taking up-close pictures of my cum covered body, spanked ass, and gaped-open anus. I let her take them all without protest, turning to let her get different angles. She tossed it away and she licked the cum up off my body and face, then kissed me, feeding it into my mouth. "Swallow," she told me, and I did. She licked up more and swallowed that mouthful herself. "I love you, Mason," she said.

"I love you, Riley," I replied. We kissed again. She undid her strap-on and wriggled out of it, then lay back on top of me. We lay like that, in comfortable silence, for nearly an hour. We didn't need words; we were connected by our bodies and breath and hearts. Our girly forms pressed together, we explored each other with our hands when we wanted, and we kissed sweetly and often.

“Next time you’re ready, I want you to cum inside of me. In my pussy again, and my ass,” she said, sweetly. “I wasn’t trying to stop you from doing that.”

“I would love to cum in you more,” I said ardently.

“Do you really love me?” she asked shyly.

"Yes. I've been in love with you for two years—since I first met you. And then I tried to get over you but I just fell in love with you again. I'm an idiot for not asking you right from the start. Do you really love me?"

"Yes. I've dreamed of doing all the things I just got to do to you." It felt so good talking to the girl I loved so openly about all my dirtiest desires and deepest love. It felt so good lying with the warm weight of her body on mine, with her warm lips available whenever I wanted to press my mouth to them. I squeezed her enormous butt and let my hands run up the beautiful curve of her back. "Tomorrow I want to take you to a lingerie store and buy you things. We can share my clothes now, of course, too. But I want to get you more panties and slutty things, too. We'll have to try them on in the changing room, of course."

I blushed at the idea but it thrilled me too. “I would love that,” I said.

“I know so many guys who would want to fuck this fat ass. I really want us to get fucked by a big, real man together. Some of my friends will want to fuck us—maybe a guy from the football team at school, too. And I want to take you to a club. Guys will buy us drinks for free, and I want to see if I can sell your asshole and body to some men. Some guys might want to fuck you in the bathroom there, or take us back to a hotel room.”

I was terrified by these ideas, but… “Fuck, that all sounds so fucking hot,” I said, face flushing again with shame but also deep arousal at the thought of Riley whoring out my body and men using me in front of her, or her in front of me, or fucking us together like the little sluts we were.

“I know a few women, too, who like abusing trap boys’ bottoms. I would love to see you get fucked by them.”

“Oh fuck, my cock’s going to get hard again,” I moaned.

“I’m going to make you my little slutty girlfriend,” she said, emphasizing the words with kisses. “You’re going to have to start dressing in skirts and stockings and crop tops and things like that, of course. And you’ll need to wear buttplugs and chastity cages when I tell you too, obviously. And you’ll have to come out to everyone as a girl and my little whore girlfriend, eventually.”

My eyes were wide but there was no way I could ever refuse her; these were my wildest fantasies being realized. She owned me completely. And I loved her for it. “Fuck I want all of that,” I moaned in earnest passion.

"What a good slut," she said lovingly. I could see the desire and arousal on her face. We gripped each other, pressing ourselves close, and I let myself melt into her touch and kisses.

END


Ravished by Riley

How I was Defeated, Sissified, and Taken by My Best Friend


Prologue

Riley Monroe beat me, coerced me, feminized me, humiliated me, and ravished me, and she made me her submissive little girlfriend. And I fell in love with her for it. Riley Monroe: she was five foot eight with emerald green eyes, blonde hair, a shaved head, a pale and voluptuous figure, and a gorgeous and ample bottom and set of breasts. I’d known her for two years and been enamored with her the whole time, but I had no idea that she was obsessed with me, too.

She had a party one night and after everyone else had left she lured me back into her house and ravished me there. My slutty, feminine body; my cute brown hair and ample, womanly curves—she yearned to dominate them. She had wanted to fuck me for a long time. She did it by hacking my phone: she found my shameful internet history—I watched feminization and sissification pornography and posted lewd pictures of my fat bottom online, talking about how much I wanted to get fucked in my ass. Once she’d taken me back inside her house, she showed me what she knew and threatened to expose me if I didn’t give in to her shameful demands.

I fought and struggled with her for a good part of the night. She coerced me with words then physically wrestled me. I got the upper hand for a time and fucked her lewdly in her pussy, but then she overcame me and bound me.

I was ravished there, in her dark, secluded house, in the night—like some princess taken back to a sorceress’ lair. I was shamefully anally ravished by the girl I loved. And I gave in to her. I admitted me deepest most humiliating desires: that I yearned for feminization and sissification; that I wanted to be bound by her, owned by her, and used by her in the most filthy, passionate ways possible. And she gave it to me. She gave me everything and began to transform me. We fell in love that night—or, rather, admitted the love that was in us and let it blossom—and I began my journey into feminization and submission.


1. Waking up in Love

After I had submitted to her and she had fucked me, we kissed and groped and fingered each other for a long time, letting our warm bodies press against each other, letting our eager fingers penetrate our most delicate, private places. I loved the feel of her bodyweight pressing on mine when she lay on top of me—a real girl, in the flesh, has a wonderful weight and warmth to her—entirely different from the airy, imagined girls of pornography.

I loved the feel of laying on top of her: her body was full and curvaceous beneath me and her breaths lifted and pressed against me, squeezing her ample breasts into my chest. I loved her warm, pert nipples and I wet them and sucked on them with my eager mouth which made her moan sweetly.

In the deep of the night, we finally fell asleep, both of us completely naked and wrapped lovingly in each other's arms. It felt so good. To be held by another person—the person I loved most in the world. I hadn't been entwined with another body for two years, and never with one I loved. I loved Riley. She had destroyed me that night—coerced me, defeated me, and passionately ravished me. I had been shamed, humiliated, and practically enslaved to her. And I loved it. This nineteen-year-old girl had completely beaten me—like some princess turning the tables on the knight and carrying him off. Her dark, secluded house was the tower where she had imprisoned me and ravished me.

Moonlight bathed our pale, sticky, sleeping bodies and lewd, passionate dreams filled my head.

We both woke up to the warm, morning sun trickling in through her upstairs windows. I couldn’t remember, for a moment, where I was or what had happened, but Riley’s warmth pressed against me and sung through my body that everything was changed. The night came back in a rush of humiliation and shame and arousal.

Riley smiled at me and took my face into her hands, then planted a kiss on my lips. We kissed for a long time, not caring about our morning breath, passionately feeding on the other’s lips and tongues.

She pulled away and smiled at me. "I beat you last night. You got beat by a nineteen-year-old girl and you're in your twenties and a guy. Are you so ashamed of that?" It was that playful, teasing tone again.

I blushed with real shame, though. But I also didn’t care. I loved Riley so much and I was grateful that she—of all the girls in the world—shared my secret, shameful fetishes and wants. Her eyes trailed over my blush and she smiled.

“Yes, it’s very humiliating…Mistress Riley,” I said.

“Do you still understand your place as my submissive, like a good girl, or do I need to beat you again?”

We fell into the game of domination and submission. She flexed her lithe arms a little—miming a rough, tough strong-man—and she reached out and choked me with one lovely hand.

“No, mistress—I don’t want to get beaten again. I’m…I’m defeated already by you. I’ll be your good little submissive slut.” I blushed at the lewd, heightened language but it turned me on a lot getting to say such dirty things to such a beautiful girl, and my cock started to swell up.

She eyed my arousal, then squeezed it, then slapped it hard: once, twice—five times total. I gasped and moaned but didn’t try to pull away from her. I kept my legs open, submissively letting her slap my shameful erection.

“What a naughty slut getting aroused by dirty talk,” she breathed into my ear, nibbling on my earlobe. Then, in a more regular tone and voice: “Damn, Mason, I want to fuck you again so bad.”

“I want you to fuck me again, Riley! I…I loved what you did to me last night. I want your cock back in my butt. I love having you inside of me.”

Her face flushed with arousal at that. “We’re so dirty.” She laughed. “I mean, physically dirty. We’re dirty in general though, aren’t we? Do you want to go take a bath with me?”

"Fuck yes," I said, grinning back at her and giving her full lips a sweet kiss. She stepped up from the bed seductively and tugged on my hand, pulling me after her. Her bottom swung pendulously back and forth and my eyes locked onto it, almost mesmerized. "Your body is incredible. You're so…voluptuous! I can't believe I get to have sex with you!"

She smiled back over her shoulder. “I can’t believe I get to have sex with you!”

We rolled around each other in the bubble tub, our soapy bodies slipping and sliding over each other. It was too much to resist. My cock was throbbingly hard. Riley straddled me and wrapped her thighs around my abdomen, then sunk her pussy down over my passionate dick. We both sighed. Her warmth felt so good. She fucked me dominantly—choking me with her gorgeous hands and French kissing me as she rode me. She flopped her thick bottom up and down, smacking into my plump thighs in the warm water. Warm passion spread through my whole body and we both whimpered and gasped cutely as we fucked.

“I’m going to cum inside of you!” I gasped.

“I’m about to cum to!” she moaned.

We were both trembling and writhing; cum erupted out of my cock. It flooded into her sweet pussy and we both exploded in orgasm together.

We lay gasping, slick bodies wrapped around each other and luxuriating in the warm, post-orgasmic bliss. We lay like that for a long time. Making out with the girl you love, while she's naked and warm and passionate, in a wet, warm, bubbly tub, is a wonderful feeling.

We finally, reluctantly finished washing up, got out, and dried off. We lotioned each other's bodies, running our hands over each other's slicked, smooth curves. Riley took my hand and led me back to her room.

“Time for more of your makeover,” she said with a grin. I blushed a little but I was smiling, too.

I can’t believe I’m really going to be a girl from now on. Her girl.

I blushed in shame at the thought of anyone finding out about my ravishment and sissification, but I loved it and I loved Riley so much that I actually was willing to consider her demands and intentions. She reached out and slapped my naked bottom hard, making it jiggle sluttily. I let out a cute, girlish squeal. "Let's get this fat ass into a little set of panties," she said, kissing my neck and rubbing the spank into my bottom until the sting was transformed into warm pleasure. She went to her closet and we both searched around for a while.

Riley wasn't exactly your typical girly girl. She'd shaved head and she was tough and brash. It felt like she would be comfortable talking over romantic comedies with friends at brunch and just as comfortable smashing mutant warlords in a post-apocalyptic wasteland. In other words: she was tough. But she did still have a large, girly, walk-in closet full of the most gorgeous, delicate, tiny lingerie. It had a rack of gorgeous shoes, too, and lots of little skirts and dresses and accessories—chokers, earrings, and various other jewelry and pursues.

"I can really try some of this on?" I said. The gratitude and awe were clear in my voice.

"Of course. I told you: you're my girlfriend now. And my little sex pet. That means we can share clothes. Here, try these on." She handed me a pair of gorgeous, sleek, shiny black heels. We were still both completely naked and it felt so slutty and erotic wearing just heels and nothing else. My long, lissome legs and full bottom looked really good in them—like they had been framed and put on display.

Riley stepped back, biting her bottom lip and admiring me. “Fuck, you look really hot. You’re really asking to get butt fucked, Mason. Damn, I want to fuck that fat, girly booty right now.”

I smiled at that and at the shoes—they fit perfectly and it made me feel just a little bit like a fairytale princess; Cinderella finally discovered by her prince.

“It’s perfect—we have nearly the same shoe size. You have such girly, dainty feet, you little femboy slut! This means we can share all my stuff. You’re lucky I have a fat ass, too, or you wouldn’t be able to squeeze into a lot of my stuff.”

“I love our booties,” I said, smiling.

“A lot of people are going to love them,” she said with a devilish little grin. “Okay, come on, kick those off. Time to put you in panties again.”

We searched through her closet, giggling and holding up different colors and styles. Finally, we settled on a very tiny, ornate, nearly diaphanous lacy pink thong. There was a matching little bralette with it that actually fit my flat little chest nicely—it didn't have any support—it was just there to show off—and it was tight enough that it wrapped around me snugly, cupping my little A-cup titties.

I stepped into the panties and pulled them up up my plump thighs, then peeled them over my bottom. It was a really tight fit, even with the stretchiness of the panties, and I had to hop, jiggle, and wriggle to get my bottom into them, which made Riley even more aroused.

The tight squeeze of the thong straining to contain my ample ass felt so good.

Riley brought me to her vanity next and we spent a long time doing my makeup. She formed my already delicate eyebrows into lovely, girly arcs. I had never been able to grow facial hair and my face was already completely smooth. She touched up my haircut to make it even more of a cute, brown little pixie cut. She put on light pink lipstick, blush, and mascara. To finish the look off she wrapped a cute, slim black choker around my neck with a single white pearl in the front.

“This is your collar, for now. It’s a reminder that you belong to me. If you forget I’m going to spank the fuck out of you and punish this sweet little body.”

“I won’t forget, Mistress. I don’t want to ever not be owned by you.” I loved getting to call her “Mistress.” It sent a little thrill through me each time I used it.

Riley led me back to the closet and took out a gorgeous pair of midnight black stockings. The nylon felt incredible rolling up my legs, and they stopped just a little below my bottom, framing its fatness nicely. She hooked on a pink garter belt around my slim little waist and threaded the straps through my panties, so the thong could be removed first while leaving the stockings on.

“Why don’t you pick what you want over this,” she said.

I browsed her closet for a long time and finally found a little black dress tucked away in a corner. "May I?"

“Yes,” she was smiling at the choice.

I pulled it on over my head and tugged and shimmied, rolling it over my ample curves. It wrapped around my upper body very tightly but was loose and free below the waist—if I shook my hips or got hit with a breeze it would fling up and show everyone my bottom and panties. Even undisturbed, it only reached down to just past my butt. There was less than an inch of fabric hanging past the ample curve of my fat ass. It felt beautiful, cute, and very slutty at the same time. I stepped back into the heels to complete the package.

“Um, how do I look?” I asked, biting my lip nervously. I was still a little worried this was all, somehow, going to be a joke; that all of a sudden Riley was going to point and laugh and jeer, or everyone I knew was going to jump out of a closet and say “Gotcha!” But she just smiled and shook her head in disbelief.

"You are so fucking cute. Damn, I want to fuck you right now."

“Really?”

“Yes. Hey, Mason, you want to be my girlfriend?” she said, jokingly reposing the question.

“Yeah…I think I would like that,” I said, smiling back at her.

"I have one more present for you," she said. She went to a drawer and drew out another butt plug. It was a medium-sized silver one with an emerald jewel in the end. I blushed in anticipation.

“It’s so beautiful! I get to wear that?”

She stepped up to me and kissed me. “Turn and pop your booty out, baby,” she whispered into my ear, nibbling it. I obeyed with an excited moan. She brushed my dress up and easily tugged my panties to the side, removing all my pathetic defenses. She had me suck the plug until it was coated with spit, then she tugged my fat ass part and buried her face in it, licking my nubile sphincter with her warm, rough tongue.

“That feels fucking amazing!” I gasped.

"I like making you feel good, my little whore," she said into my bottom, vibrating me with her voice and letting her warm breath wash over my naked skin. She worked the plug in—slowly and gently but insistently. She took a few minutes to do it, playing with me again and again by getting to the widest part of the plug and teasing it back and forth across my barrier. It felt incredible and my thighs were trembling by the time she finally breached me completely and let my bottom swallow it to the base. I was covered in a damp sweat from the gentle fucking.

“You like that, my sweet slut?”

“Fuck yes, I love it!” I practically mewled. “Fuck, Riley, it feels so good!”

“Good. I really like making you feel good, Mason.”

She spanked the plug gently in my ass and I moaned girlishly, then she slapped my fat cheeks, making them jiggle and tremble, before tugging my thong back into place and pulling my dress down. The little strip of stretchy thong pulling over the plug felt good—it made the base put the most wonderful pressure on my tender sphincter.

Riley pulled on a gorgeous set of black, strappy lingerie, cream-colored stockings, a little plaid schoolgirl skirt, a blouse, and high black heels. The combination of the faux-innocent yet actually slutty outfit and her shaved head and voluptuous figure made for a gorgeous, enticing contrast.

Riley led me back downstairs. We always held hands when we walked around. We both loved the simple connection of it and once we started going out together we loved it as a way to say to the whole world, simply, that we were together—that we were with our one other special person.

I made us toast and tea in the kitchen while Riley sat back and admired my body. I made sure to hold myself straight, with a gentle curve in my back and my bottom popped out on display. I always bent at the waist to give her a little show if I needed to get something from a bottom drawer.

“Does it feel good—serving me like you’re my little maid?”

I blushed and smiled. “Honestly? Yes, I love it. Can I be your little French maid, too?”

“Hmm. A cute trap as my girlfriend, pet slut, and maid? Yes, I’ll take that. Fuck, we need to get you a little outfit. That would be so hot.”

We spent the morning playing at house and servitude. We both fell into the game easily; we acted as if I was her indentured servant and she was some powerful lady on an estate—like some dirty Downton Abbey or never before found, illicit Jane Austen novel. She commanded me to clean and dust and I ended up crawling around on my hands and knees with a feather duster. My little dress showed off all my curves and I kept my bottom popped out and swaying in the air while I was on my hands and knees. It jiggled and shook enticingly as I worked.

“You keep flashing your little pink panties at me, you whore. I can see the strip of them up your dress and between your fat cheeks when you’re bent over like this.”

“Sorry, Mistress. I’m such a shameful little girl,” I teased back, smiling and only arching my back more.

“Are you a slut?” Riley asked playfully.

"Yes, Mistress Riley."

“Are you a submissive anal whore who loves Mistress Riley’s cock?”

“Yes.”

“Do you like serving me like a little slave girl?”

“Yes, Mistress Riley.”

If we lived in another time people would’ve made Riley a queen and I would’ve been her servant and slave. And I would’ve loved it, too. I belong beneath her.

We were both getting turned on again from our dirty talk and from the sexy power dynamic of me serving her and doing her chores while she sat back.

“Tell me what you want, Mason. What does slutty little Mason want? Is her cock getting so aroused and turned on in her panties? Is her asshole absolutely throbbing?”

“She wants Riley’s cock in her bottom,” it felt good referring to myself as a girl. It felt right. “Fuck Riley, I’m so turned on again. I want your cock buried in my hungry hole—please gape me and ravish me again! I want to be opened and ruined by you!”


2. Making Love with My Best Friend

She couldn't resist anymore—my ass was still unclaimed for the day and we couldn't wait any longer. Riley strode from the living room and ran upstairs. I went to the carpet in the center of the room and sat on my knees, my legs folded under me and bottom spread against the floor. I clasped my hands behind my back obediently.

She was back in a moment with her shiny clean cock strapped on to her and a big bottle of clear lube in her hand. She was completely naked except for her heels. The thick pink cock sprouted from her crotch and bobbed lewdly as she strode up to me. I went to suck it but her face was flushed and there was a tense urgency in her body. She shoved me onto my back with a hand on my chest.

“Take that fucking dress off,” she commanded, and I tugged it over my head, shimmied out of it, and tossed it aside. She pressed my legs up and apart so that my knees were by my head and my calves and feet hung up in the air. “Look at this fucking slutty lingerie—I can’t believe you’re willing to wear such slutty things. You’re just asking to get fucked with a body like this and wearing clothes like that. Are you asking to get fucked, slut?” Her passion made her say dirty, ridiculous, intense things.

“Yes! I’ve been such a slut deep down for so long! I want to be a girl and get fucked hard and deep by you!”

“That’s what I fucking thought.” She spanked my naked, defenseless ass hard. Slaps cracked over my fat, pale flesh, filling the room with loud, lewd clapping sounds. She tugged my panties aside impatiently and dumped oil over my hole and my fat cheeks. It slicked my thighs and ass and made them glisten. She kept slapping my ass and thighs—turning all my pale flesh pink and red. The spanks were wet and even lewder sounding now because of the oil.

“Fuck you have slutty, sinful, voluptuous body.”

She tugged on my plug, twisting it and angling it in me to pleasure the secret spot in my anus. She pulled it up and down, stretching the sides of my sphincter, then tugged it out to the largest part and rolled it around like a ball-bearing in a socket. I let out cute little gasps and moans of shock and pleasure each time she stretched me or hit a new spot.

Finally, she tugged it free and my ass was left gaping open just a little. She dipped a finger past my wet O-ring easily. Then she pressed a second one into me. Then a third. Then a fourth. She punched her fingers in and out of my wet hole—the slurping sounds it made were so embarrassing and dirty, but I loved it. My heart was racing in my chest. My body was covered in a damp sweat. Riley leaned down and kissed me as she finger blasted my anus and I drank in her scent—sweat and girliness and flower blossoms.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!” I moaned over and over again into her mouth, pressed over mine. She hooked her fingers and tugged at the side of my hole, going around the edges and tugging it in every direction. It went on and on and on. After maybe a quarter of an hour of being finger-ravished by her she pulled back, doused her cock in lube, and lined its bulbous head up with my defenseless opening. My pathetic asshole gaped open, slightly, from her fingering. Her cock head pressed against me and I gasped sweetly. Our eyes were locked together in a passionate gaze.

“This will be the second day that I take you—that I ravish your bottom. The second day that a young woman dominates you and uses you for her pleasure.” Then, in a slightly more natural voice, “Tell me what you feel, Mason.”

“So turned on,” I said immediately. “And…” her cock head breached my sphincter and slipped inside and I threw my head back into the floor, gasping. “…And, so ashamed. It feels really humiliating and embarrassing—almost mortifying. But…I love it too. I love all of this. I…I’ve fantasized about being treated like this for years. I never…” the thought suddenly made me choked up and I realized that there were tears in my eyes, “…I never thought I’d actually find it in real life. I never thought anyone would be interested in me like this. I never thought anyone could be interested in doing such dirty things to me, much less the girl…the girl I love.”

Her cock penetrated another few inches into me, insistently, and she lay forward over me, pressing her large breasts and voluptuous body over my trembling form. She gently kissed my tears away, pressing her lips to each eye and cheek, and then she took my face in her hands and gave me a long, passionate kiss. She started to roll her lovely hips and her cock tugged out of me then slapped back in again and again and again.

She went on and on and on like that. It felt like she could fuck me forever. Her lithe, young, womanly body pressed and rolled against mine. Our curves strained against each other. I held my legs back and wide open for her, giving her a straight shot at that special, tender place.

I was drenched in sweat from the rough fucking. My asshole stretched tautly and at its absolute limit to accommodate her thick girl dick. I was trembling violently from the overwhelming passion and sensation. My heart felt full of warmth and love. I had found my place in the world: serving and being fucked by Riley Monroe, the love of my life, as her submissive little girlfriend.

“Oh fuck, I love having you inside of me, Riley!”

“I love being inside of you, Mason!” she said. We weren’t playing now. Our voices were simple and passionate and earnest.

“I never want to leave you. I want to be with you forever.”

“I want to fucking marry you and fuck you and love you every day.”

She gasped and bit her lip—the egg end of the dildo, buried in her pussy, was giving her intense pleasure and she was filled with arousal from dominating me.

“I love you, Mason!”

“I love you, Riley!”

We pressed our mouths together in a desperately aroused, wet, sloppy, warm, deep kiss. We frenched and frenched and she increased her tempo even more, pounding me with long, full strokes of the girthy, feminine, domineering cock. It was too much to handle. That familiar warmth and fullness from deep in my bottom began to spread through my whole body: it warmed my stomach and rolled down my arms and legs, to the very ends of my toes and fingers, and to each hair on my head.

“I’m gonna cum, Riley,” I said in a passionate moan.

"Me to," she moaned back into my mouth. She pressed her lips to my neck and sucked there for awhile, then returned to my lips. "Let's cum together. Are you ready?"

“Yes! Yes, it’s happening right now!” The warmth burst through me in a bright wave. I felt her trembling and cumming on top of me. We held each other close and kept our mouths locked, breathing together in sexual ecstasy. We were swept away into bright warmth and light.

We slowly came back to the world. We lay gasping on top of each other and smiling happily. Our bodies were drenched in sweat and wonderful mix of post-orgasmic bliss lay over us. Every part of me felt tingly and warm and incredible. I drank in her girly, flowery scent. She smelled like spring. She kissed idly at my neck and lips then licked and rubbed my nipples. "I don't want to ever leave this position right here. I want to lay with you forever," I said.

“We can do that,” she said. “Or, at least, we can fuck like this every day.”

“Did you ever think this was possible—to find…love…" I said shyly and blushing. Every time we confessed our love to each other it felt as exciting as the first time we had said it. "To find someone else who wanted these…these things that we do to each other?”

“I dreamed about it every day and every night,” she said. “I’ve wanted to fuck you like this for so long, Mason, you have no idea. You have no idea how badly I wanted your body—your heart—your soul—how badly I wanted you—how entirely I wanted you.” She smiled to herself. “Or maybe, I guess, you do know.”

“I do! I wanted you so badly too, Riley. I can’t believe I’m actually here with you—naked and wrapped together with you! I can’t believe that my thighs are against yours, that my stomach is pressed against your stomach, that my lips can taste your lips…”

“I never dreamed it would be possible. But now I have you. Now it feels like anything is possible—like everything is possible.”

“I know.”

She kissed me. We kissed and lay together for a long time. Then we fucked some more. Then snacked. Then bathed. Then fucked again. We spent the day ravishing and exploring our young, inexperienced bodies together and it was rapturous.

Those two days were just the start of my and Riley’s journey. I knew, somehow, that we had many, many exotic, intense, dirty, shameful, passionate experiences before us. We would be fucked by men and women, I would get anally double teamed by Riley and Josie, our friend, we would both be passionately ravished in public and private in a thousand different ways. We would find other masters and other submissives and fuck and get fucked by them. And we would fall more and more deeply in love. It was just the start of our lives together, and we were already blissfully happy.

END


Feminized by Amber

Defeated, Humiliated, Sissified & Passionately Taken by My Crush


1. Amber Bentley and Stenson’s Gym

This is the story of the the most humiliating and passionate experience of my life so far. It’s how I got into a fight and was beaten, feminized, and ravished—publicly, at a gym—by Amber Bentley. It’s also the story of how I fell in love, became a girl, and found true happiness. It was summer in New York City and I had just moved to Brooklyn. I decided to join a place to work out and take some self-defense classes. I have a really girly body so I get harassed a lot. I’m five foot seven inches, my waist and upper body are slim, and I have a fat, jiggly bottom and long, lissome legs. I have brown eyes, blonde hair, and pale skin; my features are delicate, elegant, and embarrassingly feminine.

I get mistaken for a girl from the back and the front. Perverted men catcall me on the street and grope me on the bus—sometimes they don’t stop even once they realize I’m a boy. Usually I’m too embarrassed and afraid to struggle. I came to New York to be a dancer, so I often have to walk around in very tight, revealing dance warm up clothes, which only shows off my bottom more and makes the harassment worse. I live in a dilapidated, cheap part of Brooklyn, too, in a grimy little apartment. So, yeah, some self defense classes didn’t seem like a bad idea.

I met Amber the first day I went to Stenson’s. It’s a small, dusty gym on the second floor of an old building a few blocks from my own rough neighborhood. It wasn’t even on the internet—there were no reviews of it when I searched. I found it by walking by one day and noticing people walking in with gym bags. The membership was $20 a month, which was perfect for me.

The layout was simple: a large room with free weights on one end, punching bags in the middle, and a boxing ring on the other. Bathrooms and showers were through a door on the far wall from the entrance. The ceiling was high and the place was dimly lit. There was a counter at the top of the stairs, in front of a little office, and Amber was standing there behind it, leaning on the countertop and reading an old, dusty book. The sun trickled through from the dusty windows and bathed her in a warm light. She was strikingly beautiful, standing there in that worn down place.

Her hair was auburn and fell in tresses down to frame her face. She kept it bundled in a messy, braided bun in the back, though when she undid it it fell past her shoulders. Her eyes were amber, like her name. She had a cute button nose and delicate, elegant facial features. Her skin was soft and pale. Her body was full and gorgeous—she didn’t look like a girl you’d find at the gym, exactly.

She stood just a hair taller than me—maybe five foot eight. She wasn’t a skinny girl but she wasn’t fat either. She was voluptuous. Every curve of her was ample and full. She had dainty hands and feet like me. Her breasts were full melons that could barely be controlled by the sports bra she wore. Her waist was slim and lovely, as were her shoulders, and her bottom was thick and fat and enormous. Her thighs were plump and lovely to match. Her body had the perfect, sexy ratio of waist to bottom to everything.

“You want to sign up or something?” she said. She’d looked up from her book and I realized I had been caught in a trance, staring at her in that warm sunlight. She folded her cover shut—it was a Philip Marlowe detective novel. I was already in love with this girl.

“Yes, can I?”

“That’s what gyms are for, kid.”

“I thought they were for working out,” I joked.

“Nope. They’re for making money from suckers with sign-ups.”

I wanted to ask her out that very first day, in those first few moments, but I didn’t have the guts.

The gym only took cash and I had to go out to an ATM at the bodega down on the corner. I payed for six months in advance, rather stupidly, since I didn’t know if I’d actually like the place. But I had a good feeling about it. I was drawn there, magnetically, by Amber. She showed me around, went over basic etiquette—wipe things down, put your weights away, don’t hog stuff, don’t damage equipment, don’t play stupid music out loud, don’t be a dick—and she set me up with an old locker in the changing room.

I started coming to the gym daily; the promise of getting to see Amber was the best motivation to exercise I’d ever had, and she worked there nearly every day, sitting at her front desk and reading her old books, or moving around cleaning and organizing things. She was young but professional and in control of everything she did. She always seemed sure of herself—she payed attention to what the right thing to do in any situation was, and then she did it. She didn’t overthink or hesitate; she merely considered things seriously and then took decisive action. She was one of those people who seemed like they had had their shit together and been an adult before they were even an adult.

“Are you going to school?” I asked, stretching before my workout as she cleaned one of the weight racks nearby.

“Are you being a nosy little bitch?” she fired back playfully.

“Yes.”

She often acted annoyed when I questioned her but I could tell she was flattered, just a little bit, that I cared to ask.

“Fuck no. Why would I pay a bunch of idiots twenty thousand dollars a year when library cards are free?”

“Library cards don’t help you in job interviews. Degrees do.”

“You don’t need a degree to buy stocks or write books.”

“Do you want to be a writer?”

“I am a writer. I don’t really care about getting published, though. I do it because it amuses me. But I could.”

“What do you write?”

“Mysteries, investment books, life advice, philosophy, editorials, investigative journalism, histories, sociology…other shit…”

That is so fucking amazing, I thought. But I tried to play it sort of cool. I failed. “Neat. You sound prolific.”

“Are you calling me fat?”

“Nope.” But I fucking love your curves. “How old are you?”

“Nineteen. How fucking old are you?”

“Twenty two.”

“Where did you go to school?”

“Tische, for dancing.”

“Damn, you really didn’t want to ever have any money, huh?”

“How do you think I ended up at this dump?”

“Hey—I take that personally.”

“I’m kidding. I really like it here—I’d come even if I could afford more than twenty dollars a month.”

I was a little embarrassed at liking Amber so much knowing she was as young as she was. I was also embarrassed by just how much she seemed to have her life under control compared to me.

The rest of the gym denizens were pretty great, too. Usually there’s a macho terror in gyms—everyone’s a little wound up and overly concerned about appearances. They want to be the coolest. To assure everyone that they know what they’re doing. That uncertainty translates into aggression and false bravado—which is ironic because it comes out of being a coward deep down. But Stenson’s seemed to draw a crowd less concerned with appearances. They were there to work out, they did it earnestly without trying to oversell their abilities, and they didn’t seem to mind making mistakes or getting corrections from each other.

Everyone was nice to me as I learned the ropes and corrected me in a warm, laid back way when I made mistakes or stepped on toes. I didn’t actually have many friends in the city—my fellow dancers from Tische had all been neurotic, and I’d thrown myself into the work so completely when I was there that I hadn’t had very much time for socializing or partying, anyway. It had left me somewhat lonely once school was done; I was left with free time around my waitering job and dance auditions and not much to fill it with.

There were one or two meatheads but even they weren’t bad, and there were a few ditzy gym girls, the worst being Brittany; a blonde rich girl who didn’t need to be there but who was set on living a bohemian lifestyle in the oh so exotic land of Brooklyn. Her dad owned an investment firm in the city. She was attractive in a generic, Starbucks kind of way, and she always talked annoyingly about her “gym booty” even though her butt was unremarkable and her skinny body was bland as cardboard compared to Amber’s luscious curves and otherworldly beautiful features. Unfortunately, Brittany also seemed set on acquiring me as some type of dancer gay best friend—to show off her bohemian credentials to her wealthy family, I presumed. The fact that I wasn’t actually gay, or interested in her at all, didn’t seem to deter her in the least. I attempted to avoid the gym around the hours she seemed to be there. It was Amber and her books I was interested in.

I’d always liked to read and I found myself spying what Amber was churning through each day, then stopping by the Brooklyn public library on the way home—a gorgeous old Graeco-Roman building—and picking up a copy myself. I kept a list so I wouldn’t forget things because I couldn’t keep pace with her in real time—she was a rapid, voracious reader. She read every kind of book imaginable. She loved detective novels best, though, and she also devoured romances with delight and in great numbers. I blushed a little checking those out from the library, but I did it all the same.

I also simply spent more time at the gym then I ever practically needed to for physical fitness alone. In the very first week I’d already shown up enough for everyone to remember me and for Amber to take note whenever I came in.

“Hey, new kid, my lifting buddy just moved to San Francisco. You want to be his replacement?”

I tried to keep cool—I was absolutely delighted that, of everyone there, she’d singled me out for extra, private, personal time with her. “Yeah, sure,” I said, but I was blushing with delight and my words caught a little in my throat.

“You’re not going to fuck this up, are you?”

“Nope. Just show me what to do and I’ll obey your every command.”

She smiled at that.

Amber and I started working out together regularly. I had come to try to build more muscle but it hadn’t seemed to be working. My body just didn’t put on very much muscle mass—I’d gone to several gyms over the years and I never seemed to be able to build anything but more fat and plumpness in my bottom and thighs—presumably from all the protein to support the weight lifting. This time was no different. Actually it was worse.

Amber had a girly routine—squats, leg lifts, and other free weight and body weight exercises meant for women. They were meant to build plumper booties, thick thighs, slim waists, and flat stomachs—not manly upper body mass. But I was so enamoured with working out with Amber that I cut out all my other weight lifting so I could work with her every day, and for simplicity I copied her workouts so we could alternate with each other evenly. She seemed to think it was a little weird that I was willing to do that, but at the same time it was something that she actually didn’t tease me about, which made me think she actually liked it in some strange way.

The point being, within a week of arriving at the gym I was actually making my already curvaceous body more girly and feminine, all because I liked this girl so much.


2. Andromeda Park, Sparring Class, and Blossoming Rivalry

I also did yoga there everyday—It was a rough little gym but it was still Brooklyn, so there were still yoga classes available—and three times a week there were grappling and sparring classes. They were new; they started right after I found the gym. I signed up for those immediately.

They were taught by the absolutely stunning owner of the Stenson’s, Andromeda Park, who could incapacitate you with a single hand or foot or, probably, a fierce look. She was a few inches taller than me—five foot nine or ten—and had the body of some alien, voluptuous model. Her waist and upper body were slim, her hands and feet dainty, but her breasts, hips, bottom, and thighs were heavy and thick and ample. She moved with incredible grace and had striking raven black hair and deep, brown eyes. She was part Chinese, part Mongolian, and part Russian, and the combination had been some type of genetic super lottery. It was hard to stay focused around her but she had an incredibly pleasant, warm, welcoming personality.

Amber took them too and was an excellent student—Andromeda often let her lead the exercises, even though we were both new to it. The sparring class was where our rivalry really started. Amber loved to tease and spar in words—she delighted in it. But the classes turned it physical, and she seemed to love that, too. Some people in the class took it lightly, goofing around. Most were diligent and dutiful. But when you were matched up with Amber, you had to be ready to go all out. She always pushed whichever exercise we were doing to the limit—doing it to the greatest extreme of her ability. Because of how she pushed, she got good, fast. I was the second best, at least, behind her. Neither of us had the strength to win easily, but we both had the diligence to make up for it.

We both liked the classes enough to want to practice in our free time, and we agreed to schedule time in the afternoon—after our morning free weight and body weight exercise sessions—to work together on whatever we had learned from the previous class. It was incredibly arousing working with such a curvaceous, jiggly, attractive girl. Our bodies were always sweaty and as we closed in and wrestled we were forced to press and rub and strain against each other. We would often end up on the floor, ample thighs trying to wrap around each other, stomachs and chests pressed together and heaving. One of us would usually end up on our backs or prone, the other straddling them and pinning them down.

I had blushed profusely and been very embarrassed for our first few sessions but I loved them. Even Amber, usually supremely guarded and controlled, was often blushing by the end. I had to always wear two pairs of underwear, and I would often masturbate—thinking about her—before going to the gym, so that I was less likely to get an erection, and the arousal I did have would be contained. By the second week we were already ahead of a lot of the class in precision and still pushing each other hard.

“Stop hitting yourself! Stop hitting yourself!” Amber taunted, repeatedly trapping my wrist in holds and twisting and forcing my hand back into my face.

I let her push towards me then twisted and pulled her past me, tripping her as she went. She tumbled into a pile and I was on her in a second, pinning her wrists back over her head and straddling her. She bucked and twisted wildly, cursing. “That wasn’t part of the fucking exercise, Casey!” she spat out.

“Have to be ready for anything, baby!” I teased, riding her as she bucked and kicked.

Andromeda stepped in. “He’s right Amber; part of this class is about learning to be balanced and ready whenever life throws something at you. But come on guys; get up, stop messing around, and focus.”

I climbed off of her and offered a hand but she pushed it away and got up on her own. Amber could annoy me a little when we sparred or competed at all: she was so concerned with being right and in control that she could be a sore loser—always protesting if she lost the upper hand. It was good to always try to maintain composure in regular life, but it was annoying when one couldn’t admit wrong or defeat in a practice where such things were inherent sometimes. It made me want to beat her even more.

That afternoon our training session was fierce. We decided to practice some of the more advance, striking moves we had learned—hand jabs and kicks. Amber finished up her work and we set up in the middle of the gym, between the weights and the boxing ring. I pushed her hard—sometimes I went easy on Amber because she was a girl, and that was always a mistake—she took any opening I left her and often trounced me if I wasn’t focused, which she always made humiliating. She was a sore winner along with being a sore loser.

We wore padded sparring gloves and soft, padded helmets. We worked back and forth across the room, limbs thwacking off each other, sweat slicking our bodies. We both had ample, gorgeous bottoms and thighs—mine embarrassingly so for a boy—and they jiggled pleasingly in our tight gym clothes as we worked. I noticed appreciative stairs from the guys at the gym, and some of the women, and they weren’t all only directed at Amber. That made me blush. Amber got a trip in and I went to a knee, then she absolutely slugged my jaw and I crashed into the floor with a grunt and gasp.

She was on me in a second, slamming her fists into my face and abdomen. I felt anger and frustration flair inside of me and I struggled as hard as I could but it got overwhelming and I panicked and cried out, “Yield!”

She stepped up, her luscious body flexing and rising beautifully before me, and muttered under her breath but loud enough for me to hear: “What a little bitch.”

“Don’t be an asshole,” I spat.

“Don’t be a weak little bitch, then,” she shot back. She was still annoyed from the class that morning. I decided to put everything into making her pay for that. We reset and started working back and forth again. I feigned a little weakness in my right leg, and pretended to be more exhausted than I was, letting her push me and force me around the floor. She started over extending herself—really throwing everything into her blows. I smiled to myself but kept my face blank, then pretended to nearly stumble from fatigue. She went in hard and I quickly sidestepped her and drove my fist deep into her soft, flat stomach. She gasped and went down choking. I spun around and drove my foot across her helmet padded face, sending her into the floor with a gasp.

She tried to get up but I was on her in a second, pressing my bottom and thighs to her back and sides and twisting her arms behind her. I shoved her face into the mat and ground it down. “Come on now, Amber, don’t be a little bitch!” I teased, echoing her words.

“Fuck you!” was all she managed—we usually cursed and insulted each other jokingly, but it was slowly getting more and more real over the last few days. She shoved me away as I stepped up. “You like beating up on girls, huh? That’s really impressive.”

“You don’t seem to have a problem with it when you’re winning,” I snapped back. We fought hard and viciously for the rest of the session until Amber ended it to take care of more gym duties.

We went on like that for another two weeks. I worked as a waiter in the evenings, so I had free time during the day whenever I wasn’t going to dance auditions. Half our time was spent leaning on the front desk, talking over the books Amber was reading—and which I had always happened to have just recently read myself—and the books she planned to write. The other half was spent competing against each other more and more bitterly, both at sparring and wrestling and at squats and weight lifting—Amber’s competitiveness began spilling over into our other activities. The other gym users took notice and our sparring matches—inside out and outside of class—started to draw observers, and the occasional whoop, jeer, or cheer. That only made Amber’s revelry when I did lose to her all the more embarrassing.


3. Falling Out

I couldn’t decide if I was in love with her or I hated her. Amber seemed indifferent to me—more indifferent than I would’ve liked—when she wasn’t annoyed at me because of our contests. We had only known each other for a month, and for two people who had known each other for such a small amount of time we had a more intense relationship than most. I wanted her but she didn’t seem to want me—only to show me that she was best and then move on to whoever her next competitor was. Amber competed with everyone at the gym—weight lifting form against two hundred pound, six foot two, muscle bound hulks; squat form and knowledge against the other cute gym girls; business know-how against Henri Rackham, the manager; literary knowledge against the old guy who lived across the street and occasionally stopped in to argue books with her; and pretty much anything she could think of with me.

I’d never been good with girls—I’d always been embarrassed because of my plump, feminine figure. I didn’t feel worthy of girls, who all seemed to want—understandably I suppose—muscle bound hunks. I just didn’t have the body to impress them. And secretly—deep down inside—I wasn’t domineering in nature, either. I liked it when Amber bossed me around and tried to humiliate me, in a strange way, even though I felt deeply ashamed at that twinge of passion and enjoyment I felt from her doing it. Men are supposed to be dominant. That’s what girls like. That’s what Amber would like. You shouldn’t waste your time.

So I kept going to the gym, reading everything she read, talking with her lovingly, and competing with her bitterly. I usually brought her coffee—since she had to get there extra early to open everything up—and we’d have a our own private little book club on the desk over coffee every morning.

Occasionally Brittany would show up and draw me away to spot for her, acting like she was doing me a big favor allowing me to interact with her. Then she would do the most ridiculous, faux provocative squats as if this was a big treat she was giving me. Those days were the worst. Other times Henri would be at the desk filling in and I’d give him Amber’s coffee, chat politely, then glumly workout on my own. After a while though Amber started to let me know her schedule—when she would be off and on—which delighted me. She wants me to know when she’s here! Or doesn’t mind if I know, at least.

I badly wanted to take our relationship to some other level, but I was too timid and didn’t know how. I wanted to know where she lived, to be able to call her and take her to coffee on her days off, to sit in her living room and massage her feet and talk about books and writing for hours. I wanted to get to explore the city with her—walk the parks and ride the Roosevelt Island Tramway; go to little dance performances in obscure buildings uptown; and see the museums and get her opinion on every piece of art. But our relationship stayed in a strange limbo—intense but confined to the gym. We were people who saw each other at the gym; we hadn’t broken the barrier to being friends in general—to admitting that it wasn’t just the gym that brought us together but the fact that we just liked each other.

I was just too awkward and hesitant—made worse by how much I liked her—to make the leap. And Amber didn’t push our relationship from her end, which made me assume that she didn’t want more anyway. If Amber wanted something she would let me know—if she hasn’t said anything it means she isn’t interested in me. I had done this before with girls; met a girl I really, really liked and let her slip through my fingers. We would always become good friends, the notion of romance would become absurd between us, and we’d slowly drift apart since I could never have enough from the relationship and the girl would be interested in no more.

Five weeks into my time in the gym things came to a head in our class. Amber was pushing me, physically and verbally, as usual, and I threw a punch hard enough to split her lip. “Oh fuck, I’m so sorry!” I said, affection and concern overruling my defenses and competitiveness. She responded by smashing her head into my face in a headbutt that gave me a black eye and knocked me onto the floor.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa!” Andromeda said, fluidly stepping between us to keep Amber off me as I lay dazed on the floor. “What’s going on with you guys?”

“I don’t know,” Amber practically spat, holding her split lip. “Casey’s being a girly little bitch.”

“Hey,” Andromeda warned.

“I’m fine,” I spat back, even though my head was reeling and I wasn’t actually sure I could stand back up without tipping over. “She can’t hit that hard.”

“You two are done sparring together in this class,” Andromeda said. “I expect better from both of you—come on, guys.”

We both protested at once, strangely enough, turning our attention from each other to her, but she shut us down in a tone that told us both not to push it.

“Fine—I can’t work with him anyway. Look at his girly, ridiculous body. He’s so feminine. I mean look how thick and fat his butt is. He’s practically a girl. The rest of him is so dainty. I can’t fucking learn and push myself with someone so pathetic—I hope you let me work with a real man next. Fuck, even Brittany would be an improvement.”

“What?” Brittany said, stupidly.

I could feel myself blushing in shame. Amber had teased and poked me about my body before—my fat bottom was always on full display when we were squatting, no matter what I did, and my girlish features were apparent to everyone, but it was still humiliating to be called out on it in public, in front of the whole class. I tried to spit something back at her but I could feel tears welling up and my throat felt thick.

“Look—what a little bitch—he’s crying,” she spat.

“At least I’m not an over competitive cunt!” I managed to spit back, although my voice broke at the end. “You can’t admit to losing at anything even though you fucking suck at this!”

“Hey!” Andromeda snapped at both of us.

Amber’s face was red and I could see tears suddenly in her own eyes. “Fuck this,” she spat out and stormed off to the lockers, even though class wasn’t over. Andromeda let her go, though she was usually strict about arrival and departure. There were laughs and murmuring.

“What’s up with her, like, am I right?” Brittany managed to get out. I ignored her.

“You okay?” Andromeda said.

“Yes. Sorry,” I said. I spent the rest of the class sitting on the sidelines watching the moves. When I went back into the locker room to shower and change Amber was their. Her gorgeous, ample curves were wet from the shower she had just taken, and she was wrapped only in a small white gym towel that was all too tiny to handle her bountiful body. It just barely kept her breasts covered, with cleavage almost pouring over the top of it, and the edge just barely reached the end of her bottom.

She bent just slightly to reach into her locker and I got a lovely view of her booty cleavage—the crease where the soft mound of her fat, pert bottom met her thigh. I was struck nearly breathless with how attractive she was, and she looked up and caught me staring. I glanced away and busied myself at my own locker in the guy’s part of the locker room.

I bit my lip and swallowed. “Amber…” I said, struggling to have the courage to actually say something I needed to for once in my life. I wanted to apologize but I was still angry, and it was awkward and hard to find the words.

I heard her quickly tugging on her clothes and before I could get more words out she stormed out. I showered glumly and dressed myself. When I came out she was at the desk, determinedly talking to Darren—who was one of the biggest meathead, muscle-bound alpha males at the gym—and laughing overly loud. I guess that’s who she wants, then. He was the exact opposite of me. I walked past and left.


4. Party Foul and Broken Glass

I didn’t come back to the gym for two days, but then ran into Henri, the manager, at the local grocer and he invited me to a party at the gym the following night. “We have a party every month or two—just a chance for everyone to hang out and drink together instead of working out like we usually do.”

“Thanks,” I said. I hadn’t realized that Henri even knew who I was. I guess giving him Amber’s coffees on her days off payed off.

“Amber will be there,” he added before he left.

I wanted to ask everything about her—was she still angry at me? What did she even think of me? What was she like from his view? What kind of guys did she usually date? Did she date guys? Could she ever love me? That’s fucking stupid. Why would you want her to love you—you don’t love Amber. You just… I didn’t know how to finish the thought. All I managed to Henri was a lame, “Oh,” and then he went off to continue his shopping.

I got ready for the party carefully. I donned a pair of skinny black jeans, low top white canvas sneakers, and a black button up shirt. I had never been able to grow facial hair—my face had always been completely smooth—so I didn’t need to shave, but I tried to arrange my hair carefully. No matter what I did my blonde hair always ended up looking cute and girly.

When I got there the gym was packed—all its regulars were there at once. Calm, edgy dance music was playing, the lights were dim, a table was set up with food and a ton of alcohol, and people were milling about dancing and talking. Brittany Connors emerged like some horror movie monster out of the crowd and immediately latched on to me. She was talking about her family’s yacht adventure, going to a club last night with girlfriends, and how, “That Amber girl is so weird, isn’t she?” Everyone at the gym likes her except you, you dumb bitch, I thought miserably. What made things even worse was that it was clear Brittany wasn’t willing to fuck me; she wanted me as a sort of dancer boy toy to go along with her collection, which made me feel pathetic. I couldn’t even use her to make Amber jealous, I thought miserably. I resolved to drink heavily.

Amber had been sitting in a corner with her own drink. I’d missed talking with her the last three mornings—and training with her in the afternoons—badly, but I was also too angry and bitter to try to patch things up. I drank for most of the night and didn’t enjoy myself. By eleven o’clock I was hammered and felt ill, but I was so drunk that my inhibitions were crumbling. I wanted Amber back. I desperately needed her.

She had moved to the counter, where the drinks were, and was serving as a bartender for the party. She was always so cool, calm, and composed—when she wasn’t trying to beat the spit out of you. She was wearing a tiny little black dress and six inch heels that went halfway up her gorgeous calves in an ornate design. The dress showed off every inch and curve of her body wonderfully, and her naked, lissome legs were on full display.

I was still stinging from her making fun of my girly body—I wanted her to apologize and I wasn’t willing to take back my own cruel words on my own. She has the most perfect, voluptuous body I’ve ever seen and it pales in comparison to her personality and her mind. She could’ve easily been a porn star or an actor. Her body dripped with power and raw, open sexuality. But I would’ve loved her if she was a brain in a jar. Do I love Amber Bentley? Finally something broke down inside of me. I couldn’t bear my desire for her anymore—her body and soul ruled and controlled me, even from afar with her doing nothing. I couldn’t resist her. I felt myself stumbling to the bar as if I was caught in a current.

She looked up, bit her lip considering me, and started to say, “Can I get you something?”

“Come home with me,” I blurted out. That’s how guys do it in movies, right?

Her mouth dropped open a little and then she snapped it shut, blushing, and started to speak, but I cut her off.

“Look, I don’t want anything from you. You don’t have to date me,” I know you want some muscled stud, not me. “Just one night,” I practically begged. “I mean—no—what I’m saying is: just let me go home with you, just…” What the fuck am I saying? All I wanted to get out was that I wanted her desperately—needed her desperately—and that I would do anything to be with her—to be hers. I would be her dog if that’s all she would let me. But I was an idiot and an awkward coward, so I couldn’t just say that. I was still angry at her, too, and it was hard confessing my deepest feelings to the girl I was in love with—especially when I wouldn’t even admit to myself that I was madly in love with her. All of it, and the alcohol, tripped me up.

“I’m not worth dating, huh? Just good for a one night fuck?” she said bitterly. “Wow, what a flattering offer, Casey. Is it because I’m too fat or too much of a cunt?”

Her anger bit into me. Suddenly I felt embarrassed for trying to lay myself before her like this.

“No, I…” I tried to correct but couldn’t find the words.

“What?” she asked.

“Casey we’re going to get tapas—come on!” Brittany yelled from the other side of the gym, standing with a few of her group.

What the fuck are tapas? My drunk brain wondered. “Just a…just a minute!” I said, waving my hand and trying to get her to go the fuck away.

“Am I not pretty enough for you to date? What, do you need a side chick until Brittany’s available?” she spat out.

“What the fuck are you even talking about?” I spat back, both genuinely confused and angry at how unreasonable she was being. I’m trying to fucking fix this.

Darren came over and took Amber’s hand to pull her onto the dance floor. “Why don’t you get out of here and have fun with your crush, Casey.”

“Why don’t you go fuck yourself!” I whispered back so only she could hear.

“Maybe I will because I know you couldn’t do the job with your pathetic, girly cock! Or maybe I’ll have Darren do it!”

“What?” Darren said dumbly.

“Fucking dumb cunt,” I spat back at her.

“Pathetic, girly, sissy bitch,” she replied, and I actually knocked her drink off the bar and sent it smashing into the wall.

“Enjoy clean up,” I said and in the same motion turned and stormed away from the bar, reeling and drunk, following after Brittany and her group but splitting off as soon as we were outside.

I didn’t see it then but behind me Amber was kneeling down over the broken glass, cleaning up the shards and blinking tears from her eyes.


5. Emotional Explosion

The next day I was so angry that I stopped avoiding the gym and went in for grappling class. Andromeda was calmly leading it and directed me to work with Kent, a nice regular. Amber was on the opposite side of the floor working calmly with Darren. Things went smoothly.

Until Kent had to leave early to pick up a friend stranded at the airport.

“It’s fine, I can work with him,” someone said from behind me. It was Amber. “Darren sprained his wrist.”

Andromeda considered her carefully, as if to say, “Don’t fuck around in my class,” then shrugged and said, “Whatever you two want.” I blushed a little at that for some reason. I squared up next to Amber to practice some simple holds and blocking drills.

We were supposed to swing from the side just to practice forearm blocks. Her first strike hit me square in the face. I let out an indignant cry and grabbed at her. She stepped back and got another square blow right into my face. I felt dizzy and disoriented.

“Fucking cheater!” I spit out as she leapt forward and pressed her advantage, raining punches and shin strikes into me.

“Fucking crybaby!” she spit back.

“Hey!” Andromeda snapped.

“What, want teacher to break it up for you?” Amber sneered, throwing another two jabs before Andromeda moved in and she stepped off.

“I could destroy you!” I shot back.

Andromeda shoved us a apart and Amber fumed for a few seconds then turned and shoved her finger at me. “I can’t deal with him anymore. He’s harassing me. He needs to go.”

“That’s fucking ridiculous!” I spluttered back at her.

“I’m not kicking Casey out,” Andromeda said.

“Amber works here; I think she’s the one being unprofessional,” I said.

“Relax,” Andromeda said to us both.

“I’m sick of you hanging around all the time—it’s weird!” Amber said.

That made me blush and I could feel tears coming to my eyes.

“You like having me around!”

“I don’t,” she said flatly and convincingly.

“You’re such a bitch!” I said. I was never good at arguing, but passion for Amber and anger at her made my tongue quicker and sharper than usual. I was getting responses off at least, even if they weren’t particularly inventive.

“Watch it,” said Andromeda.

“What if he agrees to leave?” Amber said.

“Well I wouldn’t stop Casey from leaving if he chooses to,” Andromeda said dryly.

Amber turned to me, her eyes sharp. “I don’t want to see you anymore. Will you please stop coming to this gym?” she said with a sickening sweetness.

I could feel tears again and took a moment, then said, flatly, “No. I’m planning on taking extra classes, actually, and I signed up for six months, if you remember.”

Everyone was watching us like we were a dramatic scene in a movie. I could practically see the popcorn bags in their hands. Amber considered me for a second then continued. “Fine. Then I’ll make you a contest, if you’re not too much of a girl to take it: fight me in the boxing ring.”

“Why?”

“If I win you have to leave. You’re not going to be a sissy and turn down a fight, are you? I mean, you’ve clearly shown you’re willing to fight girls.”

I glared at her for a moment, fuming. “Fine with me. But if I win you have to leave—quit your job here and everything.”

“Fine.” Then to Andromeda: “Do you hear that: if Casey loses he has to leave.”

Andromeda shrugged. “If you two both agree to this stupid thing, I’ll enforce it.”

“Tomorrow,” Amber said.

“Fucking fine,” I muttered, tugging off my gloves and checking my nose for blood. I turned and started to storm out of the gym without showering and Amber called after me.

“Wait.” I turned. “I’m upping the stakes. If you agree to fight me, and you lose to me, I’m fucking your girly butt.”

“…W-what?” I felt myself blushing.

“You heard me: I’m going to take a strap-on and pound you in your fat, jiggly bottom like the girl you are.”

My mouth was hanging open and I was blushing. Amber was blushing too; flushed with anger and exertion and…maybe passion? I pushed the thought out of my mind.

“You deserve to be used and humiliated and I’m going to give it to you, unless you agree to just leave the gym right now without a fight.”

I couldn’t stop myself from looking questingly at Andromeda. Her mouth was a little open too, and she looked surprised, but she only cocked an eyebrow and shrugged again. “I’ll moderate the fight. You can do what you want afterwards; I’ll make sure the loser abides by the rules as far as possible. It’s up to you two if this is what you feel like you…need.”

“Fine. I agree. But I get to fuck your…bottom…when I win.” I struggled to say such dirty things in front of everyone. It sent a shiver of pleasure and excitement through me just thinking about getting to stick my hard cock into Amber’s ample, fat ass and pound her until we both came. This is so strange and so wrong and so hot! Is this really happening? Did she really suggest this? Do I have a concussion or something?

“I would hate that, but you’re not going to win, so: deal,” she said.

“Well I would hate to get butt fucked by you. But there’s no way you’re beating me, so I agree, too.”


6. Fight Night

I had butterflies in my stomach for the rest of that day and the next. The match was in the evening, after regular gym hours. I washed myself thoroughly then headed over. As I entered the gym I heard a buzzing. I reached the top of the stairs: the place was packed with regulars. I felt my heart rise into my throat. Amber was in the ring warming up. She was wearing a tight, white top and a very tight pair of little black spandex booty shorts. Her long, lissome legs were sheened with sweat and on full display. Her gorgeous breasts swayed and jiggled even with the sports bra underneath her shirt. Her lovely, petite feet were bare.

I went and changed and stretched in the locker room, then took a few deep breaths and stepped back out and into the ring. I was wearing a tight little navy t-shirt and a very short, tight pair of navy running shorts. They strained to stretch over my bottom and I felt very exposed in them, but they would stay out of the way, too, and wouldn’t get me tangled up. I heard cheers and laughter. The crowd was in good spirits—they did love competition when they could get it. Plus, this was a private, special contest that only they got to see—a strange new ritual, almost, that could really only happen in this strange gym.

Scenes of me passionately pounding Amber’s bottom as she sweated and sweetly moaned floated luridly through my mind.

Andromeda stepped into the ring with us—tall, elegant, and powerful. She was wearing a really sexy, tiny referee outfit: tight, very tiny black spandex shorts and a tight, striped referee top that left her ample breasts on full display. She usually dressed in slightly more reserved clothes while she was running the gym, and it was fun to see her in a more playful outfit. There was something really sexy about the contrast between her playful outfit and her elegant, regal figure and features.

Amber and I both tugged on padded striking gloves and padded headgear.

“We’re going to the first submission—however long that may take,” Andromeda said. “Per the agreement of both the contestants, the winner gets to do anything they want to the loser, for however long they want.” The crowd whooped at that. Andromeda seemed to be enjoying herself. “Do you both agree to that and understand?”

“Agree,” Amber said.

“Agree,” I said.

Andromeda had us touch gloves then stepped aside and the fight started. I leapt at Amber and pushed hard, hurling strikes and kicks at her. Amber backed up, blocking and shoving my blows away. I got her against the ropes and hit her several times in the face but she finally ducked and barreled into me. We both crashed onto the floor of the ring—grappling—then scrambled apart, neither of us wanting to risk getting pinned by the other so early. I circled her, waiting for an opening, then leapt forward. We started hitting each other, back and forth, as hard as we could.

We were both still sloppy—we’d been doing this for all of a month, and our blows were imprecise and slow compared to any real, trained fighter. Fighting in real life doesn’t look anything like the grace and power of a Rocky movie, anyway, even if it is between professionals. But still, we had been working hard, and we weren’t completely talentless. Plus, anger and passion pushed us far beyond our normal limits. That passion and anger made it compelling, too, and people were perched on the edge of their seats and leaning forward.

Fights are exhausting. This fight was exhausting. I was using every part and system of my body. Every single muscle I had burned. My lungs burned. My mind strained to its limits looking for openings and advantages. My breath quickly became ragged and desperate. My arms, shoulders, thighs, calves, and bottom were all straining in exertion. Every part of me was straining. I felt like I was going to throw up. Pain lanced through me from each one of Amber’s strikes. We were both drenched in sweat—soaking our tight clothes and making them cling all the more.

Amber was flushed and gasping in breaths, too. I should’ve been stronger, as a man, but I had been following her workout regimen for the last month and a half, and I was petite anyway. I realized with alarm that she was actually, possibly, a fraction stronger than me. She was fast, too, and she had an inch of height on me. And—because of her perfect work ethic and constant need for competition—she had slightly more endurance than me. Her breath was still ragged and gasping, but she was handling it better.

I had been sure I was going to be able to crush her. I’d spent the day fantasizing about her body and even avoided masturbating because I wanted to be ready to pummel her butt. I’m going to get to butt-fuck Amber Bentley I had thought in amazement. Now, though, the fight was slowly shifting. The faintest smirk trailed across Amber’s lovely lips. My blows were getting weaker and weaker and she started to press, now, driving me around the ring. She got in a hard strike to my stomach, then another to the side of my head, and I started to feel dizzy and off balance. Fuck, fuck, fuck! my mind was screaming. The thought of losing was mortifying—unimaginable. I can’t get publicly butt-fucked—butt-fucked by a girl in front of a crowd of practically everyone I know in the city! The spectators were cheering, jeering, Ooo-ing and aah-ing.

No, I can’t lose, I told myself. She’s exhausted, too, and she’s a girl! I pressed, hard, and drove Amber back across the ring, but then she tripped me and was on me in a second. We rolled around in the ring, our sweaty, voluptuous bodies straining and twisting over each other. We grunted and moaned and gasped for oxygen. Struggling against another person is one of the most physically strenuous things I had ever done—more difficult than any weight lifting, or running, or sprinting. Amber was giving her all to beat me and I was giving my all to beat her—it was about pitting everything you had against everything someone else had.

It was also incredibly arousing. Her lovely, sweaty thighs slapped and wrapped around me. My stomach pressed against her own gorgeous, heaving stomach. Her ample breasts squished against me and rubbed over me. Her lovely neck was there right next to my mouth. Her sweet grunts filled my ears. Her wet sweat covered me. Anger flashed in her beautiful eyes, so close to mine. Her lovely smell filled my nostrils; sweat and a lovely girly smell—flowers and girly soaps and conditioners.

She slipped around behind me, wrapped her legs around my waist, and twisted my arm backwards, forcing my face into the mat. Pain shot through my arm and back. I panicked—bucking and kicking hard—and just managed to break free again. I wrenched my arm away and we both flew to our feet. I fucking did it! I pressed back at her, attacking, and then threw myself into her, knocking us both back to the ground. I wrapped my arms around hers from behind, putting her into a headlock. She bucked and twisted. My crotch was pressed up against her jiggly, spandex clad booty and it ground and mashed against me wonderfully. Arousal and exhaustion and desperation flooded through me. Amber drove the back of her head into my face once, then again, stunning me, then managed to bend a flexible leg up and drive it into my stomach then crotch. It was an awkward angle but it was enough to push her away and to make me flinch.

She wrenched free and we both scrambled up. I was swaying and dizzy. She circled me now. “Bit off a little more than you could chew, huh?” she taunted.

“Fuck you!”

“Did little Casey think that it would be easy to beat a girl? How humiliating that you’re going to lose, now.”

“I haven’t lost yet! I’m going to fucking kick your ass!” I spat out. My words came out in gasps.

“I’m going to fuck that sweet, fat butt so hard. Fuck it’s going to be so humiliating for you getting pounded in front of all these people. I’m going to make you cum from your bottom. You’re going to get butt-fucked by a girl in front of everyone!”

The crowd murmured and laughed and cheered on her smack talk.

“Fuck you!” was all I could gasp. “There’s no way I’m losing to you!”

“You’re right. Enough talk,” she said matter of factly.

Then she skipped forward, still light on her feet, and started raining blows down on me. This can’t be happening! I blocked desperately, trying to hit back, but she was relentless. She drove me onto the ropes and hit me again, and again, and again. Just hold on! I screamed to myself. Then there was an opening—I drove my fist into her stomach and she stumbled back, gasping like a pig. Fuck yes I did it!

But then my world turned upside down. I tried to leap forward and my legs practically gave out. I was exhausted. Amber ducked my swing, sidestepped, and drove her knee into my stomach then her fist into the side of my head. I went down, hard. No, no, no I can’t lose! This can’t be happening! I desperately tried to struggle to my feet but only made it to my knees. She spun and elegantly kicked me back into the floor.

“You feel so certain, so deep inside of you, that you’re going to win. But you’re going to lose all the same,” she said, gasping but matter of fact. I screamed at myself to get up, but it was over. I got onto my hands and knees and she kicked me in the stomach. I tried to crawl away from her, pathetically, and she kicked me again, then knelt and hit me in the face. I was dazed and exhausted and overwhelmed. Amber’s gorgeous body pressed over mine—she lowered her thick bottom onto my stomach and her thighs squeezed my sides—then she rained blows onto my face, chest, and sides.

Don’t tap out! Fight! I begged my body. My chest was heaving. We were both absolutely soaked in sweat. I tried to raise my arms in defense but she disdainfully twisted them out of the way and kept pummeling me. I let out a yell and used everything I had to try to shove her off of me, but she rode me and stayed on, pushed my hands out of the way again, and tugged me up off the ground by the collar of my shirt, ripping it. I grabbed at her arm desperately, trying to free myself. “How pathetic,” she said with disdain.

“Fuck you!” I moaned.

She hit me hard in the face back into the ground and I went limp. She tucked my arms to my sides and pinched them with her thick thighs.

“He’s fucking done!” she shouted. The crowd was loving it.

“Yep. It’s over,” Andromeda confirmed. Everything was warm and hazy from my beating.

“I want to hear him confess it,” Amber said and rolled me onto my stomach. She pressed her knee up between my legs, squashing my tightly wrapped cock and balls. She twisted my arms up behind me as she did it. Pain shot through my body. I held out as long as I could, trying to strain against her, but my body was exhausted—she had beaten me down and simply worn me out. It was hopeless. The pain became too much and I was overwhelmed by her.

“I yield!” I moaned out, pathetically, and went limp beneath her.


7. Humiliating Public Submission

“Say it again!” she commanded, making me beg pitifully.

“I yield!” I moaned.

“Say: ‘I’m a pathetic loser.’”

“I’m a pathetic loser!”

“‘I lost to Amber. I’m a boy and I lost to a girl!’”

“I lost to Amber! I’m a boy and I lost to a girl!”

“‘I’m going to get my pale, fat butt fucked!’”

“I’m going to get my pale, fat butt fucked!”

“‘Amber is going to reveal me as the pathetic little girl I am!’”

The spectators jeered playfully and laughed and taunted at what Amber made me say. I was blushing and I could feel tears of shame welling up in my eyes but the pressure on my cock from her knee, the pain of having my arms twisted so cruelly, and the exhaustion were all too much for me to resist.

“Amber is going to reveal me as the pathetic little girl I am!” I sobbed, completely debasing and humiliating myself.

“Now beg me to let you go.”

I looked to Andromeda for help through my hazy vision but she just shrugged, as if to say: “You get what you agreed to.”

“Please, please Amber let me go. It hurts!”

“Not convinced!”

I struggled. “You won. You’re better than me! You were always better than me!”

“Still not convinced!” She pressed her thigh into my cock harder.

“Please! I’ll do anything!”

“Say what you’ll do,” she breathed dominantly into my ear, pressing my cock and arms even harder.

“I’m your slave now! You’re my master!” I squealed and moaned desperately. “Fuck my butt, turn me into a girl, humiliate and ravish me in front of everyone! Own me! I’m yours! I’m nothing but your pathetic fucktoy slave slut!” I gasped out.

She let me go and flung my arms to the mat, disdainfully. She stood up and planted her foot on my fat bottom. “Pretty fucking pathetic, huh?” she called to the crowd, and they cheered and laughed. They weren’t being cruel about it—it was all part of the fun; part of the game our strange community had decided to engage in, led there by Amber.

“Bring him to the center of the mat,” Andromeda said.

Amber twined her fingers through my hair, yanking me up to my hands and knees and making me crawl to the center. My limbs were trembling and I could barely make it. She tugged me up so my fat butt was sitting back on my feet and my face was pressed against one of her ample thighs. “Clasp your arms behind your back,” she commanded, and I obeyed, miserably.

“The winner!” Andromeda said, taking Amber’s wrist and raising her arm over her head in victory. Everyone cheered. “And the loser,” she finished, and planted one of her own bare feet against my chest and kicked me over, laying me out on my back.

“He’s yours. Do whatever you want with him,” Andromeda said.

“Gladly,” Amber said with a smirk.


8. Publicly Shaved

We had been wearing padded gloves, so neither of us was actually bleeding, but my entire body was covered in bruises, and I felt sore and more exhausted than I’d ever felt. Deep shame and revulsion coursed through me. Amber stepped outside of the ring and carried a duffel bag and a bucket back in. The bucket had soapy water in it.

“Look at you: you’re disgusting. I could never fuck you like this. We have to clean you up,” she said, loud enough for everyone to hear and cheer her on. She squatted down and, tentatively for a moment but then becoming more sure, she ran her hand over my naked thigh, then up and down my leg, feeling the hair and the soft, exposed skin. Her eyes were full of strange passion that surprised me. Almost in a trance, she reached up to the waistband of my shorts. “Are you ready to be exposed in front of everyone for losing to a girl, loser?” she said.

I could only blush in shame. “Please, this is so embarrassing,” I mumbled.

“Tough luck; shouldn’t have made the bet then, huh, baby?”

She let go of the waistband and forcefully tugged me up by my hair so that I was standing, lissome legs trembling. She told me to clasp my arms behind my back and I did. Then, so the whole crowd had a perfect view of my fat bottom, she tugged my shorts down. I had on just a little white pair of underwear beneath them. She tugged them down, too, and I stepped out of them. My cock and bottom were on full display for everyone to see; I was left completely naked from the waist down. Everyone cheered and egged her on. I was sweating and blushing profusely. I had never felt so ashamed in my life. My naked cock and fat, naked bottom were just hanging out—I’d never felt so vulnerable and exposed!

Amber forced me back down onto the mat, onto my hands and knees. “I’m going to have to shave you now so you’re not a dirty little pig when I fuck you.” She got the bucket and took a sopping wet, soapy sponge out of it. She slopped the soapy water over my naked ass and thighs and calves. It felt really good—having the girl I was in love with touch me forcefully like that. Soapy water ran down my naked buttocks and across my exposed, trembling anus.

She took a pink razor from the bag and began working on me. The blade slid and tugged over my skin, taking the hair with it. She dipped it in the bucket from time to time to rinse it. It felt really, really good, and I realized, mortified, that my cock was starting to get erect. Amber noticed immediately. “Well, well, well—it looks like we have an exhibitionist slut! Do you like getting shaved, baby? How shameful—getting turned on from a girl publicly beating you and shaving you. Are you so embarrassed? Answer for the crowd!”

“Yes,” I said, pathetically. People were laughing nervously and urging Amber on. She shaved all the way up my fat thighs until they were silky smooth and bare. She ran her hand over them and it felt so good—my skin was like velvet. I’d always had only light hair on my body, but I’d never shaved before and I had no idea it felt so wonderful. I willed my cock to not respond but it was hopeless—I was already half erect. My nipples were pert and hard, too, poking through my sweat drenched t-shirt.

Amber reached my most delicate and private place and, hand trembling with excitement, she reached her fingers down and caressed my anus. She’s touching me there. It was the strangest but most intimate moment we’d had so far. I can’t believe Amber is touching my naked anus. She’s caressing my sphincter!

“I can’t believe I’m touching you here,” she blurted out, not for anyone but me to hear.

“I…I know,” I said, voice faltering, unable to find the words.

She tugged on a few of my little hairs down there, teasing me, and then raised her voice for the crowd, “Look at all these dirty, slutty little hairs—a good whore keeps herself shaved to be ready for when she gets fucked. What do you have to say?”

I thought I was going to explode with shame. “Sorry,” I blurted out. “Sorry I’m dirty!”

She tugged another few hairs out, making me squeal involuntarily. “‘Sorry, Mistress,’” she corrected me.

“Sorry Mistress Amber!”

“Good girl,” she cooed. She tugged one fat buttock to the side then slowly, carefully soaped my anus and shaved the hair away. The razor tugging away the little hairs felt amazing. She moved very slowly and carefully until it was all gone, then she made several passes of the razor over the smooth skin. She set it down when she was satisfied and ran her bare hand over my naked, wet asshole. “Damn, you’re so smooth now,” she muttered. Her hand massaging my naked sphincter was too much to resist—my cock rose to a full, intense erection.

“This slut likes getting her ass shaved!” she said, tugging me up off my hands and back onto my knees to show off my erection to the crowd. She was kneeling behind me and while she had me up she took the opportunity to plant one warm, sucking kiss on my neck. I let out a little gasping moan and tried to bite it back. It felt really good. I had no idea my neck was so sensitive. “You like that?” she whispered, nibbling at my ear.

“I lost, so you can do whatever you want to me—I have to obey…” I mumbled, defensively. But I loved it.

“Eh, I’ll take obedience for now.” She pressed me onto my back and finished shaving my legs, then she spread them wide apart and shaved between them. Then she shaved my pathetic, throbbing balls and cock.

It was the first time she touched my cock.

Her delicate fingers moved it and my balls around domineeringly, putting it wherever she needed for my shaving. She moved it deftly and surely. Amber Bentley is touching my cock! I thought, in shock.

“Little slutty landing strip bush or shave him bare?” she asked the crowd. They cheered one or the other. “Landing strip wins it! Lucky girl—you’ll look so cute,” she teased me. She shaved the little bush of blonde hair above my cock into a neat little heart shape that ended about an inch above my cock base.

“I can’t wait to tug on this and tease you while I’m fucking your butt,” she said.

She tore my shirt open—like some rough romance hero ripping open the bodice of some innocent, gasping heroine—then tugged it off of me. She shaved my armpits, which felt surprisingly good as well. “Hands and knees again,” she commanded, and I obeyed. She took the bucket and poured it over my bottom and legs to wash away the little hairs and suds. The warm water cascading over my newly shaved flesh felt amazing. My legs and ass were still left slicked with a soapy sheen on them and they shone gorgeously.

“Hmm—out of water,” she said. “But I kind of like you all soapy and slicked up.”

“You’re cleaning this up later,” Andromeda said of the ring. She was leaning in a corner, watching with wide, interested eyes and a calm smirk on her face.

“No problem,” Amber assured her.


9. Spanking, Enema, and Confession

Amber lifted me up from my knees onto her shoulder and stood with me, carrying me around the ring on a victory lap—like I was her little, girly shoulder candy. Her confident fingers reached up and squeezed a big handful of my slick butt. She twisted it around and shook it, then planted a resounding spank on my booty—making my fat ass jiggle and shake under the blow. The spectators cheered and whooped, loving the show.

She spanked me five more times, alternating cheeks and rubbing each spank in. My bottom jiggled and shook lewdly under each one. It felt really, really good and I was incredibly turned on from being carried and manhandled by her. I just feel so helpless and vulnerable…I…I love this. “Look at that lewd booty jiggle—can you believe this is a boy’s butt? He works out his bottom all the time even though it was already fat to start with—he obviously wants attention here!” she said to the crowd. I blushed deeply.

She massaged her hand thoroughly up and down across my naked asshole. “Do you want attention here, slut? You know what to say.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped out in shock, intensely aroused. I didn’t want to answer but I felt like trying to protest and resist would be even more embarrassing right now—I’d agreed to the game and our deal, after all.

“Where do you want attention? Tell me.”

“I want attention in my big, fat bottom and my… my tight asshole!” I moaned out, humiliated.

“What a good slut!” she cooed. “Come here, slut.” She finished her victory lap around the ring with me over her shoulder and set me down in the middle. “Arms behind your back,” she said, and I obeyed. She went to the bag and drew out something little and pink. I felt fresh shame and mortification course through me. Amber lifted the pink lingerie up for the crowd to see and they cheered her on—she was an impressive showman.

She walked to me, sultry and smirking. “Is this what you wanted? Is this why you spent so much time exercising that booty? Put them on,” she commanded. I was blushing very, very deeply, but she had control of me; I couldn’t resist. She had beat me squarely and she just had so much power and momentum. It washed over me and I was carried along with it.

I took the panties in my trembling hands and stepped into them. My legs were still smeared with soapy water and grime and sweat and they dirtied the fresh panties. The lacy fabric felt incredible getting tugged up over my velvety, smooth thighs. The panties were small—too tight for my ample butt—and I had to hop and wriggle and tug to peel them over my ass. Finally they slid into place and my bottom hung out of them. They were only thong sized and they left me completely exposed. My cock peaked out over the little triangle in front which was snugly wrapping my tight balls. The fabric strained to wrap and contain my fat butt. It all felt so good. Amber hooked the bra onto me. It was a cut-out, cupless bralette. All it had was some little pink lacy straps. It framed my titties and left my nipples pert and exposed.

“Spin to let everyone see you,” she said. I did it—a cute, trembling dancer’s spin—then she brought me to the ropes with a hand in my hair. She told me to bend forward and hang onto them. “Count,” she commanded. “Losers get spanked. This is your punishment for pretending to be a boy. You need to learn that you’re a girl, and submissive, and meant to be fucked in your bottom by dominant girls,” and with that her hand slapped into one of my fat buttocks, setting it jiggling.

“One!” I gasped out. She spanked me and I counted. She wrapped her hand around my throat and squeezed gently as she beat my butt. Being spanked by Amber while she choked me was probably the the single most erotic thing I’d ever experienced up until that point, and it was just the start of our night. Her slaps were firm and fast. The sound of her hand smacking my wet flesh filled the room. I moaned and could feel tears spilling from my eyes. It hurt but it felt so good, and every five or so spanks she would stop and rub my butt, turning the sting to intense pleasure. “Twenty!” I gasped out, voice a trembling moan. She rubbed it in then rubbed deep between my bottom, teasing my anus.

“Pull these fat cheeks apart!” she commanded. I did, spreading myself for her with my hands. She delivered two stinging spanks directly to my anus—protected only by the thin strip of pink thong and peaking out around its edges. I gasped cutely and moaned and she kissed my neck and nibbled at my ear again. “Good slut, taking your spanking so well,” she said into my ear, voice trembling a little with arousal. Does Amber actually like me? I thought this was just to humiliate me…I pushed the thought away because it was too much to hope for. She can’t stand you. This is just a game to her. Just take your punishment for being a loser and get it over with. Fuck, I’m never going to be able to come back to the gym now. That sucks. I really liked it here.

She turned me around, laid me back against the ropes, and hooked my arms over the top rope. She tore strips from my shredded shirt and bound my wrists and elbows to the rope. Then she lifted my fat, lissome legs and bound them at the knees to the middle rope. My naked butt hung down—it was at a good angle for her to fuck me and left me on full display for the crowd. It turned me on so much being tied and made helpless by her, and my cock absolutely throbbed in erection. “You’ve been put into bondage now. Does that turn you on so much? Answer everything I ask you or I’m going to spank you more and pinch your cute, pert nipples. And don’t fucking lie—I can see you’re turned on from your pathetic, girly erection!”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Yes what?”

“Yes I’m…turned on from being put into bondage by you.”

She went to the bag and drew out the instrument of my anal destruction. It was a big pink cock—fat, curved, long, and lifelike, except for the color—with veins running down it and a big, bulbous, mushroom-like head. It was easily eight inches long, and very thick around. It was double sided, too, with a smaller pink egg on the other side to fit into Amber and give her pleasure and more control of the cock. She bent sultrily before me and tugged her own tight, black little shorts off. She had only a gorgeous little set of black panties on underneath them and she tugged them off, too, leaving her in only her tight little top. My eyes drank in her gorgeous nakedness. I had never seen her naked before and I loved it. She was so beautiful. She was shaved completely smooth except for a short, neat little rectangular landing strip above her pussy. The crowd cheered her on as she got naked. She turned in front of them and I got to see her lovely, fat bottom. I drank in every exposed inch of her.

She walked to me, powerful and disdainful, and tugged my panties way to the side, letting my cock and balls pop out, and exposing my tight hole. She doused my entire bottom, anus, and cock in slick, sticky anal lube from the duffel bag, then slicked her own cock with it and tossed the bottle aside. She rubbed the lube around, spreading it over my butt.

And then, for a moment, we were all alone. It felt like it was just us in that ring—the crowd disappeared. Her mouth hung a little open with hunger and her eyes met mine. We held each other’s gaze. She wasn’t teasing or joking anymore. I could see only want and passion and…love, even? I told myself I was delusional. Don’t embarrass yourself even more; just get it over with. But when she spoke her voice was raw with emotion.

“Are you okay?” she said, words trembling with desire.

I paused for only half a moment and then nodded and managed only, “Yes,” in my own trembling voice. She stepped close to me, her stomach pressing against mine, her cock pushing my own smaller one around. She took me by the waist to hold us close.

“We can stop now, if you want,” she conceded. But then, not wanting to stop, “But I did win you, by right.”

I was too embarrassed to confess completely to her. But I didn’t want this thing to end between us—I was too in love with Amber. I wanted her too badly. I cast my eyes downward, embarrassed, and forced words out. “You won, fair and square. You get to do…whatever you want to me. I won’t resist what you do to me…”

She smiled, a small, happy smile, and pinched one of my nipples, gently and lovingly. “Well, that is true. I beat you and did win you by right.” She reached down and took my lubed up cock in a firm, commanding grip then started to slowly, luxuriously masturbate it, all the way up and down the shaft. I gasped and moaned in pleasure. Amber’s masturbating my cock! I’d never been masturbated by a girl before. It was incredibly hot. Her domineering, sure grip felt so good moving up and down my hard, trembling shaft. “Tell me when you’re about to cum,” she commanded loud enough for the crowd to hear.

“I’m already really close!” I gasped urgently.

She dropped my cock and stepped back, masturbating her own. “You want to cum?”

“No,” I lied, embarrassed.

“I think you do—that hard little cock gives away your lie. And that throbbing, passionate asshole. I could feel it throbbing when I touched you there. Don’t lie. Tell me you want to get fucked in your asshole, slave. Confess your desires in front of all these people—unless you want to get spanked again.”

I was blushing intensely but somewhere deep inside of me I wanted to say it, and Amber’s command let me—being ordered and in bondage broke down the barriers that had imprisoned me. “Yes, I want to get butt-fucked by you,” I moaned out pathetically.

“Beg more,” she said, stepping up and pressing the bulbous head against my defenseless opening.

“Please stuff that cock in my bottom and pound me!” I moaned. A deep scarlet blush was covering my whole face and chest, but I felt thrillingly aroused and alive. I can’t believe this is happening! It’s so humiliating and shameful! What’s fucking wrong with me? And everyone’s seen me! I’m going to have to move out of the city after to avoid all of these people…

But my thoughts were interrupted by Amber massaging my asshole and pressing something against it. She had retrieved an enema bag from the duffel and brought it over. The nozzle was large and pink—the size of all four of my fingers at least. “To help it stay in your booty,” she explained. She rubbed and massaged the plug over my tight gate. “Is this your first anal penetration?” she asked. “Tell the crowd.”

“Yes!” I confessed. “I’m a…I’m an anal virgin.” People let out some cheers.

“Fuck that’s so hot. I’m going to take your anal virginity, slut,” she said, teasing but with real want in her voice. People cheered some more. “I’m going to take it with my big, fat cock.” She worked the plug around and around, massaging my puffy, spanked anus. Then, slowly but firmly, she pressed it into me. It took a long time, straining against my tight hole, and she worked slowly. When it didn’t go in at first, she pressed one of her delicate, lovely fingers in instead.

Her middle finger—the first thing to enter my bottom.

“I wanted it to be me to penetrate you first, anyway. I’m the first inside of you, Casey.” The crowd let out a cheer at my bottom being breached.

“Yes Mistress Amber,” was all I could manage. Why do I love this so much?

It all became a blur and thought and hesitation was replaced by passionate feeling for both of us. She slowly, luxuriously worked her finger in and out of my bottom. Then she stuck her pointer finger in, too, then her ring finger, slowly tugging in and out of my butt. She pressed them apart and tugged them around the edges. “Just relax and breathe. Let yourself open and stretch out,” she said, and brought her mouth to my neck and kissed and sucked it as she fingered me.

When I was loosened and relaxed enough she took the plug and inserted it. It stretched my sphincter hard at the widest part and then got sucked up into me as my anus closed and slid down the other side, seating the bulb. She brought the bag up and squeezed it, letting warm enema fluid flow into me. “It’s a probiotic enema—it’s good for your butt and it’ll clean you out and get you ready for my cock,” she said. The pressure built and built and my soft, flat stomach swelled out with fullness. “You look like my little pregnant girlfriend, don’t you?”

“Yes Mistress—it feels so full and good!” People laughed and cheered at my confession. The crowd was rowdy and turned on and loving getting to participate, at least verbally.

“Take the whole thing, slut. I’m impregnating that dirty hole.” She emptied the bag into me then tugged the plug out and quickly pressed her palm over my sphincter, keeping fluid in. “Clench! Don’t let it out!” she commanded.

“Yes Mistress!”

She spanked my jiggly bottom until I lost control and started gushing and squirting water out, then she spanked me some more for being a bad girl and being incontinent in my butt. My pale, fat booty was covered in red hand marks by the end. I felt feverish and was pouring off sweat but it felt so good. My cock was trembling with arousal and right on the edge of explosion. She kicked the bucket under me and commanded, “Release!”

I moaned sluttishly—I couldn’t help myself—and the liquid gushed out of me into the bucket. My impregnated, swollen stomach deflated and went flat again. It felt so good coming out that I almost thought I was going to cum right there. “Fuck that’s hot,” Amber muttered in arousal, and the spectators cheered and jeered good naturedly at the gushing stream of liquid erupting out of my bottom. It finally slowed to a trickle that ran over my naked bottom, and Amber shifted the bucket away and stepped close to me again, wrapping an arm around my naked waist.


10. Publicly Ravished

Amber grasped her cock in her free hand and carefully lined it up with my trembling hole. It was way bigger than her fingers or the enema plug but those had stretched me enough to give me a chance at taking the bigger size. Slowly and gently, with her head leaned right next to mine, and our breathing synced up—both of us taking heaving, passionate breaths—she pressed her cock into my bottom. My sphincter strained against it at first but it couldn’t resist it. Her cock was stronger than my defenses. It parted me, stretching me taut as my bottom swallowed its pink girth.

“Tell everyone what I’m doing to you,” she whispered into my ear.

“Oh fuck you’re penetrating my fat ass!” I gasped out, sluttishly, and the crowd urged us onward. They were all riled up and aroused watching this filthy spectacle. She pressed our foreheads together and held my face in her hands as she rolled her hips and pressed the cock into me. My mouth hung open in a passionate O. I felt incredibly full—like the most overwhelming time I’d ever relieved myself, but easier than that because there was no work on my end—just passively taking the dick into me. It pressed and pressed, centimeter by centimeter. It felt like it went on for minutes, and I didn’t know how I’d ever take all of it, but finally Amber bottomed out in me, her cock buried, deep, deep inside of my rectum.

“Fuck that’s hot. I’m all the way inside of you,” she breathed passionately into my ear.

I didn’t even know when but somewhere along the way I’d lost my filter and most of my inhibitions—my humiliation and submission was so complete that my barriers were completely destroyed. Fueled by hidden passion, I complied with every dirty thing Amber was doing to my body. “I feel so full!”

“It’s sounds like you love it. Confess that you love it.”

“I…I love it.”

“Shout it for the crowd!”

“I love it! I love being fucked in my bottom!”

“You know,” she said in her stage voice. “Casey’s a girl’s name, too. You must like that, huh?”

“Yes,” I confessed, realizing it was true as I said it.

“I’ve decided you’re going to be a girl from now on—I mean, look how good you look in a woman’s lingerie. And look at your cute blonde pixie cut—no boy would get a haircut like that. And look at your body. It’s so feminine, and you only worked out to make it more feminine when we were exercising together. You’re just begging to get butt-fucked, aren’t you slut?”

“Yes Mistress,” I said in shame.

And then—tenderly and sweetly, with hesitation then intense want—she kissed me.

We kissed each other. Her warm, full lips pressed against my own and I opened myself to her. I’m being kissed by Amber Bentley. I’m being kissed by the girl of my dreams while she fucks me. She dipped her tongue into my mouth and probed and explored me. I darted my own tongue back, submissively meeting and giving into her while still eagerly exploring her mouth. We began to passionately and intensely make out, and as we did she rolled her hips and began to tug the cock out of me and then press it back in. Our mouths made wet, slutty, slurpy sounds as we kissed. Her cock made its own lewd, slurping noises as it pulled in and out of me. Her body was so soft but so sure. Her mouth so wet and warm. Her lovely smell—flower blossoms and sweat—filled my nostrils.

I’m being fucked. I’m a girl now. Fuck, I’ve always wanted to be a girl. The realization overwhelmed me. I want to be Amber’s girlfriend.

Her cock started to slap in and out of me faster and faster, and unbidden gasps rose to my lips and escaped me, highlighting my arousal and humiliation. They were met by Amber’s own passionate moans. She reached down and touched something on the dildo and to my shock and pleasure it began to vibrate deep inside of me. The egg buried in her pussy began to vibrate, too. “Bet your dick can’t do that,” she teased gently.

“Oh fuck Amber it feels so good!” I moaned. “You’re fucking my ass!”

“Fuck you’re so beautiful,” she moaned, kissing me again passionately. Her hands roved over my body—my titties, curves, hips, stomach, thighs, calves, feet, and then back to my bottom—squeezing and tugging and spanking. I strained against my bonds in arousal and they held me back pleasurably. She massaged the edges of my anus as her cock went in and out of me.

She raised her voice so everyone could here. “You’re only to be referred to with feminine pronouns from now on. Do you understand? Casey gets referred to as a girl from now on, like she is.”

Everyone “Wooed” and cheered at that.

She thought for a moment. “If you resist my anal assault on you, then you can go back to being a boy. But if you cum from your butt on my cock then you’ll have revealed yourself as the girl that you are, and I’m going to make you my little girlfriend. Do you understand?”

I moaned and nodded vigorously—so intensely overwhelmed with shame and arousal that I just barely managed to speak. “Yes Amber! Yes, yes, yes!” I squealed out in an embarrassingly girly voice in time to her thrusts. She was pummeling my butt with her cock and my fat ass shook and jiggled lewdly as she pounded me. It felt like it went on for minutes. Her thick, long cock was easily hitting some incredible spot inside of me. That must be my prostate. My special anal g-spot. Warmth was radiating out through my body from deep in my anus. Amber’s stamina was amazing—she was able to give me a hard, long fuck after the exhaustion of our fight. Her body was trembling with fatigue but passion carried her onward, giving me the rough pounding she knew I needed and deserved.

My cock was pressed warmly between our two stomachs, but she didn’t allow me any stimulation there aside from that. Anal stimulation took longer than the masturbation I was used to, but it was so much more suffuse and intense. I was bathed in deep pleasure. “Oh fuck Amber, I think I’m going to cum!” I gasped out.

“Louder!”

“I’m going to cum! Oh fuck, Amber, I’m going to cum on your cock! You’re making me cum from my ass!” The crowd cheered and pressed us onward. She wrapped her arms around my waist and back, pulling our sweaty, voluptuous bodies tightly together. Her wet, warm mouth met mine hungrily and sucked and explored it. We made out passionately as we fucked and she pounded me harder and harder.

“I’m going to cum, too!” she gasped.

“May I cum?” I gasped.

“Do it. Cum. Let go!”

Amber reached down and squeezed the balls of her cock. Warm goo exploded out of her dick and rushed deep into my rectum—fake cum to mark her slut and increase my pleasure. The warm, orgasmic feeling reached an unbearable pressure within me. My throbbing cock strained from how full and engorged it was. A wave of pleasure burst from within my anus and rushed through me, carrying me away and spinning me in ecstasy. My cock exploded and shot ropes of cum over our stomachs.

I orgasmed. I came on the cock of the girl I loved.

I felt Amber’s body ripple and shake against mine. She was orgasming, too. Pleasure lifted us and carried us away. The room went warm and bright. Everything else faded away. I had never anal orgasmed before. It was more intense and wonderful than I could’ve ever imagined. I was lost in a dream of pleasure with Amber. We were lost together.


11. Double Teamed in My Bottom

We slowly came back. The room returned to focus. She kissed me once more, sweetly, and then pulled back and watched my face carefully. People were cheering and catcalling, turned on by the show, but I could only look at Amber. “Are you okay?” she said.

My voice was trembling when I answered. “Yes. Fuck yes. You’re incredible, Amber. Oh fuck you’re so incredible.”

“You’re incredible, too,” she said earnestly.

We stayed there against the ropes for a while, her hands roving over me and us kissing gently as we both came down and luxuriated in the post orgasmic bliss. She flicked the cock vibrator off but left it buried in my bottom, which was still throbbing and spasming in pleasure. Finally she tugged her cock out of me and undid the ties around my wrists and knees. She lifted me off the ropes, I wrapped my legs around her waist, and she carried me to the center of the ring and set me down. She lay down on top of me and we embraced and started making out again. We spent a long time laying there making out. I eagerly let my hands run over her voluptuous body. I touched and rubbed her anus and she said, “Do you want that?”

I nodded “Yes” sweetly. She got up and fetched a small silver thing from the duffel bag and then knelt over my face and lowered your sweaty, wet asshole to my mouth. I eagerly sucked and licked at it. She reached down to my sticky cock and sucked it lovingly. A shock went through me. Amber has her mouth on my cock! Amber’s sucking my cock! Her warm, incredibly wet mouth took my whole head and shaft, then shifted to my balls, then back to my head and shaft. It felt so good. Finally she pulled off, leaving only a sticky sheen. Her own body trembled and shivered in pleasure from my mouth sucking eagerly at her anus and my warm tongue pressing as far into her as I could go. She reached down and clipped the silver thing around my cock. A chastity cage.

“You’re mine now. This is to remind you that you’re a girl and that I own your bottom and cock and body. And it’s because we have to train you to be a good anal slut who cums from her ass.”

People laughed and cheered at my caging. “Yes Amber,” I said, humiliated and turned on. The ring of the cage held around the base of my cock with just the right amount of pleasurable firmness. It had little silver bars that wrapped around my shaft to keep it limp. She moved her ass away once she was satisfied and I let out a whine at it’s departure. She licked down my stomach, collecting more of the cum, then brought her mouth to mine and fed it to me. “Swallow your cum like a good girl,” she commanded, and I did and opened my mouth wide to show her I had obeyed.

“Good slut!” she cooed.

She stepped up and took a fresh, flesh colored cock out of the duffel bag. This one was smaller—maybe seven inches and slightly less girthy. It had an egg for her pussy, just like the other one. She undid her harness and stepped into the new cock, then came back to me on the floor and started kissing me again. She must’ve been able to tell I looked disappointed at the smaller cock—I wanted the fullness of the big one stretching me—because she said, “Don’t worry, slut, I have a plan for you.” We kissed more and we both started to get aroused again. She rolled us over so I was on top of her, straddling her. “Do you want to fuck again?”

“Yes,” I confessed—so eager for her that I didn’t even hesitate.

It was just the beginning of a long night.

We were both physically exhausted from the fight but passion for each other and the energy of all our friends watching us fueled us onward. I lifted myself up and she lined her cock up, then I sank my fat ass onto it. My ass was still gaping open and warm, fake cum was drooling out of it. My o-ring slid over her cock a little easier this time. I started slow, thighs trembling as I lifted myself and sunk down—up and down, up and down. This cock vibrated, too, and she turned it on and then wrapped her hands around my waist to help stabilize me and lift and lower me.

“Andromeda, there’s another cock in the bag,” Amber said, and a wave of excitement and nervousness washed through me as I realized what they were going to do.

Andromeda bit her lip at the invitation. Her eyes locked on my lewd, feminine body, then she said, “Fuck yes,” and went to the bag.

“I want to give you your first double penetration in public, in front of the whole crowd,” Amber said.

“I want that!” I moaned lewdly. “I want two girl cocks in my butt! I want to be dominated and shamed by you!” It felt so lewd and slutty and good saying anything I wanted.

Andromeda stripped herself completely naked, baring her large, gorgeous, melon like breasts and incredibly full, thick bottom. She had an incredible ratio—she was as tall as a model and slim and lithe everywhere but her full breasts, wide hips, and thick, plump ass. She strapped on a flesh colored cock that matched Amber’s and also had an egg and vibration, which she turned on. Amber tugged off her own shirt and bra, letting her gorgeous, ample titties spill free. Andromeda impatiently ripped off my lingerie—snapping it and tugging it away while Amber’s cock was still in my butt.

We were all left completely naked. Andromeda pressed me down and laid me over Amber, who wrapped her arms around me and clasped my arms behind my back, holding me in place.

“Just relax and breathe, baby,” Andromeda instructed. She doused my fat ass in more anal lube and then slowly, expertly began to work her fingers in around the sides of Amber’s cock, stretching me farther past my limits than I ever thought possible. Amber slowly fucked in and out of me and I flopped my cute, fat bottom up and down on her cock. I slowly picked up speed until I was absolutely flailing myself on her cock, then backed off as I felt my orgasm already building. Andromeda worked first one, then two, then three, then all four fingers into my ass, her hand wrapping around Amber’s cock and enlarging it. We had to work my butt for a long time to stretch it enough for a second cock—nearly half an hour, at least.

Andromeda tugged up on my anus, pulling part of its edge off the cock and leaving a gap into me. “You can look all the way inside of her!” she teased. I realized people were filming with their cell phones and blushed in shame and arousal. A few of the regulars moved up to get better shots and angles. She stuck both hands into me and gently tugged my anus apart around Amber’s cock. It felt so fucking overwhelming and good.

And then I felt her cock head pressing against me. She doused everything in lube again and then slowly moved forward. Thankfully the cocks were very soft and forgiving, but still just stiff enough to press and enter me. The head teased at my rim and slipped away again and again, but she guided it expertly with her hand and finally Amber’s cock slid to the side and Andromeda’s head popped in. I gasped and moaned, trembling against Amber’s body. “Just let it go, hottie, let it go and take those dicks,” Andromeda said. She sunk further and further in until both girls were buried in my butt, bottomed out.

“Tell the people what we’re doing to you,” Amber said.

“Amber and Andromeda are double teaming me! I’m getting double penetrated in my butt because I’m a loser! I’m getting double anal penetration!” It felt so slutty describing it. I love feeling slutty.

Andromeda laid over my back, her gorgeous breasts pressing into me, and both girls rolled their hips and fucked in and out of me. We fucked and fucked and fucked, their cocks gaping and vibrating and stimulating me and the eggs in their pussies and the act of lewd domination stimulating them. My cock strained against it’s cage, throbbing in pleasure even though it was forced to stay limp and pathetic.

“I’m going to cum again!” I whined.

“Are you ready?” Amber asked Andromeda.

“Yes, I’m going to fucking cum!” she said.

“I’m going to cum too! Let’s cum together!” Amber said, breathless and blushing.

And we did. They pummeled in and out of my sticky, jiggling bottom. My hungry hole was completely overwhelmed by their powerful anal assault. The warmth filled my body again and washed me away.

I orgasmed anally.

Cum squirted out of my pathetic, limp, caged cock—it felt amazing orgasming in the cage, for some reason. I felt their bodies spasming and trembling against me and we were all washed away in warm, bright bliss. I didn’t come back for a long time. When I slowly returned to myself my whole body felt incredible. They squeezed the fake ball sacks of the cocks—filling me again with more fake cum—then gently tugged out of me. They rolled me off of Amber onto my back; I tugged my legs up and to the sides to show off my gaped, drooling asshole; and they squirted more fake cum over my whole body—stomach, thighs, titties, feet—bukkaking me and marking me as their fuck prize.

They lay on either side of me and kissed me passionately. We luxuriated in the post orgasmic bliss and enjoyed making out with each other for a long time. I just got fucked by Amber and Andromeda! I’m kissing and making out with Amber and Andromeda! Amber caged my cock and fucked me! Amber turned me into a girl… I was in a haze of humiliated pleasure.

Amber finished off the night by inviting everyone up into the ring.

The entire crowd washed over me: person after person came up and fingered my slimy, drooling, naked bottom—gorgeous girls and muscle-bound studs from the gym. They pressed in and out of my girly hole, exploring me for their own pleasure. Hands grabbed and groped and squeezed me. Amber commanded me to get on my hands and knees to present, and my sticky, fake-cum-covered bottom and plump thighs got pleasurably spanked until they were bright red. People choked me too, and a few kissed me, or sucked and pinched my nipples.

It made my public humiliation complete.

It felt so good and so lewd. There was something wonderful about sharing myself in a communal sexual experience—being their little gym slut and being used by everyone. I realized I was getting turned on again from being roughly used by so many people.

Amber took a large, spherical clit-massaging vibrator and pressed it to my gaping asshole. She sunk it into me until my bottom enveloped it then rubbed her palm up and down on my caged cock—stimulating the parts bulging through the cage as if she was stimulating a woman’s aroused pussy. I came a third time as I was touched and groped by the crowd and then completely collapsed in drooling, fucked exhaustion.


12. Intimate Locker Room Passion and Confessions of Love

Everyone slowly filtered out of the of the gym—drawn away by jobs and lives waiting for them in the morning. Amber and Andromeda kissed, passionately and intimately. I realized they had never had sex with each other before, either. They seemed curious about each other, and in mutual admiration, even though Amber was younger and less experienced. I was too exhausted to do anything but lay in my own filth for a long time. Amber stood over me and snapped photos of her triumph—me laying on my back, legs spread wide for her, bottom gaping open, and my whole body covered in fake and real cum and sweat and saliva and grime from the ring.

Everyone eventually left and I was left alone, sucking in breaths and trying to process what had happened to me. I’ve been completely shamed and humiliated. I lost my fight and was defeated. Amber can kick me out of the gym now. And she made me realize I want to be a girl and admit it in front of nearly everyone I know. My entire shame and ravishment was filmed and will probably go up on the internet for people to find.

I was mortified and deeply ashamed. But I was so turned on and in love with Amber that I wanted it all—everything that had happened. I couldn’t resist her. I finally stood on trembling legs and walked to the showers. Amber had left my cock cage on—it wasn’t locked, only fastened, but I didn’t want to remove it. She hasn’t given me permission. I let the warm water wash over my bruised, beaten, fucked body and massaged the soap in from the dispenser.

I washed off and wrapped a small towel around my abdomen like a woman—it covered my nipples and only reaching to about halfway down my bottom, leaving my butt exposed for anyone who walked into the locker room. The place felt empty. I glumly went to clean out my locker. I thought the connection we had had when she ravished me in the ring was real, but Amber had left, and I had to follow the rules of the bet. She’d defeated me and fucked me, and now I had to leave. I put all of my things into a bag and set it on the bench.

And then suddenly Amber was there, leaning against the end of the row of lockers. She was still wet from her shower and completely naked, except she was wearing the pink dildo again. It sprouted up lewdly from her crotch. I stared at her, hesitantly and unsure. “You better not have taken off that chastity cage,” she finally said. I smiled—just a flash—and she smiled back at me. I pulled my towel up to reveal myself to her. “Good slut,” she said. “What are you doing?”

“Cleaning out my locker—the deal was the loser had to leave, right?”

“Nope. I told you: if you came on my cock I was going to make you my little girlfriend. And you came pretty hard, sweetie. Everyone saw. So the deal’s altered.”

I grinned girlishly back at her, still deeply embarrassed and blushing at the memory of my public ravishment, but turned on and deeply in love, too. We didn’t need words. She walked to me, took me in her arms, and kissed me. I opened my mouth to her submissively and we made out there in the locker room.

“Did you ever consider the fact that I’m not a crazy, competitive maniac around everyone else—that maybe I’m just that way around you because I’m wild about you?” Amber said.

“I thought you hated me,” I said.

“Maybe I was just fucking jealous because all you would do is bring me coffee then go off and follow Brittany around! Maybe you’re like a drug to me and I can never fucking get enough of you!”

“I can’t stand Brittany! She was pulling me away—I just couldn’t get her to leave me alone!”

Amber shoved me down onto the bench on my back and lay her luscious body on top of me, kissing me, her big, lewd cock pushing my little caged one and my tight balls around. “Really?” she said, happily. “I thought you wanted her tight little gym body?”

“I think she’s gross and boring as cardboard. I’d rather have your gorgeous, luscious, dirty butt smother my face every day for a million years than have anything to do with her. She pales in comparison to you—she can’t hold a candle. I’m not interested at all in her body or personality. You’re literally the most gorgeous girl I’ve ever seen!” The confession all came out in a rush and it was all true.

“Fuck, I want you again,” she said, her voice heavy with arousal.

“Take me,” I practically moaned out.

She rolled me over so my stomach was pressed against the bench and my legs were straddling it. My fat butt hung over the end. She spread my buttocks apart with her hands and my sphincter gaped wide open—easily and shamefully—from how thoroughly Amber and Andromeda had double penetrated me and stretched me. My slutty bottom swallowed her pink cock all the way down. She fucked me passionately, vigorously, and deep—the cock vibrating in us—until we were both on the edge of orgasm again. She flipped me over on my back and unclipped the cage, setting my cock free. It shot to full erection. She pumped my cock hard with her hand and pistoned in and out of me. I was blushing with shame and arousal and I felt something melting away in me. I felt like I was free for the first time with her, and something was blossoming in me. I was blossoming.

“Amber…I…I love you!” I confessed, moaning.

She leaned into me and kissed me passionately as she rolled her hips in and out of me. She looked into my eyes and spoke with an intensity like she was saying it for the first time, instead of responding to me: “I love you, Casey.”

I couldn’t take it—her words, her body on mine, her hand pumping my cock, and her cock pumping my butt—I exploded in orgasm, cum spraying over both of us and my ass spasming on her cock. She trembled and shook against me, rocked by her own intense orgasm from the egg and the arousal of dominating me. Pleasure carried us away once again. We lay together again for a long time, catching our breath. Eventually, we both sat up on the bench, close to each other, and licked up my cum like playful schoolgirls sharing a treat.

“I don’t want this night to end,” I tried to hint. She took the opening without hesitation, clasping my hand in her own.

“Come home with me,” she said. She was watching me intently.

“Okay!” I said. We’d never even hung out outside of the gym. It was all moving so quickly but it was all so wonderful. We sat there grinning at each other for a while like idiots. Finally we kissed some more then went to shower again, together. We delighted in soaping and lovingly washing each other’s curves. We kissed and made out there a lot, too. We couldn’t keep our hands or our lips off of each other. I put my stuff back in the locker and Amber gathered her things. Before we went Amber knelt down in front of me and clipped the cleaned chastity cage back on around my cock

“I love it,” I said. “It’s like being given a ring or a beautiful necklace. It’s beautiful.”

She fished a key and chain out of her bag and hung it around her neck. “I have the key for it,” she said.

“I want you to lock it,” I said immediately. “I only want to belong to you.”

“Fuck, you’re such a cute little slut,” she practically moaned out. She fitted the key into the little lock at the base of the cage and turned it, locking it shut with a satisfying click. She sucked her mouth lovingly over my cock and the cage—a little reward for my slutty submissiveness—then stood, kissed my lips, and gave my red, tender bottom a playful spank. “Turn around and lean against the lockers,” she said. I did it, playfully and obediently popping my pert bottom out for her. She reached into her duffel and drew out a thick, large pink butt plug.

“Oh fuck!” I said cutely, looking back over my shoulder.

“Oh fuck is right, you little slut,” she said lovingly. She squatted down behind me and buried her tongue in my warm, gaping hole, licking and lubricating me. She got up and dipped the plug into my mouth and I sucked it obediently, wetting it for my ass. She pressed it against my sphincter and my gaped hole slurped it in with embarrassing, shameful ease. It was still stretching me impressively though, and it felt really full and deep in my butt.

“Oh fuck!” I gasped again sweetly.

“Damn you’re fucking cute,” she said. She turned me around and pressed a hand over my plug, wiggling it and pumping it in my butt. She wrapped her other hand firmly but gently around my throat and kissed me. “From now on I control your body. You have to ask me for permission to take the plug out if you need to use the bathroom; when you want to shower; and, obviously, when you want to masturbate.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, happy and very turned on. She kissed me again and I smiled back at her. “I feel like I’ve fallen into a fantasy. I…I can’t believe this is happening. It’s all like a dream!”

“Me too,” she said. “I feel like I’m in a dream with you!”

My panties and bralette had been destroyed during my ravishment—and neither of us wanted me to wear my old, boring boys clothes—so I just put on my white canvas sneakers and Amber gave me her little khaki colored raincoat. We were practically the same size except for her ample breasts, and it fit me perfectly. It was the kind a femme fatale would wear in a detective novel, except it was a short one and just barely came down far enough to cover my bottom. Men would be able to see up it to my exposed, plugged butt if I bent over or walked up any stairs in front of them, and that gave me an excited thrill. I belted it around my waist and it showed off my curvy, hourglass shape nicely. Amber tugged on her gorgeous black lingerie, black skinny jeans, black tank top, and black leather bluchers. She locked up the gym and took my hand to lead me out. I felt like Eurydice being led by Orpheus out of the underworld, for some reason, but neither of us looked back, only forward.


13. Ravished in the Calm Dark of the Night in Amber’s Apartment

It felt so nice holding hands with her as we walked, and I loved the excitement of being dressed so revealingly out in public. It also felt really, really good walking with the heavy, thick plug in my bottom. It tugged and shifted inside of me pleasurably and strained against my tightness as I walked. My butt was practically on display for all the world to see, but it belonged to Amber. The warm wind blew several times and lifted up the back of my jacket, flashing strangers with my fat, ample bottom. We both got catcalled several times and it turned me on, hard. Thoughts of Amber and I being fucked by some muscle bound stud, or double or triple teamed by a group of them, flashed luridly through my mind. She smiled, as if reading my thoughts.

When we stopped at an empty crosswalk Amber actually pushed my jacket all the way up to my waist, exposing me to the world, and rubbed my cock in its cage and groped and spanked my plump butt.

“You like that?” she teased.

“Yes,” I said simply and passionately. “I love it. I want to be your slut.”

She led me back to her apartment. It was actually only a few blocks from the gym but in the opposite direction from where I lived. It was a dilapidated, very old building in a run down part of town—exactly the type of cool place I pictured Amber would live. We wound up the stories to her room. She walked behind me and I smiled because I could feel her eyes on my swaying bottom. I stepped up the stairs as sultrily as I could to put on a show for her.

She had a loft apartment on the corner of the top floor. She opened the door and all the locks smoothly and ushered me in. The view out her windows was gorgeous—it revealed a glittering expanse the city at night. The inside was decorated with tapestries, banners, rugs, and rich old furniture. It was all deep burgundies, greens, and mahoganies. It smelled fresh and wonderful.

“It’s beautiful,” I said, and meant it.

“You’re beautiful,” she said and kissed me.

We were both ravenous and, now that time had passed, very sore from our fight. Like everything else about Amber, her apartment was well thought out and well maintained. Her kitchen was fully stocked. We collapsed next to each other on her couch and feasted on leftovers of vegetable lo mein and spring rolls that she had made herself. “It’s so delicious,” I said.

“I’m good at stuff,” she said, simply but truthfully. Once we had devoured that we ate cereal and milk until we were happy and full. Amber had a new toothbrush for me and we washed, then she took my hand and led me to her bed. It was large and fresh and clean.

We fucked that night, again. We didn’t mean to, but we started kissing once we had laid down. I moved down and licked her smooth, lovely pussy and asshole, sucking and delving into her holes worshipfully—like a suppliant who had stumbled on some young goddess disguised in divinely human form.

She came from my warm mouth licking and sucking at her ass and her hand rubbing her plump pussy.

She luxuriated in the orgasm then impatiently tugged my butt plug free and stepped back into her strap-on. We lay in the dark on the bed, moonlight streaming in through her windows, and she gently and passionately fucked my tender bottom. Her arms wrapped around me. I twisted around so we could kiss as she gently, lovingly fucked my butt.

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

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

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

“I love fucking your gorgeous, sexy body,” she said.

We lay together in the bed—our soft, naked bodies wrapped lovingly together. Our breathing started to match up—deep, slow, peaceful breaths. Our legs entwined and arms wrapped around each other. We clasped hands, interlacing our fingers. I’m in Amber Bentley’s apartment, in her bed, and she loves me!

We slowly drifted off to sleep.


14. Being Amber Bentley’s Girlfriend

The next morning I woke up and the apartment was empty. Everything raced back into my head in a rush and I felt consumed by shame and revulsion. Did she leave? Fuck, I don’t even have any clothes! I looked around fearfully for a note telling me to get out. Maybe she’s disgusted with me and left for work and wants me to fuck off and—

And then the door opened and Amber was standing there smiling in red sneakers, black jeans, and a black tank top. She had a bag in each hand and kicked the door closed behind her. “Good morning, my little slut,” she said.

“Good morning, Mistress,” I said, smiling back shyly and forgetting everything. “What time is it?”

“Ten o’clock. Andromeda texted me last night and said I could come in late today. I thought I’d go out while you were sleeping—you looked very peaceful earlier; I didn’t want to wake you. There’s coffee and cinnamon apple croissants in one bag—I thought it was my turn to bring you coffee for once—and, well, the other one is full of special presents for you.”

“May I use the bathroom and wash?” I asked her.

“Yes, you may. Good girl for asking.”

I went and washed up then came and sat at the kitchen table, still naked and on display for her. “I want to be your girlfriend,” I said.

“I want you to be my girlfriend.”

“I want…” my voice faltered with embarrassment but the need to confess pressed me forward. “I want to be a girl from now on. I love it. And I love being under your control. I love being your submissive slut.”

“Fuck, you’re amazing,” she said passionately.

She reached into the bag and pulled out a silver collar to match the chastity cage. “Get on your knees and put your arms behind your back.”

I did it happily, beaming up at her. “Do you accept this collar and take me as your mistress and girlfriend?” she said. She said it with a faux-joking tone, but underneath was love.

I said, “Yes,” almost before she could finish.

“I’ve been thinking about collaring you, about fucking you, since that first day you walked into the gym. I never thought you would want it, too,” she said happily. Then she leaned over and clipped the collar around my slim, pale, elegant neck. It was comfortable which made me smile—I wanted to be able to wear it all the time. “A good slut has to have her own clothes and, since you’re my girlfriend now, I wanted to get you nice things.”

The bag was from Délicat Intensité, a high end clothing boutique in a fancier part of town. There were several sets of the most diaphanous, intricate, lovely lingerie I had ever seen; two skirts; some blouses; several sets of stockings; and a set of gorgeous heels. There were also several sets of very skimpy girls’ gym clothes. I let out a little, pleased sigh. “Oh it’s beautiful!” I was blushing at the thought of wearing it but it also filled me with arousal. “May I put them on, Mistress?”

“Yes. Change in front of me so I can watch you,” she said.

I stepped into a set of little scarlet panties that hugged my huge bottom perfectly and clipped on a matching scarlet bra. I clipped on a scarlet garter belt and rolled a set of black stockings up my legs. The nylon against my smooth shaved skin felt amazing. They came up to just below my fat butt—framing its size and showing off how big it was—and my flesh squeezed out sexily at the top. I rubbed my fat thighs together, luxuriating in the sensation of the stockings passing over each other. I threaded the garter belt clips through my panties to make sure the panties could come off first. “Good girl,” Amber said. “Thinking ahead to getting fucked in those stockings, huh?”

“Yes,” I said, blushing and turned on.

I pulled on a little plaid schoolgirl skirt that only just covered the end of my bottom, then a little blouse over top. Amber took me into the bathroom and fixed my haircut to make it even more of a cute, girly pixie cut. Then we did our makeup together—she showed me the essentials and made sure it was subtle and pretty. I wore mascara, blush, and a pale, virginal, pink lipstick. I slipped into my gorgeous new heels. My dancer’s body balanced in them easily. “You make such a good fucking girl,” Amber said.

“I can’t believe we only met two months ago!” I said smiling.

“I can’t believe this is all happening!” she said, smiling back.

We walked hand in hand to the gym—although Amber got impatient and pushed me into an alley at one point to make out with me, grope me, and work the plug in my bottom until I was moaning and drooling onto my new blouse. “What a fucking dirty, submissive little slut!” she whispered in my ear, lovingly.

I was worried about everyone in the gym, but all anyone said was how cute I was and how hot it had been watching me get fucked last night. They all wanted Amber to fuck me again in public. Some of them asked if they were allowed to touch me and grope my bottom when I was in the gym. I asked Amber and she said I could say yes, which I did. I was so turned on by the thought of being used openly. Andromeda came over and told me I could work at the gym if I wanted.

“You certainly spend enough time here already,” she said, smiling. “And we all love having you around.”

It didn’t interfere with my evening waitressing job and I gladly accepted. I spent the day helping Amber with gym upkeep. I stayed in my cute schoolgirl outfit, though—I wanted as much attention as I could get. People groped my bottom and thighs a lot, and some of them even spanked me. It was really hot. It was only my first full day as a girl, but it was wonderful. I loved being the little gym slut. By midday Amber and Andromeda took me back to the showers and fucked me in my little schoolgirl outfit, double teaming me and then making me service them until we all came. I went back out and kept getting groped for the rest of the day. I had never been so turned on or so happy. They accept me. And fuck, they think I’m hot!

It was Brooklyn, so my waitressing job was actually fine with my new appearance. I actually got tipped a lot better as a girl. I flirted, giggled, and fawned and people really liked me. It came naturally to me because I liked the attention and groping so much that I sort of encouraged it. I started making nearly double what I had been making in tips.

My dancing had never been better, and I started getting some of the auditions I was going to. Amber cleared out the living room in her apartment to give me space to practice there, and she loved to watch me train as she wrote.

At the end of the first week after my first ravishment, Amber gave me a key to her apartment and asked me to move in with her. I gleefully accepted. The move was easy—I’d donated all of my old clothes and didn’t have much else aside from books. Amber and Andromeda helped with what I did have. By the end of my third month living in Brooklyn I had a new group of friends, an amazing new boss, and the girl of my dreams. And I’d blossomed into being her girlfriend.

I still bring her coffee every morning—she goes ahead to unlock the gym and I go to the coffee shop. She writes novels and I proofread and edit them. I dance and she cheers and helps me practice. We manage the gym and sit around when we’re not busy, reading books and talking about them. And when I’m naughty I get punished and thoroughly fucked. And I’m naughty a lot. And we’re perfectly, blissfully happy.

END


Feminized by Cordelia

A Novella of First Time Crossdressing, Humiliation, and Love


Chapter 1. Cordelia de Havilland

This is how I met the love of my life. It’s also how she took me, ravished me, and made me her girlfriend. The first time I laid eyes on Cordelia de Havilland was on a cold January morning in the dusty, dimly lit basement of the Business Department at Rocky Creek University in New York, in a suburb a ways outside of the city. It was my junior year and I was late for my class. I was on track for the most boring degree in the world—a business degree. When I stepped into the room, though, it wasn’t the professor up in front of everyone. There was a girl there. Her eyes—like emeralds—flickered to me at the door then back to the crowd. She had red hair the color of dark fire that stopped a few inches above her shoulders. I stood there, in the shadows of the back corner of the room, not wanting to interrupt her and a little afraid I was only in a dream.

She was calm and confident in front of a crowd—the people in my class were terrible public speakers—they were always nervous and locked up when they were forced in front of people. But this girl stood straight and spoke easily. She was confident yet relaxed. Her energy engaged the whole room. She was opened to us all, drawing us to her. I drank her in with my eyes. Her body was absolutely stunning. She was voluptuous. She was wearing grey jeans, a black tank top, and brown leather boots. The tight jeans revealed a full bottom and lissome legs. Her tank top showed her lovely collarbones and shoulders and her ample breasts were nestled in a little bralette that just barely contained them beneath the shirt.

Her voice was rich and melodious. She looked and sounded like a young, redheaded Scarlett Johansson, I thought. Or Marilyn Monroe reborn. I tried to savor the chance to get to strip this beautiful girl in my mind while I could stare unabashedly from the dark. She was inviting the class to dance tryouts for a production she was doing and I felt all of a sudden that I badly wanted to learn how to dance.

“Thank you very much!” Professor Mowbray said when she was done, impatient, for some reason, to start another boring class. I followed the girl out into the hall. “Mr. Lee class is beginning!” Mowbray called after me. I pretended not to hear and closed the door safely on my boring professor and boring life.

“Can anyone join the production?”

The girl had been heading for the stairs and she turned and smiled. I was afraid if I let her go now she’d disappear forever. “Sure. Have you ever danced before?”

“Um, no. I’ve never done anything before.”

“That’s great! I mean, Rocky Creek has an atrocious arts program—which is why I’m wandering around business classes recruiting people—so if you’re up for showing up and participating, you pretty much have a good shot of getting in.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I mean, I’m also the director, class president, and head of the student dance club, so if I say you get in you’ll get in.”

“Oh…that was easy.”

“Well, you were enthusiastic enough to follow me out of class. That’s a good start. Don’t be late to dance practice, though. Be ten minutes early at least.”

“No problem!”

“My name’s Cordelia, by the way. What’s your name?”

“Anson. Anson Lee,” I reached out my hand stupidly, like we were in some business meeting, but I was compelled by an irresistible desire to actually touch her. To feel her warm, living, perfect skin. To prove myself that she wasn’t a dream, or if she was, at least a dream real enough to live in.

She took my hand and shook it warmly. Her skin was soft and wonderful but her grip was sure. She pulled out her phone. “I just added you to our Facebook page and email list. First meeting is at 7 p.m. tomorrow—it’s on the third floor of the performing arts building. Remember to be on time.” And with a smile, she turned and headed for the stairs. “Nice to meet you, Anson Lee.”

Ask her out—ask her to coffee at least! My mind screamed. I didn’t want to let her go. But I told myself to calm down and not freak her out and she disappeared up the steps. Business majors are all neurotics overly concerned with money and safety. If you ask them why they do what they do, they’ll say something stupid like, “I’m going to make 200K a year,” as if that was something to live your life for, instead of something to use to live your life. Speaking in front of people, connecting with people, and communicating your message are the essential skills of business, but no business students have any ability in these—they all focus on spreadsheets and poorly done PowerPoint presentations, which will all do literally nothing for you or your career.

So, after three years of that, Cordelia was like nothing I’d ever seen. She was like seeing a tree when all you’d ever seen before were cardboard cutouts of trees. She was as radiant as some new goddess who had fallen to earth. Once she was gone the enormity of getting to talk to her washed over me. I can’t believe I did that. She’s so….cool. I can’t believe I bothered her. She probably thinks I’m an idiot. She must’ve invited me to avoid an awkward conversation. I mean, what else was she going to do?—I had her trapped one-on-one in the hall. I have nothing to offer her. I can hardly give PowerPoint presentations…


Chapter 2. Dance Club

Doubts washed over me for the next day and I wandered around in a light trance. I could only think of Cordelia. I had promised my parents I’d do well at school, graduate with high grades, get safe degree—a business degree, and end up at a safe desk job in a temperature controlled set of cubicles that would eventually lead me to a lifetime in middle management and a secure retirement that would allow me to wait peacefully for the grave. I can’t waste time with dance classes or whatever this is, I told myself. I need to study and focus.

And yet at 6:47 p.m. the next day I was there, out of breath but on time and in the right place: room 307 on the third floor of the especially dusty and old performing arts building. And waiting inside was beautiful Cordelia, smiling at me. I turned out to be just about the best new member in the club. Cordelia had a small group of well trained dancers but most of the kids who showed up were like me—they’d never done it before and had only been drawn in by Cordelia’s charisma. Most of them were hesitant hobbyists though. I was a desperate lover. I threw myself into every exercise she gave us, mortified by embarrassment but recklessly ignoring it. I flailed my arms and legs about desperately and awkwardly, out of time with the music and beats and everything else in the world, my lungs and muscles burning for air. By the end I was drenched in sweat, red in the face, and clad in a gross set of soggy jeans.

“I’m so sorry, I’m terrible at this.”

“You’re great,” she said.

“I like this a lot. Can I come back?”

“We’re having another day of auditions tomorrow, and then another two rounds next week that you have to be invited to—the rest of the club board and I will decide on that,” she said loud enough for the rest of the members to hear as they trailed out. But then she leaned in close to me and spoke in a conspiratorial whisper, “But you’re getting invited back for the second week.”

Cordelia de Havilland is out of your league, I told myself. And she could never be interested in me. And I don’t have time for girls. Especially girls outside the business program. She would be a distraction. If she ever was willing to take me it would eat up all my time trying to make the relationship worth it for her—trying to be worthy of her. This was the hardest semester of the business program yet. I had advanced calculus and statistics classes to climb through and a rigorous internship three days a week with a boss named Chet, who thought he was put on this earth by God for the sole purpose of making a profit. It was not forgiving on my time.

But I was there the next day. And then the next week, when my class was on a trip to the city to tour investment firms, I was out sick and forced to stay behind. I had a miraculously quick recovery, however—one of those two-hour flus, and was happily on time to dance auditions. Cordelia needed technicians for her early season show and I eagerly volunteered.

“You don’t want to dance in it?”

“Would I be ready?”

“Maybe.”

I sacrificed myself for the sake of the lighting, though, and a month later I was sitting up in the rafters of the theatre, training a spotlight on her as she soared across the stage. Cordelia de Havilland performing was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen, and I felt connected to her there, from my little perch up in the darkness, by the tenuous beam of light between us, only illuminating her for the audience because of my attentive gaze and careful hands keeping it locked on her as she flew across the boards.

I knew most dancers needed to start when they were tiny and be born in Soviet Russia and beaten daily to be any good. I knew twenty-one years old was too late to start. But I didn’t care. I started auditing three dance classes and volunteering in another—all the girls needed guys to dance with so my presence was welcomed, even though my feminine figure was hardly different from their own.

“I hear you’re filling up all the beginner classes,” Cordelia said at dance club a few weeks later.

“I am. Don’t tell my parents.”

“If you ever need any practice help or pointers, let me know. We could find some time to work in the evenings.”

“Cool, I definitely will,” I said, grinning stupidly and trying to calm my racing heart. She turned to go and I said, as boldly as I dared, “I mean, can we actually do that? I’d love to practice with you. I have about twenty years of things I need to catch up on.”

“Are you free tomorrow at seven?”

I wasn’t. I had economics study group. “Yep!” I flicked on my phone and flipped the group notification off my calendar, replaced by Cordelia’s name.


Chapter 3. Private Sessions and Shameful Desires

We started to train three or four times a week. It came naturally because all of her friends had become my friends. I followed her to lunch. We met up over dinner and planned out routines. Hanging out and practice naturally blended into each other. I would wake up bleary-eyed each morning and struggle through half done assignments that had been left for dancing each night before. Cordelia could love me, someday. I told myself wistfully. I’ll get a business degree, and a successful job, and then I’ll come to the city and find her in a dusty little dance theatre somewhere and sweep her off her feet…or whatever girls like…and I can support her and still leave my cubicle and go and see dances, at least every once and a while.

Cordelia and I started rehearsing intensely for a possible two-person show for the end of the semester. She’d been training nearly all her life yet she was willing to let me be her partner. I was ecstatic.

“Don’t worry—it’s just that you’re my only option,” she joked. But it wasn’t true—there were others she could’ve picked. But no one went at it with the tenacity I had, even if I was clumsy and raw. We left every session exhausted and drenched in sweat.

It was strange dancing with Cordelia. She was often the dominant partner—she often led. We were the same height—both around five foot eight. And nearly the same weight and body type. I had always been girly. My hands, feet, shoulders, and waist were slim and dainty. I’d never been able to put on much upper body muscle. I had lissome legs and a bottom that was far too fat and round for a boy. I had been made fun of in gym locker rooms a lot for how feminine I looked, and I even occasionally got catcalled in the city—my delicate features didn’t help with that. It wasn’t always clear I was a boy, even from the front. Anyway, the point is: she was the one in control, physically and mentally. And it felt strangely good.

She stopped me one time in the middle of our routine.

“Slower,” she said. “You think pushing harder means going faster. You need to go slow first before you learn to go fast. You need to go so slow that you can do the move perfectly in every aspect. Speed only comes with mastery. Beginners have to go slow. Haven’t you ever played basketball?”

“Sure.”

“Slow is fast.”

“Is that from basketball originally?”

“It’s where I learned it.”

She walked around behind me. “Just stand. Let me guide you,” and her hands trailed up my inner thighs. I was only wearing tight exercise pants. I was actually wearing a pair of Cordelia’s exercise pants—that’s how close our bodies were—and how girly mine was. They were almost humiliatingly revealing, but I didn’t have my own dance clothes and I needed something that would stay out of the way and let me move. It had seemed natural for her to lend me a few old sets of her clothes once we realized we were just about the same size. Wearing her things made me feel strangely good, too, even beyond the dancing, but I always pushed those unexpected feelings away.

My whole body was on clear display, though I’d never thought of displaying it for her. She’s not interested. “Spread your legs just enough—a slightly wider stance.” She guided me as she spoke, her confident touch pressing the warm, ample flesh of my inner thighs. I spread my legs for her. “Good. Now just breathe—breathe from the bottom of your stomach. Let it fill you.” She trailed a hand down my abdomen to just above my pubic bone. It was tantalizingly low. Her hand was just above where the little patch of pubic hair beneath my pants began. “Breathe to here,” she said. She trailed her other hand down my spine and let it come to rest in the small of my lower back, just above my bottom. “Straighten your shoulders back and then drop them and relax.”

“Like this?”

“Yes. You’re perfect. Arch your back a little more,” and her hand trailed off my lower back, and suddenly it was cupping my ample bottom. She lay both hands on my butt. “More—arch out into my hand,” and I did, pressing my warm butt flesh into her sure palms. I could feel arousal suddenly flooding my cock and it brought a wave of confusion. I’m not supposed to feel this from anyone touching my butt! I was afraid she’d see the slight swelling in my tight leggings but she seemed too focused on the practice to notice or even care. And that reminded me that I should be focused on the dance, too, not my embarrassment. I shook my head and took a deep breath.

“Are you okay?”

“Yes. I’m great, actually,” I said, and blushed for some reason at that.

“Now just let yourself settle into your stance, breathe all the way to the bottom of your toes,” and she ran her hands from my bottom, down my thighs and off of me. “Let the breath flow through you; let it center you and root you in the floor.”

I stood there and breathed, for a moment—just a moment—perfectly peaceful and in the present with her.

“This is how you take this stance. And this is where you move from. Can you feel the difference between this and trying to just hit it—like, with mechanical speed and precision—in a series?”

“Yeah…yeah, I really can.”

“Good. The speed comes afterward. Now let’s do this with the next seventeen steps.”

I laughed happily. We worked for three more hours—way over our allotted practice time—Cordelia’s hands and words molding me and guiding my body and breathe. It was sublime. It confirmed for me everything I loved about dance. My soul and my body were slowly becoming one—if that zen sounding shit makes any sense.

When I got home that night I was still wearing Cordelia’s old dancing tights. A compulsion moved me in spite of myself: I stripped off everything else then pulled on the tights again, tugging them up and giving myself a wedgie with the stretchy fabric—making it wrap as snugly as possible around my bottom. My penis got throbbingly hard and I thought back to Cordelia’s hands touching my bottom. I spanked and rubbed my butt in her tights, confused and intensely aroused, and brought myself to an intense orgasm.

I hadn’t had a girlfriend for two years—I’d been too busy with school and the last relationship had ended in a miserable breakup that made me never want to date again. I hadn’t ever really loved her, even though she was beautiful, and it made ending it miserable, even though I was the one doing the breaking up. I spent a lot of my free time watching pornography, now. It had started out as normal stuff—sexy men and women writhing their bodies together. But the more I watched the stranger my tastes became—even two years ago when I was going out with my last girlfriend, I was spending some of my free time watching sissy, feminization porn.

Now I watched a ton of it. Cute femboy traps being dressed in panties, spanked, and ravished by powerful women and men. Even when I watched regular porn, I found myself fantasizing about being the woman—about having big, hard cocks and dildos plunging in and out of my gaping bottom. I was deeply ashamed of all my fantasies and I tried to resist them. But I kept coming back to watch more. I was determined that no one find out, and I told myself I’d never act it out in real life. I always just masturbated then closed the window. But Cordelia’s hands running over my body, controlling me while I was in such girly clothes, and set a burning passion somewhere deep inside of me. I couldn’t resist it. I tugged on my girly tights and spanked myself hard as I came. I felt shame and revulsion wash over me afterward, yet I didn’t stop. I kept watching my shameful pornography as we trained, and after our sessions, I’d have to go back to my dorm and masturbate—desperately aroused by being dressed up and guided by her.


Chapter 4. Things Fall Apart

I was deeply ashamed of the part of myself that yearned for feminization and submission, but I was blissfully happy overall. Dancing made every part of my body and soul feel alive, and dancing and Cordelia were irrevocably intertwined.

But things started falling apart in other ways. My business classes were all slipping.

They were slipping so much that they triggered an auto-generated email from the university to my parents.

I didn’t know this. In fact, on a weekend in mid-March, I brought my parents to a dance show when they visited campus. It was a little one-weekend production and I had a side part in it. I guess I kind of wanted them to cheer and say: “Wow, we were wrong all along. Art is the way to lead your life! Throw caution to the four winds and be free!”

I even introduced them to Cordelia after the show, and after she spent a long speech talking about how talented I was, and how great it had been working with me, they both, in the coldest tones possible, wished her the best of luck in finding “any job with that kind of degree.”

“We have to go. We’re late for lunch. I do hope you find some stability after graduation,” my thin-lipped mother added. And to finish things off, “I don’t think I really get dance theater. I didn’t get it,” as if it was somehow Cordelia’s fault in how she had made the show. They trapped me in the local diner down the street to reveal that they knew about my grades. D-minuses were not what they had been hoping for in return for their tuition payments. They were not what they’d been hoping for at all, in fact. I should’ve probably cried or yelled. But as their lecture oozed over me like some corrosive sewer sludge I just felt myself growing cold. My body felt like granite. That is, it didn’t feel at all. All the wonderful sensation of the last weeks drained out of me. I’m a failure and I’ve been in denial about it. How could I throw away a fucking degree on dance classes?

They were so angry that it seemed like if I took one wrong move they’d explode. It was agreed I’d work over the summer to retake most of the classes and squeeze the rest in in my senior year. I’d pick up a part-time job to pay them back for the extra tuition they’d have to spend. I wouldn’t speak to them of Cordelia ever again—that part wasn’t explicit but it was clear.

There was no big explosion or falling out between me and Cordelia. I went to our final dance performance the next day and my feet felt like lead.

“Sorry about my parents,” I said that morning.

“It’s fine—they seemed nice,” she said, determinedly ignoring the cold shoulder they’d given her and the criticism of the show. She also ignored the fact that I should’ve stuck up for her. I ignored that too.

We finished the performance and I stopped showing up for dance club for two weeks. I dropped the dance classes I’d been auditing except for two where I had to finish group performances with partners. It made me sick having to practice, now, knowing these would be my last ones. I took on some extra credit assignments for my business classes to see if I could get my grades back up to anywhere near usable. Cordelia, in what I assumed was an attempt at a gesture of goodwill, which she totally didn’t owe me, helped get me a job through a friend at a high-class restaurant in the upper-class downtown area a little off campus. I started to spend my free time working to save up money for those classes I would be retaking.

Cordelia texted me a few times about practice and I begged off with imaginary head colds, which she knew were lies. I’d been nearly zombified with the actual flu two weeks before and, after getting her permission to show up and maybe get her sick, I’d been at all of our practices, dancing in a cold sweat and shivering through routines. I hadn’t missed dance for anything. By the end of the first week, she stopped texting.

It was just like what I thought. I can’t even keep Cordelia as a friend. I could’ve never made it work with her as my girlfriend. It would’ve eaten all my time. I can’t date. I can’t fuck around. I need to study.


Chapter 5. Costume Party

I didn’t see Cordelia for two weeks after my parent’s visit. I’d planned on never getting to see her again. However, all my newfound dance friends were having a spontaneous costume party. Terrence, one of the actual, real, trained dancers and intensely decent dude, trapped me on the quad and insisted I follow him to the party, and deep down I wanted to see everyone again too much to refuse. He followed me back to my room, I donned a Power Rangers t-shirt—the Green Ranger shirt, the best one—for my costume, and got dragged to the party. It was at Allie’s house, another real dancer, off campus. Everyone was there. Cordelia was there and she hugged me. She was dressed as Hannah Montana. Not current day Miley Cyrus. Glittery, garish Hannah Montana. She looked kind of hideous. And she was so beautiful that it didn’t matter one bit. She was still the most attractive girl in the room.

“I hope you’re feeling better!” she said, graciously buying into my lies about being sick.

“Thanks.” It hurt being there. I felt like I was back from the dead but only for a single day. I wanted to take Cordelia into a bedroom and run through all our routines—they were quickly being forgotten by my still-new muscle memory and it hurt to lose the steps I had worked so hard on.

I resolved instead to drink heavily.

I didn’t see Cordelia for nearly two hours. It seemed like she mostly stayed on the opposite sides of the room from me. She had a gorgeous blonde friend visiting from the city—she was literally a model. She was a plus-sized model, too, which meant she had gorgeous curves instead of the slimmer kind of figure that was less attractive to me. They seemed content to wander around the party without me. I was never special to her. I thought glumly. And why should I be? I’m some talentless idiot she’s known for three months. She doesn’t like—

My thought was interrupted by a very drunk Cordelia plopping down beside me on the couch.

“Alcohol does not mix with being a dance zen master,” she mused. “But sometimes one must drink. How are you? I miss you.”

I’m not sure if you’ve ever been told by the most beautiful girl in the world that she personally misses you, but it feels pretty good. I didn’t know how to respond, though. “Yeah, I’ve decided thanks to my parents that dancing is a flippant waste of time and also nearly ruined my life over the past three months. Time for me to get serious and leave the thing you love most in the world behind.”

“I’m fine, I guess. Just…busy. How are you?”

“Um…busy, I guess. Do you have a girlfriend, Anson?”

I felt the color rising in my cheeks.

“No, I haven’t dated anyone for a long time, honestly.”

“Why not?” she wasn’t teasing or critical—her face seemed opened and earnest and interested.

To me, it was an opportunity to explain myself, in part, and I jumped at it.

“I’ve just been too busy. It feels…overwhelming, I guess. The thought of managing a business degree, graduating, getting a job, living on my own—it’s already too much to handle. I just can’t see…bringing a whole other person and their set of problems into my life. I…I wouldn’t be able to give them the time they needed, you know?” I wouldn’t be able to give you the time you deserved. Do you understand?

She nodded at that, staring off into the middle distance almost bleary-eyed. Finally, she said, “You know, sex can just be fun sometimes. You don’t have to make it a full commitment. Girls like sex, too.”

I glanced nervously across the room at Amanta, her model friend. Is she trying to set me up? Or is she hitting on me? The thought sent a mixture of thrill and alarm through me. “Yeah, I know,” I said, even though I totally didn’t know.

She was quiet for a long time again, looking out across the room, then looking over at me and considering me.

“Sorry, am I making you uncomfortable? We don’t have to talk about this.”

“No—not at all. I love talking about myself,” I said.

“Do you want me to set you up with someone? I know a lot of cute girls, you know.”

That sent an alarm through me again. All the stress and sorrow in my life seemed to come down on me like a pile of bricks flattening a cartoon character. Parents. Degree. Responsibility. Safety. You don’t have time for girls. You don’t have time for dancing. And my heart added: You don’t have time for other girls because you love Cordelia. But I couldn’t hear it over the rest of the cacophony in my soul. I don’t love Cordelia, I thought. I find her attractive. If we started dating I’d get bored with even her. And then I’d be stuck with her. And it would be a distraction. And I’d resent her for taking time away from my school work. And she would be miserable.

With my one girlfriend before this that was roughly how it had gone. What I didn’t realize was that I actually just didn’t like her very much in the first place.

I realized I was staring off into the distance and hadn’t answered Cordelia’s question. “Um…I’ll let you know when I’m up for that. Maybe at the end of the semester when I’m less busy, you know?” I said, matter of factly. A gorgeous girl was offering to set me up with her gorgeous friends and that was the best response my stormy, confused mind could manage. Cordelia got up shortly after, seeming to think I probably just wanted to be left alone, and wandered off, and my heart hurt. I drank until I felt sick and the next time I was aware of the world Terrence was helping me stumble into my room.


Chapter 6. Grinding to a Revelation

The next morning was unpleasant, to say the least, though the hangover paled in comparison to the dull misery of the next days. My internship boss, Chet, was unforgiving of my numerous absences over the semester and had piled even more grunt work onto me. Homework in all my classes built in intensity as finals approached, and I was behind already.

It was pouring outside, too, and I spent the evenings drinking and the days studying calculus, statistics, economics, and business principles. But it felt like I mostly spent them staring out the window and thinking about Cordelia.

I cursed myself for not balancing my business classes better.

“If I had just kept up with them I could’ve had it all—dancing and my future plans and my parents’ fucking approval. Or at least I could’ve still had my business degree in good condition, once I woke the fuck up about dancing.”

I was sitting in the campus coffee shop—the one on the other side of campus from the Arts buildings and away from any possible encounter with Cordelia—whining to my friend, Ned. Ned was a fat, laid-back kid who took our business classes about a third as seriously as I did. He was going to design Legos for a living. He was a genius at them and was only taking classes to appease his own parents and because he thought a degree would help him get hired at his favorite toy company.

“Yeah, why didn’t you just do that, you dummy?” Ned wasn’t good with gentle words.

“‘Cause Calc Three and Advanced Statistics are hard as fuck—they’re not something you just take care of in your free time. Those classes would’ve taken all my time if I’d done them right this semester. I would’ve hardly been able to dance at all. And I’m terrible at dancing—if I’d only taken a class or two—only done it one or two times a week—I wouldn’t have gotten anywhere this semester. I just…I guess I just loved it. And I didn’t want it to be just a hobby.”

“Yeah, but that would’ve been better than all or nothing, wouldn’t it?” Ned added, unhelpfully.

“You don’t understand. It’s like…it’s like I had to marry a passionless, bland, cruel woman because she had a large fortune. But one day I wandered into the woods and there was a girl there. Not any girl—the most beautiful girl in the world. Some kind of fucking elven princess out of a fairy tale. And she loved me. And you say: why don’t you just split your time between the rich shrew and the maiden?—How could I? How could I bear it? How could I not spend every waking moment with the magic girl from the other world? How could I bear to make love to that other woman I’m married to when I’ve found true love! When I know it’s out there and exists and is waiting for me? Wouldn’t that be worth anything? Any risk?”

“It’s like your Legos,” Ned said, understanding.

My phone buzzed and I flicked the message away and silenced it.

“It was like your Legos,” I said.

I fell dead silent for a moment. I looked down at my phone. The message had been from Cordelia, inviting me to her place for an end of the semester celebration with the dance kids. I had finals that night. I couldn’t even bear to respond. I went into my messages and deleted it. It hurt my heart to look at it for some reason.

“Was that girl Cordelia the princess?” Ned said.

“Dancing was the princess, Ned. It was a metaphor.”

“Oh.”

“But yeah, Cordelia was the princess, too. Cordelia and dancing are the same thing. She is dancing. Dancing is Cordelia.”

And that was the thought that was running through my head at eight p.m. that night, as I stared down at my Advanced Principles of Business final. It was asking me something about PowerPoint and spreadsheets. I couldn’t think of anything in the world more meaningless and useless. I was actually doing okay in the final, though. I thought I might be able to get a C in the class instead of a D. Maybe. Just focus. You can decide about Cordelia later. On your own terms. Once you have your degree back. Don’t wuss out and quit and run to dancing just because you slacked off in business and don’t want to face up to it.

And then I looked up from the page and sat up. I took a breath. I remembered Cordelia’s hands on me. I remembered moving nimbly across the boards. “That’s fucking bullshit,” I said aloud to my thoughts.

“What did you just say?” Professor Mowbray said, a little too startled to just tell me to be quiet.

I wasn’t drunk. I blinked. I wasn’t imagining things.

“I realize the solution to the most difficult problem: there is no good or bad time to defer your dreams,” I blurted out. “Waiting till you’ve mastered a field you hate is merely lost time.” I stood up, ripped off the corner of the test with the staple in it, and tossed the loose papers across the room, sprinkling the students in front of me.

“Sit down!” Professor Mowbray said, now intensely dumbfounded but pretty sure that he was furious about whatever it was I was doing. I grabbed my bag and strode out of the room. Chet the internship boss was outside the lecture hall—he’d been there to give a little speech to us before the test about being a winner in business or something.

“Hey Anson!” he said. Chet studied everyone’s names on cue cards because his boss before him had told him that was a habit of winners.

“Hey Chet: fuck business,” I said. “I quit the internship.”

“The internship is finished bud,” Chet pointed out.

I was already nearly to the doors of the building. “I quit on principle!” I yelled back over my shoulder. Cordelia was waiting for me. I ran: across campus, over the quad, through a patch of woods, and out the other side to the student dorms. She had an apartment with two other dance girls—it was nice senior’s place, with two bathrooms, private rooms, and a living room that the dance kids always used for parties.

Secretly, deep in my heart, I thought it might be all gone—vanished like mystic Brigadoon when I was foolish enough to turn my back on it.

I knocked on her door.

This whole semester—the dancing, the abandonment of my business school shackles, the whirlwind of feelings around Cordelia—had been just falling down the rabbit hole—a remarkable experience, without question. And I was Alice. But that night I reached the bottom and went through the door. That night I entered Wonderland proper.


Chapter 7. Truth or Dare

I could already hear the voices—the happy burble of friends. I already knew: it’s all still possible. The door opened. The world came alive again: every one of my dance friends, dancing, and Cordelia, standing in front of me, holding the door open. It was all still there. Dance hadn’t disappeared or been lost or destroyed. It was still intact, waiting for me. The second chance I had glowed in front of me like the sun. My words to Ned echoed in my head, “I found the love of my life, how could I not spend every moment with her?”

I handled the next part a little more poorly. I didn’t mean to. It’s just that Cordelia is so beautiful that I was a little dumbfounded. I could just barely manage to be her friend; the thought of asking her out made me terrified.

She smiled at me and we both were quiet for a moment.

“Anson!” the group cheered behind her.

“Hey,” she said. “I didn’t think you were coming.”

“Yeah, I had some tests.”

“How did they go?”

I walked out. I love you. “Um…they went fine.”

“Can you hang out tonight?”

“Yeah, sure, if that’s okay.”

“Yeah, that’s okay,” she said, smiling

I spent the next two hours sitting in a corner nervously, wanting to talk to Cordelia but settling for soaking in the room—the wonderful people all chattering and aglow. I thought the night was going to be over with a whimper. But then Cordelia stepped up onto the coffee table in the center of the party.

“We’re playing truth or dare!” she announced to everyone, making it true by saying it.

Everyone laughed nervously and looked back and forth at each other. These types of games were fun from our younger years when everything was kept boring by our innocence and fear. But revisiting them now in college everyone realized that we now had the courage and freedom to pursue things we’d only darkly dreamed of before. It made it terribly exciting. It was an excuse to make an arena where anything could happen—we were held back only by our imagination and our inhibitions, should we let them hold us back.

Cordelia had leapt up on the coffee table at the center of the room to make the announcement, and once she had our attention she stepped down and we all gathered in a circle around the table, sitting on the dorm couches and tables and sprawled on the floor. I found myself on a couch directly across the table from Cordelia.

“Does everyone know how to play?” Cordelia asked

We all nodded.

“We all know how games work here: you play on your honor!” she said in a faux-serious tone, which at the same time had a vein of true seriousness underneath it. “You better stick to your truth or dare once you’ve agreed to it. You better tell the actual truth. And if you are foolish or brave enough to choose dare, then you better be prepared for follow through on what you’re given.”

“What happens if we don’t?” asked Leyland, another of the top dancers.

“You get kicked out of the party. And ridiculed for being lame for the rest of the semester. ‘Cause you would be lame if you did that,” Cordelia said it with a tone that made it clear we didn’t want to cross her here.

“Okay, here’s how we’re playing: player one asks player two ‘truth or dare’ and player two picks one or the other. Player one then asks a question or issues a dare. Player two better fucking follow it. Once they’re done player two gets to ask ‘truth or dare?’ to the next player. We choose the person getting asked by spinning a bottle,” she said, holding up an empty glass root beer bottle. Here’s the catch: if you want out, you can drop out before your turn starts—but then you’re done and you don’t get to issue any more truth or dares to anyone else. Once you’ve agreed to the truth or dare, though, you better follow through or, as I said, you get the worst ridicule: ridicule for being lame. If you attempt a dare and fail it, then you’re out—but you only get mildly ridiculed.”

We were all flushed a little and looking around with bright, wide eyes. I could feel my heart racing. This is why I loved Cordelia’s coterie of dancers and artists. At business school parties everyone just played beer pong and tried to outdo each other at drinking shots. It was incredibly boring after one or two parties.

“We’ll spin to choose the first two players,” Cordelia said and spun the bottle.

It flipped about with an impressive velocity—like some great space apparatus on some momentous interplanetary maneuver. It spun and spun.

And it landed on me.

“Spin to see who you ask,” she said.

I spun it again, yearning for only one spot. And it landed on her.

The bottle slowly came to rest pointing back across the table at Cordelia. My face was very flushed now and my pupils wide, drinking in her every expression. Her mouth twitched in the faintest smile.

“Truth or dare, Cordelia de Havilland?”

“What would you like me to say, Anson Lee?” She had to show that she was fearless—would gladly accept a dare.

But I had too many burning questions. “Let’s start the night with truth,” I said.

“Truth, then.”

I paused, my heart racing at the strangeness of the questions rising to my lips. But I flung myself forward. I was sick of self-censoring and deferring my life.

“Do you forgive me?” I asked. Titters of nervous laughter circled the room at the strangeness and intimacy of the question, but Cordelia’s eyes never left me and her face was serious. She paused for a long, long time until the room was silent and I was only aware of the two of us breathing.

“No. Not tonight,” she said. More nervous laughter—people trying to pass over the awkwardness. But Cordelia and I both stayed in the seriousness of the question. We were both strangely comfortable in it.

I nodded. “Okay.”

Cordelia spun the bottle and it skittered and then landed on Josie, another of the top dancers.

“Truth,” Josie said.

The game continued around the room—small dares and little truths. Everyone was energized and delighted and a little terrified. We dared each other to flash the room, to reveal crushes and sexual acts performed, to admit our voting records, to streak across campus, to leap from the second story window into the bushes below, to kiss our friends, and to steal a hat from a stranger.

We played a long game of it. I had to steal the dorm entry ledger at one point—the notebook that the kid at the front door had to keep, recording who went in and out in the late hours of the building, and I actually managed to do it (sort of—I went down alone and paid the guy twenty dollars for it after he caught me trying to swipe it twice. But hey, you do what works). By the end, though, nearly everyone had finally failed a dare, chickened out, or lost their guts and had to quit. Cordelia, Terrence, Josie and I were left.

Cordelia spun the bottle and it landed on Terrence.

“Truth,” he said.

“Would you wear girl’s panties for twenty dollars?”

“Heck no!” Terrence said. “I don’t want those things wedged up my butt.”

“Come on Terrence—you’re gay as sin,” Josie said, smiling.

“Hey, that still doesn’t mean I want some little lacy panties—welcome to the two thousands, by the way. Are you a time traveler from the fifties or something?” Terrence joked back.

“I would do it,” I blurted out. Cordelia’s eyes whipped to me and a small smile had jumped to her lips. The group tittered at the awkward thought.

“It would be so embarrassing though,” Chloe, one of the newer dancers, said.

I gulped. I realized I was blushing a little. “I mean…twenty dollars is twenty dollars—it’s just a little piece of fabric.”

“Very little,” Cordelia emphasized, an almost wolfish grin on her face.

“You can wear women’s clothes, you know, Anson—it’s twenty eighteen!” Terrence said.

“I’ll just take the twenty dollars, thanks—I don’t need the outfit,” I said, trying to backpedal a little.

We rotated around until it was Cordelia’s turn again. She spun the bottle and it landed on me.

I looked at her and smiled. I felt eager and afraid at the same time, for some reason. I didn’t understand quite what was going to happen, but my lips spoke almost on their own:

“Dare.”

“Shave your legs and….everything else…and wear a pair of my panties,” Cordelia said.


Chapter 8. Shaving and Lingerie

The group “Whooed” and giggled at how bizarre and shameful the dare was.

A thrill shot through me—passion rushed to my cock and I felt a warmth deep in my bottom. I knew I was blushing intensely and tried to will it away. It was so embarrassing.

“You…you want me to shave my body and wear panties?” I said.

“Hey Cordelia, that’s kind of two dares in one,” Terrence said in my defense. “I’m not sure if that’s fair.”

“No one specified the exact nature or extent of the dares,” Cordelia said with a mischievous grin.

“Look at little miss lawyer,” Terrence said.

“I don’t want to ruin your panties,” I protested lamely.

“I have plenty—and our butts are just about the same size.” That simple statement of fact made me blush even more for some reason. “Or I guess you could quit.”

“No way am I quitting. How long do I have to wear them for?” I was trying to act like this was something I didn’t want to do—it was so embarrassing talking about it in front of everyone—talking over the terms of my shaving. But my mind fell back to wearing Cordelia’s dancing tights and clothes when she had lent them to me. It made me excited and almost queasy with confused arousal. Is she trying to punish me or play with me?

“Until next morning,” she said.

“Fine. If that’s what it takes.” The group murmured and exclaimed and giggled.

“Come on,” Cordelia said, offering me her hand. I took it. It felt so nice, just getting to touch her again. She led me back to her room and the group followed, but she shut the door on them. She opened up the top drawer of her dresser and I was greeted to a rainbow of delicate silks and stretchy strings. She considered them carefully. “Pick,” she said.

I bit my lip and considered them, too. I finally chose a black, lacy pair of boy shorts—they were the most conservative and modest ones I could spot.

Cordelia bit her lip and shook her head. “MmmMmm—I don’t think so.” She took them and tossed them back into the drawer. Then she selected a pair herself: she pulled out the tiniest, tightest pair in the drawer—a little pink thong that was just a string in the back and a little triangle in front. My heart raced—they were gorgeous. “This is what you’re wearing,” she said. Then she leaned in close to me and, quietly so no one outside could hear, said, “Are you okay with this? You know you don’t actually have to do the dare, right?”

It filled me with warmth, knowing she still cared enough to be concerned. She’s not angry at me. I smiled back at her, blushing. I was too embarrassed to totally reveal my true feeling but I didn’t want the game to end. Lurid images filled my head: Cordelia dressing me, Cordelia laying me over her lap and spanking me in girly panties, Cordelia crouched over my prone form, absolutely slamming me with a big cock between her legs. I couldn’t just say what I was thinking though—I was terrified of her laughing at me. Or maybe worse: her being super freaked out and grossed out. But she was the one who suggested the panties! I thought. Could she possibly be into such dirty, kinky, shameful things?” Could she want to domme me?

“Oh, but I think I do, Cordelia,” I said in a joking tone. “The pact of truth or dare is sacred. I would never dare break it.”

She grinned. “Come on,” she said, taking my hand again and leading me out through the group and into the bathroom. She laid out instruments for my shaving on the counter: a pink razor that she popped a new blade into, a pair of electric clippers, and a gorgeous looking pink bottle of girly shaving cream. She also put out a little bottle of girly lotion. “For after, so your legs don’t get dried out. Do you know how to do it?” she said.

“Yes. I’m pretty sure I can figure it out,” I said. I can’t believe I’m doing this.

I lay the panties on the counter next to the shaving supplies. She set out a towel, stepped outside, and closed the door. I clicked the lock after me. I could hear excited giggling outside. My heart was racing with excitement. I can’t believe I’m actually getting to do this.

The shaving felt amazing. I turned on a warm shower, stripped my clothes, got myself all wet, and then covered my legs in the shaving cream. I also slathered my bottom and crotch in it. I started at my ankles and worked up my legs. I had very little hair on my body to start with—I wasn’t even able to grow facial hair—my face had always been completely smooth—and the hair covering the rest of my body was light and hardly visible. It was easy work. The razor tugged at the hairs, leaving smooth skin behind. It felt incredible.

I finished my legs and rubbed them together luxuriously. My plump thighs felt absolutely velvety passing over each other. I had no idea shaving could feel so good. I worked around my crotch, shaving between my legs. Then I pulled my fat bottom apart and shaved, very gently, around my tight little asshole. It felt incredible and so naughty and erotic. Once it was finished I passed the razor over and around my smooth sphincter several times. My cock rose to an erection from the slutty thing I was doing. My asshole felt like all the nerves in it were setting off fireworks of feeling. I wanted to be touched there, badly.

I took a few breaths to steady myself, then shaved my armpits, too, even though Cordelia hadn’t specified that. I wanted to please her. I wanted to be slutty. I finished with the little bush above my cock. I used the electric clippers to shave it down to a low level, then used the razor to remove the rest. I only left a little patch about an inch above the base of my cock, that I shaved into a cute little heart. It doesn’t matter you idiot—no one is going to see this.

I stepped back into the shower and washed my body clean, then dried off and rubbed the lotion up my legs. It felt incredible but I wished it was Cordelia’s hands doing the rubbing.

I picked up the panties and savored the thrill for a moment, then stepped into them and pulled them up my legs. They were really tight and I had to peel them over my big, round bottom. They strained to wrap over my plump flesh and the thin string pressed on my smooth sphincter tantalizingly. It felt so good. I pulled my tight jeans over my bottom, tugged my shirt back on, and stepped back out into the main room.

“Let’s see ‘em,” Cordelia said.

“You want…” I said, blushing.

“Just tug the sides up over your pants—give yourself a little wedgy so everyone can see you actually put those girly panties on.”

I blushed but I pulled my shirt up, then hooked my fingers into my jeans and around the little bit of string I was wearing. I pulled the sides of the pink thong up so that the waistband was high up above my hips. It pulled the string really tightly against my anus and also made the little triangle in the front squeeze my cock and balls very pleasingly. I was getting an erection from displaying myself. I turned a little circle for the group so they could see front and back, then went and sat on the couch.

Everyone cheered and clapped and laughed.

“Well done,” Cordelia said. “I think you definitely win the game.”

I smiled.

We hung out for a while longer, but in the end, it was sort of an early night—I’d gotten there around eight, after I ditched my exam, and by one in the morning everyone had trailed out and Cordelia and I were left alone in the apartment. Her roommates were out at boyfriends’ houses or already gone home now that the semester was over. I had lingered, as I always lingered when we were in groups, wanting to have alone time with Cordelia once everyone else had gone. I had missed her so badly for these last few weeks. I wanted to just talk with her again, as we had for the semester, over coffees, lunches, dinners, and breaks during our dance practice. But I didn’t quite know what to say. I still wasn’t even sure that she liked me. In fact, I was pretty sure she was disappointed in me for abandoning dancing and dropping our two-person, end of the semester performance. And she probably thinks I’m a fucking weirdo for agreeing to that dare. Why didn’t I just say “no”?

And what was I going to say: “I walked out of my exam. Let’s spend the rest of our lives together?” Suddenly fears overwhelmed me again. What was I doing? I realized that I had no plan. How would I eat? Where would I stay? What would I tell my parents about walking out of the test? What would they do if they learned I had disobeyed them a second time? I cringed and shrunk at the thought. I was suddenly terrified of the letter they would surely be getting, like the one they’d gotten before, notifying them that I’d forfeited my exam and failed my business principles class. Cordelia was standing in her living room, looking at me with her emerald eyes. I suddenly felt certain that she wanted me to leave even though I yearned to stay there with her. She’s all alone in her dorm. I could keep her company; I could have all the time I want with her! I thought. If only I didn’t have my degree. If only I was free.

“I…thanks for having me over. That was a fun party,” I said.

“I’m really glad you could make it,” she said, and her voice was a little sad. “I’ve missed you.” She stepped over to me and we hugged. I savored the feel of her warm, curvy body pressed into my own, and then I let her go. I went to the door and she leaned against the frame and watched me go. “Have a nice summer, Anson.”

“Thanks,” I said. “Stay in touch, Cordelia. I’ll see you next semester,” I said, and my voice was sad now, too. And I walked away, and her door closed behind me. I walked down two flights of stairs and out the front of the dorm.

“I need that ledger back eventually!” the student door guard said.

“Then I need that twenty dollars back, Edgar!” I said, letting the door swing shut behind me. The spring night air was warm and washed over my skin. I was still wearing Cordelia’s panties. I could still feel her hands on my body from all those weeks ago. What the fuck am I doing? I thought. I took my phone out and made three calls.


Chapter 9. Wonderland

A half hour later I was knocking as loudly as I could on Cordelia’s door. I could hear her step up and peek through the peephole. The locks clicked and the door swung open. Her hair was messy and she looked like she’d just fallen asleep. “Hey,” she said, almost annoyed. But then she seemed to realize it was me and her look softened. “What’s up?”

“I think I just disowned myself from my parents,” I blurted out. “And I skipped a business exam earlier today—I just walked out of it. I kind of told my professor to go fuck himself.”

She was grinning ear to ear as she listened. “Come on,” she said, offering her hand. I took it and she drew me back inside and shut and latched the door. She pulled me to the couch, sat us down, and wrapped me into a hug. “What happened? Tell me everything!”

Her response made it easier. Barriers were coming down within me like something was blossoming deep inside. “I’ve been an idiot,” I said.

“Yeah, that’s true. But no you haven’t. You’ve just had a lot of shit to deal with.”

“I should’ve never left. I feel like I fucked everything up. Those last three months—getting to dance—getting to dance with you—it’s the most alive I’ve ever felt. They were the best three months of my life.” She was blushing at my words and smiling happily.

“What did you tell your parents?”

“I told them I was going to be a dancer, and that I was quitting business school.”

“What did they do?”

“Well, I got my mom on the phone first—she thought it was an emergency since it’s like one in the fucking morning. And when I told her she brought my dad in on speakerphone. They both argued about it for a while but I just kept saying ‘no.’ And then they said they weren’t paying for any of it, or to support me while I did something so stupid. And they said I owed them for three years of wasted tuition. I told them they could come after me in court if they wanted.”

She squealed with delight at my response.

“They said they were cutting me off. That we could talk when I came pleading back to them. The said they wouldn’t even consider anything else until I cut off dancing completely, came to my senses, and re-enrolled in classes. And that I’d better be working my ass off to repay the tuition I’d wasted this last semester if I wanted to hear from them again. I’m pretty sure they’re bluffing—I think they think I’m going to be calling them crying once I have to leave my dorm at the end of the month and don’t have anywhere to go.”

“How did it end?”

“I said, ‘see you around,’ and hung up on them as they were expressing their intense disappointment. Oh, and just before that I told them they shouldn’t have been assholes to you after our dance performance, and that you were the best person I’d ever met.”

She squealed and hugged me again. “I hate your parents.”

“They’re kind of awful people.”

“But I like you—somehow they produced you. I’ll give them that.” I wanted to kiss her so badly in that moment and it almost seemed like she wanted to kiss me. We hung in that energized silence. “So what happened then?” she finally said, just as I was going to lean in and try to press my lips to hers.

“I freaked the fuck out. Then I remembered: I already have a job—they made me get one to pay them back to for wasting their tuition money! And you set me up with one! I realized I was already set up to be free of them. I hadn’t even realized. I can work as a waiter—I’ll pick up more hours. I’ll figure out a way! I mean, people live like that, right?”

“Yeah, totally!”

“Then I called Ms. Norell and then Mr. Caprizie,” two of my favorite dance instructors.

“Did they pick up?”

“Yes! Ms. Norell sounded like she had been sleeping, but I’m pretty sure Mr. Caprizie was at a bar in the city—or somewhere.”

“Were they cool?”

“They were really cool. I told them I was having a crisis, and I was sorry to bother them. Then I asked if I could audit their classes for free next semester—like, unofficially—because I needed to keep training but I probably wasn’t going to have the money for school.”

“What did they say?” She was excited.

“They both said yes! They said just don’t tell anyone in the registrar’s office. They both basically said I’d been a joy to have in classes this semester and they’d been really sad when I had to drop their classes. I apologized for that—said I’d been freaking out about business school but I’d figured it out.”

“You’re amazing.”

“You’re amazing,” I said back to her, passionately. “I guess I need to figure out how to be an adult now, right? I mean, I don’t even have my own cell phone plan or my own bank account—mine is linked to my parents and I have a phone on their plan.”

I leapt up from the couch and paced the room—pirouette and twirling and throwing in little dance steps—and thinking aloud. It felt like I was planning an escape from some great prison, and Cordelia was the heroic resistance fighter there to help me to freedom—the knight to carry me from my captive princess tower.

“You should go to your bank first thing tomorrow and withdraw all your money from your account before they think to do it—even better: set up a Venmo account tonight and send as much to me as you can, then I’ll pay you. That way you’ll have some. Get the rest in the morning and open a new account that only you have.”

“That’s really good!” I said.

“I’ll see about adding you to my phone plan if you want—you may need to get rid of your smartphone for a while. A flip phone with a simple plan will be a lot cheaper and you don’t need a smartphone to work and dance for the next few months.”

I don’t need anything but you Cordelia de Havilland. “That’s good too!”

“I’m going to move off campus next semester. Do you want to live with me?”

I grinned at her in silence for a long moment and she grinned back. It was the delight of two people starting to mutually recognize that they both really, really liked each other.

“Yes!” I finally said. “When did you decide to move off campus?”

“Like, ten seconds ago.”

“You’re amazing.”

“This is so exciting!”

“I guess I need to learn how to budget and plan finances and save, right? Like, spreadsheets and all that?”

“Yeah, but it’s easy. To start you just need to make sure you’re making more than you’re spending each month. More needs to go into your bank account than out—that’s the principle and the reason you track things. Make sure you have enough for essentials: groceries and rent and health insurance. As soon as you can, start squirreling away every extra dollar. Don’t go to the movies or eat out. You need to have three or four months of pay saved in case of an emergency.

“I’ll need to get health insurance, too, once they realize I’m not coming back and kick me off of theirs.”

“Yep—that’s straightforward. You’ll need to do some extra paperwork to get on a plan in the middle of the year, but it’s possible.”

“You know so much stuff!”

“I mentor all my little dancing birds about this stuff. Artists need to have their shit together if they’re going to survive.”

“I think that’s it, right? Did we cover everything? I think we just made an escape plan for my life!”

“Yep, I think we did!”

“I’ll work and save and live with you and audit classes next semester and become a dancer! Now I just have to wake up tomorrow and start doing it!”

A warm silence hung between us again, then I plopped down on the couch opposite her. My heart was racing with excitement. I wanted her badly but I was still afraid to act. With my one previous girlfriend, I’d managed to fuck everything up. I didn’t want to fuck everything up with Cordelia de Havilland.

Also: there was the problem of how much porn I watched—the sissy, feminization pornography, specifically. Because of it, and the masturbation that went along with it, I’d often failed to get hard with my previous girlfriend. It made me feel pathetic, but I was desensitized from all my jerking off and extreme pornography, and I couldn’t get turned on by normal things. I had been way too afraid to bring up my strange, weird feminization kinks and try to act them out in real life. I’d been worried she would ridicule me. But Cordelia already had me shave and put me in panties—and she invited me to live with her! That must mean something, right?

Fantasies of wandering around my and Cordelia’s apartment in little lacy panties and lingerie flashed through my mind. It would be everything I’d ever wanted. But I was afraid now—afraid she’d be weirded out and pushed too far if I confessed my shameful desires. And I was afraid that if I tried to sleep with her my pathetic cock would fail and she’d think I wasn’t attracted to her.

Finally, Cordelia spoke and released me. She made the first move. “Do you want to shower again? You’ve had a long day, and you probably only had time to rinse quickly after you shaved.”

“Yeah…a shower would be nice,” I said.


Chapter 10. Baring Everything

I could feel the want between us. I was almost sure of it. But we were both struggling to break that final barrier and just admit it. I went to her bathroom, stripped off all my clothes and my little thong, and stepped into the warm shower. The knob turned against the lock.

“Yes?”

“I thought I’d just come in so we can keep talking…while you shower,” Cordelia’s voice came from the other side of the door. “The curtain will hide you, of course,” she added, awkwardly.

“Right, of course,” I said. I stepped out, dripping wet, and turned the lock, then jumped back into the shower. Cordelia stepped in. I could see her lean against the sink counter through the opaque curtain.

“I’ve missed you a lot, you know,” she said.

“I couldn’t believe you even liked me that much,” I said, my voice trembling a little against my will.

“I like you a lot,” she said.

“You’re just so amazing, Cordelia,” I loved saying her name. “And you’re so good at everything, and I’m just some idiot stumbling around. I’m such an amateur. I can barely dance. I feel like I can barely function as a person. Honestly, sometimes I don’t see how you could possibly like me.”

“Because you throw yourself into it! And you’re going to get good really soon if you keep working as hard as you worked most of this semester.”

“Thanks,” I said. I felt full of a wonderful warmth—Cordelia’s words meant entire worlds to me.

“Anson, why don’t you have a girlfriend?”

I paused for a moment, my heart racing. “Honestly? It’s so embarrassing. Do you really want to know?”

“Yes.”

“I had a girlfriend two years ago. That was the last time I dated. She’s…the only girl I went out with.”

“Did you have sex?”

I blushed and I was glad I had the curtain to hide me. I knew Cordelia was way more sexually experienced than me. “Yes…but I was really bad at it.”

“Why? Tell me.”

“This is so weird and embarrassing. Honestly?”

“Yes, I want to know.”

“I…well I watch a lot of porn.”

“All guys watch porn—and most girls, too, in one form or another.”

“I watch…weird porn though. Anyway, the point was once we actually started…having sex…I was really bad at…staying ready, basically.”

“Oh,” she said.

“Is that bad?”

“No. You mean…you couldn’t get hard?”

I blushed at how bluntly she put it. “Yes. And when I did manage it I would lose it again. I think it made her feel bad but it wasn’t her fault. She was really hot. It was all my fault.”

She considered that for a moment. “What kind of porn were you watching? Or…are you watching?”

“Yeah, still watching.” I didn’t know how to put it. “I watch lots of stuff, I guess.” I took a deep breath. Just spit it out. “Are you sure you want to talk about this?”

“Yes.”

I was standing in that shower, naked, a diaphanous curtain the only thing separating me from the girl I was in love with, and confessing my dirtiest, most shameful secrets. I was so aroused by the whole thing. “Feminization porn.”

“Feminization porn?” she said. I couldn’t tell if she didn’t know what it was or just wanted me to further explain myself.

“Sissy stuff.” The words started to spill out of me. “Like: a guy…who’s really cute and girly looking…a trap or femboy or whatever you want to call it. And he gets dressed up and…is submissive…to a girl or guy. And to go along with that I watched…watch…a lot of femdom. Spanking. Um…anal sex. Pegging.”

“Hmmm,” she said.

She’s not storming out of the room or screaming “ew” and pointing at me, at least, I thought. I tried to peer through the curtain and see if she was filming me—if these three months had all been just a joke that I hadn’t realized and she was going to publicly humiliate me then cut ties forever. But she didn’t have her phone out or even with her, I didn’t think. She was standing with her arms crossed beneath her breasts. Her full, jiggly titties were easily visible and straining against the long sleeve, navy shirt she was wearing. I was pretty sure that she was watching the outline of my figure against the opaque curtain.

“So you can’t really get hard or perform with a girl?”

“No…no I can’t,” I said, humiliated. How could she want a guy like that?

“Have you tried just watching less porn and masturbating less?”

“Yes but I always fall back into it. I can’t resist it. And even if I did stop masturbating…well, I think the fetishes and kinks would still be there.”

I felt rotten all of a sudden. Now that I was confessing it, it was making me realize that a girl like Cordelia, who could have any guy she wanted and be treated however she wanted—could get any fantasy she wanted—would never be interested in some pathetic weirdo like me. Why did I confess to her? Why do I have to be such a secret freak? My cheeks burned all of a sudden at the thought of shaving my legs and wearing the panties in front of everyone. Why did I let her make that dare? She must think I’m ridiculous for accepting it. Suddenly I felt hot tears filling my eyes and running down my cheeks, and I was grateful for the curtain separating us.

“Hmmm,” she said again. “Do you feel pretty pathetic for being impotent—for having a soft cock?”

Her blunt words made me flinch but I wanted to confess to her. “Yes. I…I guess I feel pretty pathetic about it. I feel pathetic about the whole thing. It feels so shameful. I wish I could just be normal. I mean, most guys like watching porn but they don’t turn into…weirdos or losers like this.”

“Do you want to do what you watch porn about?”

“Do you want to be feminized and butt fucked?” was the implicit question. And I did, so badly. I wanted to be fucked by her. But I was too afraid to tell the truth. “No…I know the difference between fantasy and reality. It’s just a weird internet fetish.”

She challenged me: “But earlier you implied you’d be able to be pleasured if you’d been able to act out those fantasies with your girlfriend. Why didn’t you just ask her?”

“I…” I felt trapped by my own words but excited by what she was suggesting—Is…is she encouraging me? No. I’m fucking imagining things. Just cut this off before you make it even worse! “I knew she’d think I was a loser if I told her.”

“You’re sure you don’t want that in real life?”

Maybe this is my chance—maybe if I convince her I don’t—that I want to be normal—maybe something could actually happen between us!

“No, I don’t want it,” I said, voice trembling.

But suddenly the curtain pulled aside.

I flinched and jumped and nearly fell before steadying myself with a little gasp. Cordelia stood there: back straight, eyes steady and piercing. I clasped my hands over my cock. She stepped into the shower, the water soaking her navy shirt and tight, dark jeans and making them cling to her curves even more. She lay her hands on my shoulders and moved me back against the warm, wet wall—my back and bottom pressed against the tile.

“Fucking liar,” she said in a sultry, passionate voice.

And then she pressed her lips to mine.


Chapter 11. Thoroughly Explored, Filled, and Spanked in the Shower

It was a long, slow, tender kiss. She stayed on my lips, kissing me again and again until I opened my mouth to her. Her tongue dipped into me, probing and exploring, dancing with my own wet tongue, making love to my mouth. She sucked on my lips and tongue and then went back to kissing me. We frenched for a long, long time before she finally pulled away. My cock was rock hard. My body was trembling with desire and both of us were drawing in ragged, impassioned breaths. I could feel her own body vibrant and alive against mine. She pressed against me with her breasts and stomach and thighs and kissed me again and again and again.

“You want it. You want it all.” It was a statement.

“Yes,” I whimpered, voice hardly above a whisper—I didn’t dare say more. But that confession was enough. I was blushing hotly, my heart was hammering in my chest, and sweat poured off my naked body. I felt like I could barely breathe. I was trembling in her hands—I could hardly stand. She pulled away from my mouth and pressed her warm lips to my neck, kissing and sucking that sensitive erogenous zone. “Oh fuck, oh fuck!” was all I could moan, over and over. She took my wrists and pinned my hands above me, against the shower wall, gently dominating me.

“This gets you hard, doesn’t it?” she said. She moved her mouth down and sucked on each of my pert nipples. She left red lipstick kisses circling each of them—like little frames to put them on display. She moved down and kissed my soft, flat stomach. She sucked on my belly button and then kissed all the way down to my little patch of pubic hair, burying her lips in it. She stopped before my cock and stood back up, pinning my hands above me again with one hand then reaching her other hand down and tugging on my pubic hair playfully. It hurt a little but felt so good.

“You like this, don’t you?” she said in an incredibly dominant, confident, sexy voice. She seemed so sure of herself.

“Fuck yes. Fuck yes!” I moaned. It was so embarrassing being taken control of by a girl like this—I’m a guy. I’m supposed to be the dominant one! But I was too turned on to stop or protest. Intense passion broke my inhibitions and washed them away. She moved her hand from my pubic hair to my cock and a thrill shot through my body.

Cordelia’s touching my cock! Her hand is wrapped around my cock!

She gave it long, luxurious, slow strokes, working all the way up and down the shaft and then palming her hand over my head, massaging and teasing it.

“I can’t believe this is happening!” I gasped. “I like you so much, Cordelia…I…I’ve liked you since the day I saw you in that class, inviting everyone to dance…”

“I fucking know,” she said. She knew she had complete control over me. She knew she could make me do anything she wanted. “Just say it, you pussy. Say you love me.”

Her permission was all I needed. I said it with complete earnesty: “I love you. I’m in love with you!” It was like she had flipped a switch when she decided to step into the shower. Where there had been uncertainty and hesitation before, now she acted with confidence and complete surety—as if she knew what I wanted and needed and she was going to give it to me. It was almost unbearably sexy.

“Turn the fuck around,” she whispered into my ear and guided me with her hands on my hips. I turned and she pressed my face and chest against the shower wall. She tugged my hips back so my back was arched and my fat, jiggly butt was popped out and open to her. She reached down and spread my plump thighs apart. She leaned in again and spoke in her normal voice: “Is this okay? Is this what you want?”

I could barely speak I was so turned on—my voice trembled. “Yes…yes I love it. Is it…is it what you want, though?”

“Fuck yes,” her hands roved up and down my body as we spoke—over my nipples and stomach, caressing my hips, and then dragging up my thighs and resting on my bottom. “Fuck you have a cute booty for a boy. You just have a cute butt, period.” She squeezed big, fat handfuls of my bottom and tugged them around. I could feel the tug on my sphincter and it made my erection throb.

She drew her hand back and spanked me as hard as she could. I yelped and flinched. My butt jiggled sluttily under the blow and I glanced back to see a red handprint on my pale flesh. “Fuck,” I moaned out in arousal. She squeezed the spank mark then rubbed it, spreading the sting out over my fat ass until it turned into warm pleasure. My cock felt like it was about to explode. She put my hands up above my head, pressing them against the wet tile.

“Fucking keep them there, understand?” she said.

“Yes, Cordelia.”

She brought her hand down and wrapped it around my throat, gently choking me, then spanked me as hard as she could again. “Your safe word is ‘Red,’ do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“If you need to stop you say that. Otherwise, you can say anything you want—I won’t stop.”

“Fuck that’s so hot,” I moaned.

She drew her hand back and spanked me again, hard. “Count,” she said, rubbing the spank in.

I did and she slapped my ass around until my pale flesh was covered in stinging red handprints. It jiggled and trembled sexily with each blow and she rubbed reach one in, massaging my butt and turning the pain to intense, erotic pleasure. “I’ve been waiting to spank this butt since I first saw you dancing. You have such a fucking slutty, girly body. I love it. And you had no idea. You always just seemed stupidly embarrassed by it, because you’re kind of an idiot sometimes, Anson. I had no idea you’d want this until you agreed to put on those panties tonight.” She kissed and sucked my neck between sentences, making me moan along with the spanks. “I dreamed—I thought I felt something when I touched you when we were dancing, but I was afraid I’d drive you away.”

“I love it. I love this!” I said. “I want it so badly. I want you so badly.”

She pressed a hand against my back, “Stay right fucking there. We have to clean your booty before I fuck you.”

Before I fuck you. The words sent a thrill through me.

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned out.

“Hmmm, good girl. I like that,” she said. “Call me ‘master,’ though, not ‘mistress.’”

“Yes, Master!”

I stayed spread and ready, the warm water still washing over me, and she disappeared for just a moment and came back with a large plastic water bottle. “I don’t have an enema right now, so we’re going to improvise with your booty.”

“You can do whatever you want with it! It belongs to you if you want it.”

It felt so strange and dirty and embarrassing saying these things to my friend—and having her say even dirtier things back. But we were both so turned on that we didn’t care about any propriety or embarrassment. We wanted to fuck each other. We wanted to say the dirtiest things imaginable—the things that had been trapped and yearning to be free in our imaginations.

“Good girl. I do want it. I want to own this whole body,” she grabbed a big handful of butt and squeezed it. “This is mine now. Do you understand? I own your body now.”

“Yes. Yes, Master, I understand.”

“Good slut.”

She flipped the shower off and then licked her fingers—covering them in saliva—and buried them in between my fat butt cheeks. Cordelia’s fingers are pressing directly against my anus. She rubbed and rubbed, circling and massaging and pressing into my tender butt flesh until my sphincter was wet with spit. She opened the bottle and brought it to my lips. “Suck on it. Get it wet for your butt.”

I covered the top in spit and she tugged it free of my lips. “Tug your butt open, baby.”

I brought my hands down and pulled my fat cheeks apart, and she caressed a finger up my nubile sphincter, then brought the bottle to my opening. My sphincter resisted the hard plastic but she pressed it insistently, working it in at an angle.

The threaded top breached my virgin hole. It was rough and hard and uncomfortable but I loved it. She shoved it further in and I moaned and gasped. It felt so strange having some alien thing inside of me. She shoved it up until the wider part of the bottle nestled between my cheeks and halted its progress. She was able to press a little bit of the bottle in before it got too wide, and it spread and stretched my ass incredibly pleasurably.

“You like that?”

“Fuck yes!” I said. I felt overwhelmed and feverish and dreamy from having my bottom breached and violated like that. It wasn’t used to being used roughly like this. Once the bottle was seated she squeezed and water flooded my trembling rectum.

I gasped in pleasure and she smiled and sucked at my neck. “Yeah, you like that don’t you. Have you ever had an enema, slut?”

“No…no I’ve never had anything in my bottom before. It feels so big!” I gasped.

“Fuck you’re sweet. You have no idea what I’m going to do to your asshole tonight.”

It was a big bottle and the water pressed on every spot inside of me, straining my insides with pleasurable pressure. It didn’t hurt. It just felt overwhelming and really good. She emptied the whole bottle into me, squeezing it until it was flat and my stomach had a little bulge in it. She rubbed her hand over my abdomen. “You’re like my little pregnant girlfriend now. Did I just impregnate your butt, slut?”

“Yes! I want to be your little pregnant girlfriend! It feels so full! It feels like I’m impregnated in my butt!” I said, stupid with arousal and passion.

“Don’t let any out, understand?”

“Yes, Master!” she tugged the bottle out and pressed her palm firmly over my hole, holding the water in until I could clench down. She carefully drew her hand away and only a little trickle escaped me.

“Good girl,” she cooed.

“I love you calling me a girl!”

“That’s because you are a girl.”

“Oh fuck that’s so hot!” I practically sobbed. “Cordelia I fucking love this.”

She tossed the bottle aside and turned me around again with her hands on my hips. She pressed me against the wall and gently but surely pressed her lips to mine. “I love this, too. I fucking love you, Anson.” She rubbed her hands over my body as we made out, bringing them to rest on my big butt, then rubbing her fingers up and down my anus. My cock and my entire rectum were so full of pleasurable pressure that it was almost painful, but it felt intensely good. I’d never felt such intense pleasure in my whole life—never even close. It made the minutes drag on and feel like hours—all my nerves were screaming in ecstasy. I was aware of every part of my body and I loved it.

“Get down on that dirty shower floor,” she commanded. I did it eagerly. My stomach felt so full and pregnant that it was hard to move and squat down. I could feel the fluid sloshing around inside of me as I lowered myself. She shoved me down so my face and chest were pressed to the wet floor of the shower. I was up on my knees, my bottom hanging in the air, vulnerable and on display for her. “Look at this slutty butt. No boy has a butt like this. That fact that you have a butt like this and exercised it and kept it plump—that just means you were begging to get fucked, doesn’t it?”

“Yes!” I said, loving her dirty talk.

“Are you dirty, needy anal whore?”

“Yes!”

She squatted down next to me and pressed her middle finger into my ass up to the first digit, then withdrew it. I moaned with pleasure. “I’m going to spank the fuck out of you now. You better not expel any water, do you understand? If you squirt out that dirty butt water all over your bottom and thighs and slutty body I’m going to do even dirtier, meaner things to you, do you understand?”

I just had time to gasp out, “Yes, Master!” and she started to beat my butt. She slapped me really hard, like before, making it jiggle and shake. She spanked my fat, naked thighs, too. I bit my lip and squeezed my eyes shut, trying to keep the enema in my ass. But it was really hard to focus and keep it squeezed through the overwhelming spanking. It was too much pressure on too many parts of my body. Plus, we both knew that we actually wanted me to expel—to get punished by her for being a dirty slut. I held out as long as I could, though. My cock was throbbing from the fullness in my rectum and the intense erotism of being spanked by the girl I loved in a dirty shower. I was worried I was going to cum if she kept spanking me.

And then she spread my fat cheek and started spanking my cock, balls, and anus directly. It was too much. My body was trembling and pouring off sweat from her beating and my fullness. I broke. The first stream gushed out of my ass and ran down my fat, naked thighs.

“Bad fucking slut!” she said and started spanking me even harder and rubbing my puffy sphincter as it gushed out its dirty treasure.

“Oooh, please let me release, Master!” I moaned.

“Fine. Bad slut,” she said with faux-disappointment, still spanking me hard. “Push it all out—release. Fucking little gush-slut.”

I moaned as lewdly as I could—it felt so good being completely free and as dirty as I wanted; I’d never felt so free in my life. I pushed the enema out of me. Dirty butt water washed over my thighs and fat ass until I was empty. Then she flipped me over onto my back and lay her body over mine. We devoured each other, hands running over our bodies and mouths sucking and frenching passionately. We made out for a long, long time. My entire body was throbbing with pleasure. Her wet mouth sucked at mine. Her tongue explored me. Her hands groped me. Finally, she stood and turned the shower back on, then knelt down and rubbed soap over me, massaging and cleaning my naked body. Her hand firmly washed and rubbed my throbbing cock and my nubile asshole. It felt really good, being soapy and massaged by her.

“Pull your legs up near your head; open up that ass for me, slut.”

I did it and she grabbed the bottle and refilled it. “Now that your ass is cleaned out, we’re going to fill you up again. You already failed to keep your butt closed, so you’ll probably fail again when I fuck you with an enema in your ass, but there’s only one way to be sure.”

“You’re going to fuck my ass?”

“I’m going to fuck it so good, baby.”

She knelt down and plugged the full bottle back into my needy hole. It flowed in easily with me laying on my back and spreading my legs. She emptied it until I felt really full again, then went back and emptied another half bottle into me. I felt like I was going to burst. “Oh fuck, I don’t think I can take anymore!” I begged, but she kept squeezing it until I had two whole bottles’ worth filling and straining my insides. She tugged the bottle out and water erupted out of my ass before I was able to desperately squeeze it closed. She rubbed my sphincter up and down like she was rubbing a girl’s puffy pussy. She was in bare feet and she stood and placed a foot on my chest, pressing down on a pert titty. “Beg for cock, slut,” she said, grinning lovingly.

“Please fuck my butt with your big cock!” I begged eagerly. “I want Master’s big, thick girl cock to fill my bottom and pound me until I’m a drooling, fucked-stupid slut!”

“Good girl. What good, earnest begging. My cock is pretty big—are you sure you want to try to handle it?”

“Yes, Master! Just force my bottom! I deserve it for being a slut and asking for it by having such a fat ass!”

Her face flushed with desire at my ridiculous, slutty words. “Get the fuck up and crawl out of the shower. Follow me—hurry up!” She snapped her fingers and walked from the bathroom. I moaned and whimpered, rolling over and crawling with my full stomach. The water sloshed around and strained against my insides as I tried to move. It was a wonderful, overwhelming feeling.


Chapter 12. Ravished by Cordelia

I crawled rapidly down the hall after her, my butt and thighs jiggling sexily as I moved. She walked before me haughtily and tugged her top off, revealing a gorgeous, lacy little black bralette. She got to her room and tugged off her wet jeans, revealing a matching, tiny black thong. I’d never gotten to see her naked before. Her body was everything I’d dreamed. She shimmied and danced just a little, showing off her bottom for my hungry gaze, then she turned and smiled.

“Crawl to the center of the floor, lay on your back, and pull your legs up, slut.”

“Yes, Cordelia!” I said happily.

As I got into position she went to her dresser and opened the second drawer, below the panties. She pulled out an enormous pink cock. It was girthy, with thick veins popping out of it and a large, mushroom head. On the other end, inside the harness, was a large, long egg to press into her pussy and stimulate her and give her firmer control as she fucked me. She tugged off her panties, revealing a smooth shaven pussy, and stepped into the complex harness.

“Your the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen,” I said reverently.

“Don’t lie,” she said.

“I’m not. You must realize you’re a goddess.”

“Yeah. I guess I sort of do,” she said, and tugged her bralette off, letting her gorgeous, ample breasts spill free. “You can kiss my foot, to start,” she said. “You’ll have to work up to getting the rest of me.

I eagerly took her toes into my mouth. I sucked them then kissed and licked up her soles as she fed one foot, then the other, past my lips. Before I had even fully serviced her feet though her want became too much. She crouched down over my naked body, hungry and practically predatory. She wrapped her hand around my throat. “You think you can take this big girl cock?”

“I’m scared of trying to fit it into my butt,” I confessed. “It looks so big and overwhelming! But I want it! I want you to fuck me with it!”

“Beg again—I love it when you beg me.”

Dirty, stupid words spilled out of me. “Oh please penetrate my nubile, virgin ass with that huge, dominant, overwhelming girl cock! I want your pink shaft inside of me—all the way inside of me. I want you to pummel my butt—” I gasped as she inserted a saliva-slicked middle finger into my hole. A little water gushed out and she began to finger pound me. “Oh yes, please fuck me!” I pleaded.

“Fuck you’re tight. We’re going to have to take a long time to stretch you out,” she said. Her cock was bigger than a banana—nearly as thick as my wrist—maybe thicker. I didn’t know how she was possibly going to fit it into my butt.

She fingered me for a really long time. She slowly inserted more fingers; two, then three, then four. That really stretched me. She pressed all the way into the knuckles, then tugged them in and out of me. I let out cute little gasps and moans as she went and slutty squirts of water escaped my butt when she’d pull out. She finger fucked me for nearly an hour. It was so intense and overwhelming.

Midway through I had to beg her to stop because I was going to cum. She slapped my cock disdainfully. “Not until I’m buried inside of you.” She pulled her fingers out of me and came back with a handful of ice. She held it on my cock until my erection went down. “Hold it there, slut.” I obeyed and she pushed back into me. Be the end she’d worked six fingers into my swollen, tender, spanked ass—three from each hand. She tugged on my O-ring, stretching it to either side and letting water gush out of me shamefully.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes, Master, please fuck me!”

She got on her knees and lined her cock up with my butt. The head pressed against my tender gate. She guided it with a sure, firm hand. The cock was very soft, thankfully, but still firm enough to roughly fuck me with. It slipped off my anus again and again, massaging it as she worked on me. “You’re still really fucking tight,” she said.

Slowly, centimeter by centimeter, the cock pressed in and spread me.

I bit my lip and felt tears coming to my eyes from the pain, but I didn’t protest. I wanted her inside of me, badly. And, then in an intense push, the head breached me and my sphincter sucked down around the other side, taking the dick into me. She excitedly pressed another few centimeters into me.

“I just took your anal virginity,” she said, almost in awe.

“I love you!” I gasped, blushing.

“I love you!” she said. She lay her gorgeous body over mine and pressed her lips to mouth. Her breasts felt incredible squishing over my chest. I loved her weight pressing on me, her stomach pressing against mine as we both sucked in air, and her pubic bone pressing against my own.

“How could I be so lucky?” I moaned.

“I was just thinking the same fucking thing,” she said.

She reached down and pressed something on the base of her cock. Both parts, buried in each of us and connecting us, started to vibrate intensely. Slowly, lovingly, she rolled her hips and began to fuck me, pressing the cock all the way into its base, then tugging it all the way out to the head. The ice had all melted against my hot skin and my cock throbbed back to erection.

“Doesn’t look like you have trouble getting hard when I fuck you, does it?”

“No, Master!”

It hurt—my ass was taut and stretched to its absolute limit in order to wrap around her cock shaft—but it slowly stretched more and more and I started to feel amazing.

“You’re hitting a spot in my ass—it’s incredible!” I gasped.

“Your little anal g-spot, huh?”

“Yes!” I gasped as she did it again. Her cock stretched me more and more and she picked up her pace. She had a little bottle of clear lube and she dumped more onto her cock. Her slick dick slipped in and out of my needy ass. It was too much: the fullness, the vibrations, the girl I loved dominantly ravishing me: “I’m going to cum!” I gasped.

“Tell me what I’m doing.”

“You’re making me cum from my ass!” I gasped.

“Beg me!”

“Please let me cum from my butt! I want to cum on your big cock! I’ll be your good little fuck slut! Please pound me with that big cock and let me explode from my ass!”

“Such good begging! Good girl!” she said, slapping my face playfully then choking me gently. She nibbled at my ear then breathed into it, “Cum, slut.”

She pounded into me fast and deep. I couldn’t resist anymore. There was a warmth deep in my ass and it built and built until it filled my whole body then exploded like a wave.

Cum erupted out of my cock. My whole body trembled and shook under her, and then I felt her trembling and writhing against me. Her eyes drunk in my passionate submission and orgasm washed through her body from the vibrator egg and the intense eroticism of dominating me. We came together, writhing and trembling and holding each other, our mouths locked together and passionately french kissing. She pounded me until we both went limp in exhaustion and she collapsed on top of me, the cock still filling my ass to its limit.

We lay for a long time in the warm afterglow. I felt shame and revulsion wash through me at my dirty submission, but Cordelia’s naked body was pressed against mine, and I knew she loved me: I didn’t care about any inhibitions. I let the happy dream wash them away.

We fucked for most of the rest of the night.

She got back up after we had lain together for a while, tugged her harness off her ample bottom, and tossed it aside. She danced and twirled in front of me, undulating her gorgeous body, and then sunk down onto her hands and knees and took my cock into her mouth. She sucked the cum up off it, moved to my mouth, and fed it to me. I swallowed it submissively, then we turned and licked my cum from our stomachs where it had sprayed. She swallowed her mouthful this time and I took mine. Then she crawled back to my cock and sucked it slowly and luxuriously until it was hard again. She clenched her hand around it and slowly massaged up and down the shaft until I was throbbing. My back arched in ecstasy. She crawled up on top of me. “I love, Anson Lee. Are you tired of hearing that yet?”

“I’ll never get tired of hearing that. I love you, Cordelia de Havilland,” she lined my cock up with a sure, tender grip and sunk her wet, warm pussy over my head and down my shaft. She let out a sweet, gasping moan and began to fuck herself on my dick. Her fat ass flailed up and down my shaft. It was warm and wet and wonderful. She leaned over and kissed me. Neither of us lasted long. It built and built and we came together, again, the orgasm crashing through our joined bodies. My cum filled her pussy and she moaned sweetly and sucked my neck, choking me dominantly with a hand as she finished me off.

Later she buried my face in her sweaty, ample bottom and let me suck and lick her cunt and asshole until she orgasmed again. Then she fingered me anally and made me explode with her hands and mouth. We fucked until we were completely spent then collapsed, wrapped in each other’s arms. She tugged a blanket and pillows off her bed and we lay with our dirty bodies intertwined, exhausted and in love. We drifted off to sleep in each other’s arms.


Chapter 13. Bliss

I woke up the next morning and for just a moment didn’t know where I was. But Cordelia’s warm body was pressed against mine and then wonderful memory flooded back. She stirred next to me and smiled. “We’re going to have a good life, Anson Lee,” she said. We got up and showered and she kissed and fingered my butt. “I have a toy for you,” she said playfully. When we were done she took my hand and led me back to her room. She went back into the drawer her strap-on had come from and pulled out a medium sized pink butt plug. “To remind you you’re mine and train that ass for when I fuck it.” I blushed at the thought of walking around with such a slutty thing in my bottom. “Can I put it in?”

I bit my lip and smiled happily through my blush. “Yes.” I turned around and leaned over her bed and she coated the plug in lube, then gently worked it into my needy ass. It was smaller than her cock but it still stretched my ass taut around it, and I let out an overwhelmed little gasp.

“Good girl. Your ass is already getting better at taking what I want to put into it.” She pressed her palm to it and wiggled it around, then gave it a few gentle spanks, which made me squeal and gasp happily. She spanked my fat buttcheek once, harder and lovingly. “Fuck, I love your jiggly, fat, girly butt.”

“I want to be your girlfriend,” I confessed, naked and submissive before her.

“I want to be your girlfriend,” she said back, smiling. “Pull your fat ass apart to show that cute plug.” I did it and she snapped a picture of me, then posted it to her media feed with just the tag “#girlfriend.”

“Everyone will know!” I said, blushing but for some reason excited beyond the shame.

“I want everyone to know. I want everyone to know that you’re mine and I get to fuck you.”

I grinned. “You really like me?”

“Yes. And I own you now.”

She put me in a cute pair of scarlet panties and a matching bralette, then added black stockings, six-inch heels, a plaid schoolgirl skirt, and a little blouse. She sat me down at the vanity in her room—the plug pressed pleasurably into my ass when I sat on it—and carefully did my makeup. She had me close my eyes until she was done and I obeyed. She cut my hair, too, into a cute little girly pixie cut. When I opened my eyes a little gasp escaped my lips. I had the faintest, most subtle makeup on: light pink lipstick, a hint of blush, and a little mascara accentuating my long lashes.

“Tell me what you feel,” she said.

“I…I look like a girl!” I said with delight.

“You are a girl, now. You’re my girl.”

“I never realized…it looks so good! I knew I was sort of feminine but…” I couldn’t find the words. It wasn’t that her subtle touches had transformed me, it was that they had made me realize how undeniably feminine my face was all along. Staring back at me from the mirror was a gorgeous young woman with a budding, beautiful body and a very ample, sexy bottom and set of lissome legs. People will want me for my body, I realized in shock.

I’d like to tell you it all worked out. That I became Cordelia’s girlfriend, we moved in together, all her dance friends accepted me, I audited classes and learned to fly, and we went on to have a happy life together.

But I guess I can tell you that because it’s pretty much what happened. Cordelia and I found an apartment to move into the next month, just before we had to move out of the dorms. My job was fine with me becoming a waitress there after they saw what I looked like. I actually made way better tips than when I was a waiter. I got hit on by customers a lot. I got hit on and catcalled a lot in general but…it was kind of really hot. I would tell Cordelia about how I had been demeaned or groped during the day as she fingered me and spanked me and it turned us both on a lot.

Cordelia and I danced all the time—every day was a training session once we started living together. I’d fucked up our end of semester show, but by the fall we had another one ready to go for the start of the semester, and then another one after that. All my dance teachers liked me enough to let me audit their classes and I inhaled their knowledge and training. I learned how to manage finances and insurance and adult stuff. My parents were pretty miffed that I didn’t have to come crawling back to them. I’ll fix things with them eventually, but for now: fuck ‘em. Give me a few more years.

Cordelia and I live in the city, now. She’s a professional dancer and just started her own company and own theater. I dance in it but it’s not like a cronyism thing—I get my own auditions, too. You may worry that it would all wear off after a while—the fun and passion. But it kind of hasn’t. We dance, and when I’m naughty I get punished and fucked. She ends up having to fuck me a lot. And I love it. And we’re in love.

END


The Feminization of Amari Vale

First Time Crossdressing, Humiliation, Reluctant Sissification, and Love (A Novella)


Chapter 1: A Prowler in the Night

I jumped at the noise. A loud banging was coming from my cabin door. It was the darkest part of the night in the deep woods. I wasn't expecting anyone. The cabin was a two-hour drive across the plains and up into the mountains west of Motor City. No one was supposed to be here. I had the cabin for the weekend from a friend. It was a chance to get away from the stress of my job and the grimy metropolis. I was an actor, entertainer, and politician. The knocking was urgent, almost violent.

And I was wearing teal thong-panties and a bralette.

I had certain predilections. Hell, everyone in Motor City had fetishes and sins of some type. I'd developed mine through boredom and exhausting the limits of acceptable debauchery from extensive masturbation. Even at my rather young age, I'd grown tired of the standard pornography available years ago. But I was excessively timid about pursuing women, nervous about whores, and sexually pathetic in bed. So I'd turned to more and more embarrassing fetishes to satisfy myself by myself.

I'd always had delicate and feminine features. People often mistook me for a girl when I was growing up and they still did even now. I was made fun of for my delicate hands and feet. I had a long, slim neck and a pretty face, and fair blond hair that I kept fairly long. My upper body was svelte. The only part of me that was big was my bottom and my thighs. They were plump and jiggly. I sometimes did exercises to fatten my butt up even more. I was, of course, deeply ashamed of all of this and tried to hide and repress all of it, but sometimes it broke through.

Which resulted in me visiting friends up in this cabin, and upon their departure, staying alone for the weekend so I could have the privacy to shave myself completely in a warm bath—except for a cute square of pubic hair above my cock—and masturbate in a little set of lingerie. I'd decided I was going to try fingering my butt for the first time that night and just as I'd begun to rub my anus, the knocking came.

I quickly tugged off the lingerie, kicked it under the bed, pulled on my suit pants and a button up shirt, and stumbled out of the loft. I thought it must be one of my friends trailing back very late for some forgotten item or some forest ranger or cop making late and very strange rounds, but the primal part of my brain said it was some shadowy, hulking thing from the unknown here to devour me. I peeked out the window and saw a young woman, and my fear turned to annoyance, then interest. She was gorgeous. Perhaps eighteen. Innocent. Curvaceous. Buxom. Blonde tresses of hair. She was wearing a little skirt, tight white blouse, and thigh-high black stockings. She looked like a schoolgirl.

She might not be alone, I thought warily.

I moved to another window and peered out across the porch and then into the surrounding darkness and the woods. I didn't see anyone there—no hulking man ready to pounce once I opened the door for the innocent-seeming girl.

She had stopped knocking. “I know you’re behind the door!” she called out. I felt embarrassed.

I opened the door a crack.

“Can I help you?”

“I got lost up here in the woods. Can I come in?”

I was too worried about being rude to say “no.”

“Are you alone?”  I said. I was trying think of a reason to not let her in. She was so beautiful that I wanted to have her stick around.

“Yes—all alone by myself,” she said in an innocent, “poor me” tone.

“What’s your name?” I said.

“Scarlett Loren.” The name didn’t ring any bells but I stepped aside and opened the door then bolted it behind her.

She had a camera around her neck, a hard leather case in one hand, and a tin box tucked under that arm. There was a small cloth khaki backpack on her back.

“Thank you so much!” she said. She walked into the cabin comfortably—as if she was the one who was letting me stay there and it belonged to her. She strode to the living room section of the downstairs where there were three couches and a coffee table. She set her bag, backpack, tin, and camera down on the table.

“What are you doing out in the woods so late?” I asked.

“Selling cookies. Do you want to buy some?” she asked cutely—playing at being a little girl making her first sales pitch.

I should've been annoyed at a stranger waltzing into my house and then trying to sell me something but she was so gorgeous that I didn't care. I was actually more than willing to buy cookies from her. She sat down on the far couch, making herself at home.

“I wouldn’t be opposed to getting some cookies,” I said. I didn’t want to be outdone at seeming at home in my own house—or my friend’s house, that is—so I went and sat on the couch opposite her.

“Here,” she said, sliding the tin towards me. “Why don’t you try a sample.”

And then she opened the lid and my heart jumped into my throat. I felt nauseated and a little dizzy.

I recognized what was in the tin immediately. I could feel myself blushing. I tried to will it away. She set the lid aside and laid out the contents of the tin on the coffee table. They were pictures of a very slutty, voluptuous looking young woman in various states of undress. Most of them were her in just little bits of lingerie. It revealed everything on her nubile body. Sometimes she was rubbing or spanking her bottom.

There was just one thing: she had a hard, erect little cock. The girl was me. I’d recognized it from the first glimpse of the first picture. They were pictures that had been taken in my apartment and in a hotel last month on a trip out of town. I was already covered in sweat and blushing profusely. She couldn’t have missed my recognition. But I swallowed the lump in my throat and tried to speak normally.

“I don’t know what you’re showing me.”

“Are you Amari Vale?”

I wanted to deny even my name but I knew that was nonsensical. “Well, yes.”

“Then I think you know what I'm showing you, Amari. ‘Amari'—that's a very girly name already, isn't it? I didn't even quite realize that it could even be a boys name before I heard it for you. Although I guess in a way, it isn't in this case, is it? Because you're not really a boy, that is."

I studied the pictures on the coffee table and realized she even had ones of me in mid-undress—pictures of me changing out of my suit and getting into the lingerie. The lingerie highlighted how feminine I was and made me look indistinguishable from any other girl, except for my cock. But in my suits I was recognizable.

My voice trembled with anger and humiliation when I spoke next. “What do you want?” I couldn’t meet her eye. I fantasized about beating the shit out of her, but I knew she’d have copies with other people. A girl this beautiful didn’t survive long in Motor City without being smart. She was athletic, too—I wasn’t even sure how well I’d do in a fight against her. Besides, I was pretty sure she wasn’t working alone. Although it was possible that she was a lone predator looking to extort me for some of my family’s money. That was my best chance, and my heart sunk when she crushed that hope with her next words.

“Oh, it's not about what I want, Amari. It's about what Ms. Milano wants."

The name made my blood feel cold.

“Sophia Milano?” I choked out.

Sophia Milano was the young head of the most powerful crime family in the Motor City…and the four cities surrounding it. Her father had died and left her a small and crumbling organization a little less than five years ago, and she had turned it into an empire. Her power was insidious and she was known for her brutality and secrecy. Few people got to meet the woman in person. I had scored enormous political gains over the last year by opposing her political pawns on several important issues. People were impressed by someone willing to stand up to her.

“Oh, little Ms. Vale, don't be dense. You've made Ms. Milano very disappointed and very angry. You've been running against her interests since you began your dabbling in politics. Activity like that can't go without consequences in Motor City—especially with the senate race coming up. Politics is Ms. Milano's life. She doesn't appreciate hobbyists and charlatans coming in and treading on carefully laid plans."

“You mean people standing up to rampant corruption?” I spat back at the girl.

“Call it whatever you like. It doesn’t change the pictures one way or another.”

“You work for her?”

“I take photographs.”

“You won’t get away with this,” I said lamely.

“Of course we will.” She leaned back on the couch and put a foot up on the coffee table. She was wearing cute, patent leather school girl heels. “Unless you want everyone you know to see these pictures, you’re to drop your troublesome political activities.”

I bit my lip and stared at her angrily.

“Do you understand?” she asked. Her voice was dominant and sure.

I wracked my brain for anything else to do. Was there some way to slip out of this or deny it? Did I have anything to counter them with? No. I had no ammunition. Sophia Milano was far too powerful and far too secretive. I had nothing on her—no hold. And even if I did, she’d merely have me killed.

As if reading my mind, the girl said, “You realize it’s your impotence and powerlessness that’s kept you alive, right? If she thought you were any type of real threat, you’d be dead. You’re so harmless that you’re not even worth the police payoffs it would take to disappear your body. So I’ll ask again: do you understand what I’m telling you?”

I looked up and met her cool gaze. “Yes,” I said bitterly.

“Good.” She remained sitting.

I stared across at her. She considered me for a long time. I refused to speak, not wanting to be the first one to crack and break the silence.

“Go upstairs and put the lingerie and heels back on,” she said. “Then crawl back down here to me.”

A blush filled my face and raced down my chest. I felt myself sweating. “What?” was all I could stupidly blurt out.

“You heard me,” she said.

“How did you…”

“I’ve been watching you—your secluded cabin still has windows, dumbass.”

“But why—why do I have to dress up?”

“It's none of your business why. I have pictures you don't want to be released. You do what I tell you. That's all you need to know." She was so in command for such a young woman. I felt a thrill of arousal deep inside me, underneath the anger and shame. It felt strange and I tried to push it away.

“What if I say ‘no’?” I said. Find something to use against her—get some of the power back! I screamed at myself. But I could think of nothing. This girl had everything against me and I had nothing against her.

“Then I release the pictures, idiot,” she said.

“I could go to the police with coercion and blackmail.”

She rolled her eyes and scoffed. “Damn, Amari, do you honestly think Ms. Milano doesn’t own every important officer in Motor City? They’d also laugh you out of the precinct when they saw what you were being blackmailed with.”

“What are you going to do to me once—if—I dress up?”

“That’s for you to find out soon enough, baby.”

I flushed with anger. It was so embarrassing being controlled and ordered around by such a young woman. She looked just like a little schoolgirl, although her body was far more buxom and womanly. I fantasized about killing her out here in the woods and then fleeing town.

But if I ran I’d lose everything anyway, and even though she was sitting back on the couch, feet up and relaxed, I could tell that there was a tension in her body—a readiness. It was like a panther lounging in a tree. It looks relaxed but it can attack at a moment’s notice. She was expecting me to maybe attack her. She was ready if I did. Her calm, domineering gaze watched me for any shift in my demeanor.

“I don’t want to spend all night on this,” she finally said. “Fucking go upstairs and get dressed. Stop wasting my time or I’m out of here and the pictures are published.”

“Fine,” I snapped since I had nothing better to say.

“Are you all shaved?” she said.

I blushed again but confessed since she would see soon enough anyway, "Yes." The only hair left on my body was a little girly square of pubic hair ending about an inch above my cock.

I stood up and walked to the stairs.

“Don’t forget to crawl back here or I’m going to punish you for it,” she said.

“I won’t forget,” I snapped back.

“And I want you to do your hair and makeup—I know you know how.”


Chapter 2: Presenting for Her

Sweat was pouring off of me from how nervous I was. My heart was racing in my chest at the thought of exposing myself so shamefully to this gorgeous, controlling young woman. She’s so sexual. So beautiful and powerful. And she wants to dress me up and emasculate me. The thought sent another strange, dirty thrill through me.

I walked up the stairs and could feel her gaze following my curvaceous body. I slipped out of my clothes and then took out a pair of beige stockings and rolled them up my smooth legs. They stopped just below my bottom and emphasized its fatness. The stockings were tight and my plump thigh flesh squeezed out over the tops sexily. I clipped on a teal garter belt—part of a set with the rest of the lingerie—and fastened the stockings to it. The tight straps stretched over my ample ass, making it squish out on either side of them.

I retrieved the teal lingerie from where I had kicked it under the bed. I peeled the tight panties up over my fat bottom—they strained to wrap around my ample curves and pressed pleasurably against my smooth asshole. I clipped the little bralette on, and stepped into the pair of shiny black six-inch heels I'd brought with me. I moved to the vanity and laid out my makeup. I put on a very light layer: pale pink lipstick, a hint of blush, and dark mascara to highlight my long lashes. I fixed my hair into a tousled pixie cut.

When I was done, I had transformed into my truer form. A gorgeous, curvaceous young woman stared back at me from the vanity mirror. Men’s clothes, styles, and postures never looked quite right one me. It always all seemed a little bit off. But when I dressed up, it all came naturally and looked right. It was humiliating. I was more fit to be a woman than a man—even I could see it. I blushed again at the thought of going back down and letting Scarlett see me as a girl. I’d tried to work as slowly as possible but the time still came. I knew I couldn’t keep her waiting forever.

I walked to the stairs then remembered her command and sunk down. It was difficult managing the stairs on my hands and knees but I did it. My back was arched as I crawled and I my bottom swung back and forth seductively.

She was sitting on the couch, arms spread along the back and one foot up on the table. Her posture radiated confidence. I braced myself for ridicule but her eyes took me in hungrily. She watched me in silence for a long time and bit her lip in arousal. “Fuck, you make a good girl,” she finally said. Her face was flushed. Is that arousal? I wondered. I crawled to her, stopping on the other side of the coffee table.

“Sit up. Sit your bottom on your feet. Put your arms behind your back,” she said. I did it. My bottom spread out over my heels as I sat back on it, my legs tucked under me.

I realized with alarm that she had set up a small film camera in the corner—that was what had been in the hard leather case. She reached over and flicked it with a hand and it turned on, film spooling through it.

“What are you going to do with that?” I said blushing.

“Whatever the fuck I want, baby. Doesn’t ever hurt to have more blackmail material when you’re working over a slut, does it?”

“Fuck you!” I choked out.

She ignored me and snapped a few pictures with her camera. "You realize how feminine your body is, right? I mean, your skin is so pale and perfect. And your curves are incredible. I've never seen a boy with such a thick bottom. Or such curvy, lissome legs. Or such a slim waist and shoulders. Or such dainty hands and feet. I mean, fuck, do you work out to make that butt like that or did it just come naturally? You’re practically asking to get used with a body like this.”

She was mocking me, but there was also a quiet intensity beneath it all that, if I didn’t know better, I would’ve called passion. “You’re one of the most beautiful girls I’ve ever seen,” she mused, seeming to lose her train of thought for a moment.

I blushed and couldn’t meet her eye. I knew I had a girly body—I had been mocked for it before and even catcalled and groped on the train—but it was so embarrassing having it spelled out so clearly. Yet, Does she really think I’m beautiful? I thought. The idea made me feel really good, in spite of everything else. I had thought I looked good when I dressed up, but I always thought I was deceiving myself somewhat.

She stepped up from the couch and moved to me gracefully. I expected a slap or a shove, but she only delicately cupped my face and brushed her thumb over my full, pink lips. And then she leaned in and, gently but surely, she kissed me. I blushed and a wave of pleasure rolled through me.

“Fuck, you're such a little hottie," she said. She squeezed my neck for a moment then slapped my cheek, lightly. She turned back to the couch and sat back down. "Crawl to me, slut," she commanded. "Lay yourself across my lap, put your arms behind your back, and lift your legs off the ground."

I blushed in shame and hesitated, but I knew I had no choice—unless I simply wanted to let her release the pictures. I don’t want this, I thought. But deep down inside of me—in my cock and stomach and bottom—there was a pulsating want. Shamefully submitting to this gorgeous girl was incredibly erotic and exciting for me, even if I didn’t want to admit it.

I obeyed her command and lay across her lap. Her little skirt only covered half of her thighs and her warm flesh pressed against my own. The actual physical contact sent a thrill through me. It'd been a long time since I'd had any type of sexual contact with another person, and I'd never experienced anything as erotic or intense as this already was.

She rubbed her delicate hand over the naked expanse of my bottom. I was almost completely revealed to her—only protected by a thin strip of thong devoured between my fat cheeks.

“Damn you have a girly booty," she said. Her voice was full of lust and it turned me on. My cock got erect and pressed against her warm thighs. I blushed in shame. "Well, well, someone likes being demeaned and treated like a slut."

She lifted her hand and cracked a spank down on one of my ample buttocks. I gasped and moaned against my will. She had hit it hard and it hurt, but it made my cock throb and grow even harder. She squeezed the spot she had spanked then rubbed it, spreading the sting out over my butt and turning it into intense pleasure. "Yeah, you do like that. What a slut. Confess that you like it."

I bit my lip and shook my head. “I hate this—it’s so humiliating!”

She pinched my bottom, hard, and I gasped and squealed. “Don’t lie, little slutty Amari. If you lie, or if you don’t comply with everything I command tonight, then I’m walking out and those pictures are getting published. Do you get that? Answer me.”

I blushed and squeezed my eyes shut in shame. I wracked my addled mind for some way to resist her or get out of this but I could come up with nothing. “Yes,” I said. Hot tears spilled out of my eyes and ran down my cheeks, staining my mascara down my face. “I understand. I’ll comply.”

“Good. Now stop fucking lying. What do you feel when I spank you?”

“It’s…it’s arousing. It stings but it feels good,” I confessed to her.

“Good girl. Now count your spanks.”

She spanked me again even harder than last time. Then again. I counted them in a shaking voice. She alternated between my cheeks and they jiggled lewdly under her blows. after each one she squeezed the spot and rubbed it in. It felt incredible. My cock started throbbing against her. My pale bottom turned red with handprints. She spanked the insides and backs of my plump thighs, too. My tight stockings provided no protection from the sting.

“I like your little slutty outfit, Amari. You’re a very good girl for dressing up properly,” she said. And she leaned down and kissed one of thing stinging spots on my bottom. Her lips were warm and felt wonderful. I was sweating and trembling from the spanking. She went on and on. She spanked me fifty times. When she was done she buried her hand between my buttocks and rubbed my nubile asshole—it was protected from her by only the diaphanous little strip of thong over it and her fingers rubbed it roughly.

Why is my body responding like this?

“Why are you doing this?” I gasped out.

“Because I feel like it, slut,” she said. “Are you cleaned out right now?”

“Yes,” I said, fresh embarrassment crashing through me.

“Good, that saves us a step.” She sounded amused. She’s going to take my butt, I realized in shock. “Why are you washed out? Why did you give yourself an enema, whore? Tell the truth.”

I tried to think of a convincing lie but I couldn’t. “Because…because I was going to finger my butt for the first time tonight.”

I could see her out of the corner of my eye and a flush of passion had risen to her face. “You’re an anal virgin?”

“Yes.”

“That’s hot.” She rubbed my sphincter harder and deeper. I shivered and moaned.

“Does this needy hole want to be penetrated?”

I wanted to say “no.” I wanted to deny it. But I knew she’d see through me. I was too vulnerable and exposed to lie convincingly. I had no choice: I had to confess. “Yes. It…it wants to be penetrated,” I said with an ashamed sob. Tears streamed down my face.

“Damn you look like a gorgeous little slut with that stained mascara.” She smeared my mascara even more with her hand. She kept rubbing my anus and choked me with her other hand. “Reach back and spread your booty open for me, you little whore,” she said domineeringly. I had to comply. I spread my butt, completely removing the defenses of my most intimate, private spot. She tugged my thong far to the side, disdainfully. “Fuck that’s a cute, tight little asshole.”

Suddenly her dainty, sure hand was wrapped around my swollen cock. I gasped. My cock is in a girl’s hand! I could hardly process how aroused I was. She tugged my cock free of my panties and let it hang down, the top pressed against her thigh and her thigh forcing it backward. She tugged on it once, twice, three times. They were long, luxurious strokes. Then she spanked it—light slaps on my balls then slightly harder ones on my cock shaft. She rubbed her hand back up my cock and then spanked me directly on my asshole.

My sphincter was getting tugged apart by my hands pulling on my buttocks —I could feel it stretching in both directions. And the stretch on it combined with the spanking felt really good. She alternated slaps on my cock and balls and my nubile, shaved sphincter. I writhed and shivered in a rough, overwhelming combination of pain and pleasure.

“Tell me what you feel,” she commanded. She had me wrapped around her finger. She’d destroyed all my guards and exposed me in front of her. I could come up with nothing to do but continue to confess to her.

“I feel so ashamed, but it feels so arousing! I’ve…I’ve never felt pleasure like this before—-it’s so much building up inside of me!”

“Good girl for telling the truth,” she said. There was a hint of disdain in her voice yet there was passion, too. She likes doing this to me. How could a girl enjoy this type of thing? Do women enjoy dominating men like this? Am I even a man anymore if this happens to me? As if in response to my thoughts, she said, “You’re not a man anymore. You’re a girl now, completely. Do you understand? I’m going to turn you into my fuck slut tonight.”

“Yes, I understand.”

“‘I understand, Mistress Loren.’”

Using the title sent a thrill through me. “I understand, Mistress Loren.”


Chapter 3: Penetrated

She brushed her fingers past my plump limps and sunk them into my wet mouth. She finger fucked my face, pushing all her fingers in and shoving them all the way to the back of my throat. I gagged and even more saliva flooded my mouth. She pulled her hand free and then rubbed my own warm spit over my sphincter, massaging it hard and deep.

Her warm finger penetrated me and I gasped. A girl’s finger is inside my bottom! I thought in shock. She slowly sunk it in to the first digit, then the second. She pressed it all the way up to the knuckle and then wiggled it inside of me.

“Oh fuck!” I moaned with a sob. The shame of being ass fingered was nearly overwhelming and warm tears started streaming down my cheeks again.

“Are you so humiliated by this?” she said in a teasing voice.

“Yes!” I sobbed. “I feel so pathetic and shameful.”

“But what else?”

I couldn’t believe this was happening to me. How did I let this go so far? How did I get here? Just a half hour ago I hadn’t even known Scarlett and now I was dressed in lingerie and splayed shamefully over her thighs, having my virgin ass penetrated by her. How had I let myself totally lose control to such a young, innocent looking, beautiful girl?

“But…but I’m so turned on by it, Mistress Loren.”

She spit on my ass, lubricating it even more, and sunk a second finger into me. I gasped and groaned in a sweet, girly voice. My back arched, popping my bottom up and opening me to her even more. She worked her fingers in and out of me with long, luxurious strokes. She pulled out all the way to the tips, then sunk them back in all the way to the knuckles. I tried to bite my lip and keep quiet but I couldn’t. Little gasps and moans kept escaping me.

I was drenched in sweat from the humiliation, rough treatment, and arousal. My body trembled in her hands. She sunk another finger into me and kept tugging them out and pushing them in. She spread them and closed them as she went, pushing against my taut asshole and stretching its limits. After a few more minutes she buried the final finger into me, her pinky. She was pressing all the way to her knuckles with each stroke and my ass a strained around her hand.

She worked slowly and deliberately and squeezed my throat from time to time with her other hand, increasing my shameful pleasure even more. She must have fingered my bottom for half an hour at least. I lost track of time. I felt feverish and woozy from how overwhelming it was. It was bigger and more overwhelming than any poop I’d ever taken but it was more pleasurable, too, because I didn’t have to strain or do any work from my end. She kept spitting on me to keep me lubricated. Slowly my ass stretched under her methodical assault. She pressed her knuckles against me, hard, trying to fit her entire hand inside of me, but my butt was too tight.

Instead of fisting me she brought her other hand back and sunk two more fingers into me. She hooked her fingers on either side of my asshole and tugged my sphincter open into a slutty gape. “Fuck, you’re finally getting a little stretched out.” I moaned and sobbed, completely overwhelmed by the entire experience. “What a pathetic slut,” she said with disdainful passion.

“Fuck you!” I sobbed.

She leaned in and nibbled at my earlobe, then breathed into my ear, “Your protests are pathetic, little Amari.”

She kept working and stretching me, using both hands now. My cock throbbed and throbbed. I was filled with a warmth from my ass—a full, wonderful pleasure that I’d never felt before. It was completely different from masturbating my penis. It was a broader, deeper, more intense pleasure. I shouldn’t like this so much. What’s wrong with me?

She pressed and pressed into me and I felt myself widening. Then she suddenly pulled out and shoved me off of her onto the floor. I tumbled into a sweaty, gasping pile and whimpered unintentionally at the absence of her fingers in my bottom.

“Get back up on the couch, lay on your back, and pull your legs up near your head,” she commanded. I obeyed without protest. My cock was throbbing. My bottom was throbbing. I needed her back in me. She knelt next to me on the couch and stuck her dirty hand into my mouth, gagging me and flooding my mouth with saliva again.

She tugged her fingers free and long trails of spit followed her hand out and trailed down over my neck and chest. She bent her head and spit onto my throbbing anus, then she pressed her fingers back into my wet opening. I moaned in pleasure at the returned fullness. She pressed hard, working and straining at my butt and I felt the overwhelming stretch again.

Her hand breached me completely.

Her knuckles pressed past my O-ring and my desperate, over-strained ass sucked down the other side of her hand. She slipped into me all the way up to her wrist.

“Aaah!" I gasped out. My little cock was standing straight up. It was so full of pressure that it felt like it was about to burst. With each beat of my heart, it throbbed. My whole body was full of an intense, warm pleasure.

“You’re like my little puppet now, aren’t you?” she teased.

I looked at her with passionate, desperate eyes. The words came to my lips without thinking. “Oh fuck, Mistress, I’m about to cum!”

“Oh, you are?”

“Yes! You’re going to make me cum from my ass!”

“You’ll cum when I say you cum, sweetie,” she said and she clamped her free hand around the base of my cock, behind my balls, and squeezed hard. I felt a pressure that seemed to prevent my release.

“Oh fuck!” I sobbed in frustration.

She began to tug her hand out—not enough to pull the knuckles free but just enough to press on my sphincter from the inside and strain it—then pressed it back into me, sinking her wrist an inch, then two inches, then three into my ass. She fucked me like that, tugging her hand in and out.

“Do you feel so shameful and dirty getting fucked by a little girl like this? Does it feel humiliating being a submissive slut and getting anal penetration?”

“Yes,” I sobbed out. “I feel so dirty and shameful—I usually poop from there and you’re making me cum from it!”

“You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?”

Tears streamed down my face. More mascara stained my cheeks. Trails of spit ran out of my lips and over my neck and chest. I love this, I thought in shame. I never want her to stop fucking me. My barriers had all been broken, in the span of just an hour, by this beautiful young woman. I had sunk so low that it felt like there was no point in filtering my words anymore. “I’m a dirty slut! I’m pathetic!”

Her ass-fisting of my virgin hole was overwhelming. I couldn’t think anymore. I threw my head back against the couch and moaned lewdly and continuously as she ravished me. My body was drenched in sweat and I was shaking and trembling under her anal assault.

“Do you want to cum so bad, you anal whore?” she said. Her hand was still viced around my cock, preventing my release.

I bit my lip and stared at her passionately and desperately. I didn’t want to say it but it would be torture to continue like this.

“Please," I heard a womanly voice beg in a dirty moan. I realized it was my voice. "Please let me cum, Mistress Loren."

“No,” she said. She clamped her hand even harder around my cock and froze her other hand, leaving it to sit in my ass.

I whimpered and writhed desperately. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, please!” I gasped. Instinctively I reached my hand out for my cock, trying to give myself release.

She slapped me hard across the face, stunning me, then pushed my hands back and pinned them above my head with her free hand. "Don't fucking touch yourself. Did I say you could do that? Bad slut. Keep your hands there. Don't you dare fucking move them," she commanded me. She brought her hand down and slapped me again, hard, on my face, back and forth five times until my cheeks were red and stinging. "Apologize to your mistress. Say you're a bad girl."

“I’m sorry Mistress! I’m a bad girl!” I moaned. I kept my hands obediently in place.

She clamped her hand around my cock again and slowly tugged her other hand from my ass. If she hadn’t been viced around my cock I would’ve cum right there from the stimulation of her pulling out of me.

My asshole gaped open—it actually hung open so that she could look down inside of me. I had been powerfully stretched by her hand working my bottom. I strained to close it but I was momentarily incontinent by her rough treatment. Spit lewdly drooled out of my gaping hole.

“You don’t cum until I say you do, fucking dumb slut,” she said harshly. But there was an intense passion in her eyes, too.

She stepped from the couch and strode imperiously to her little backpack. Her body was amazing—I could practically see everything in her little schoolgirl outfit—and she carried herself like some ancient and powerful warrior-empress: regal, haughty, and bold.

She tugged an enormous skin-colored strap-on from her bag and glass vial of clear lubricant. I gasped a little at the size—it was as thick around as my wrist and easily nine inches long. It was bigger than a banana. She undid her skirt and cast it aside carelessly. She had on little black strappy panties and she tugged them off and cast them aside, too. She was left in just her leather schoolgirl heels, the black stockings that ended just below her bottom, and the white blouse. Her naked body was incredible: her bottom was as ample as mine. It was gorgeous and it jiggled wonderfully as she bent to remove the panties and then step into the strap-on harness. Her waist was very slim and her stomach flat and fit. She tied her blouse up just below her breasts to keep it out of the way of her cock.

Once she’d tightened the straps down around her upper thighs and bulging ass, she reached back into the backpack and took out two pairs of black handcuffs.

“Put your hands behind your fucking back. You were a very bad girl to try to touch you pathetic cock like that,” she said, still angry.

I was too feverish and woozy to do anything but obey. She just said things so confidently it was hard to disagree. And this was the shameful realization of all my darkest fantasies: to be feminized and ravished by a gorgeous girl. I put my hands behind my back and she rolled me onto my side and cuffed them there, then rolled me back onto my back.

She took the second set of cuffs and clicked them around my ankles, then forced my legs back so the chain ran behind my back, keeping my legs held back and my ass wide open. She took her discarded panties and wrapped them around the base of my cock, choking it into submission. I strained pleasurably against my bonds. It felt so good, for some reason, to try to move and meet resistance—to know that my body wasn’t under my own control.

What’s wrong with me? Why am I such a shameful slut? I didn’t care. I just wanted shameful release. I wanted to explode on her cock. I wanted to be destroyed by her.


Chapter 4: Ravished

“You want this, you anal whore?” she said. She dumped the viscous lubricant over her cock and masturbated it lewdly, then she squatted down in front of me. She put one hand on one of my fat butt cheeks and spread it, then she dumped the lube over my ass. She rubbed it over my fat cheeks to make them glisten sexily, then she worked it around the rim of my anus. It felt so good having her delicate, sure fingers massaging my dirty, gaping hole. She pressed the bottle nozzle into my ass and titled it up, flooding my rectum with lube. When she pulled it free the liquid drooled out of me lewdly.

“You’re a little gape-slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Loren!”

“Do you want this cock?”

I wanted to shake my head. I wanted to say lie and “no.” But I couldn’t see the point. It would accomplish nothing: I was bound and at her mercy. She could just fuck me anyway. And she would know I was lying. I had already confessed my desires in my feverish haze. And she could see how passionately my body responded to her rough, raw treatment.

I had been destroyed. Mascara, tears, and drool stained my face. My body was drenched in sweat. My booty and thighs were red with handprints from my spanking. My lewd, hungry asshole gaped open from her fisting.

And I had never felt so aroused in my entire life.

“I want it,” I said, ashamed. “Fuck. Just finish me off.”

“You’re going to have to do better than that. Beg, you little bitch.”

She snapped a few more pictures as she spoke, and I looked needily into the camera.

“Please fuck me. I’m so desperate. It feels unbearable. I’m just so…full. Please… please, I need release! I need to be released!”

“Confess to me. Tell me what you are.”

“I’m a woman. I’m a dirty fuck slut pig. I’m your submissive whore. I should just exist to be used as a cock hole by dominant women like you! Please fuck me. I’ll worship you. I’ll worship your cock. My needy hole so desperate for that big girl-cock. Stuff my booty! Pound the shit out of me! Fuck my brains out! Oh fuck, please Mistress Loren!”

“You want this?” she got on the edge of the couch on her knees and lined the bulbous head of the cock up with my throbbing hole. She rubbed her fingers across my swollen entrance, teasing me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I was so close to bliss.

“Say you’re a useless, fuck slut, slave girl who will never be anything but my sex toy from now on.”

“I’m a useless, fuck slut, slave girl! I’ll never be anything but your sex toy!”

“Good girl,” she cooed.

She pressed the cock head into my ass and breached me. I threw my head back against the couch and writhed and strained against my bonds. It felt so good.

She leaned forward over me. “I just took your anal virginity.” Her voice wasn’t mocking. It was breathless, elated, and aroused.

I couldn’t speak. I only moaned lewdly in response. My need was clear in my sounds.

She sunk into me, deeper and deeper. My gaping ass still strained and stretched taut around her shaft, but her fisting had opened the way for the thick cock.

She bottomed out in my ass. The heavy, realistic balls of the dildo rested just beneath my hole. She gyrated her hips around, tugging and pressing on all sides of my sphincter and deep in my rectum. She hit my prostate—my tender anal g-spot—easily and continuously.

She reached down and tugged on my little patch of pubic hair, pulling it up and around playfully. It hurt but it felt really good at the same time.

She began to roll her hips and tug the cock out of my ass. She pulled it nearly all the way free until the bulbous head was tugging against the inside of my sphincter. It nearly popped out then she pushed it all the way back in, going balls deep in my ass. She began to roll her hips and fuck me like this, steadily and thoroughly.

I was being fucked by a dick in my ass for the very first time.

She had taken my anal virginity.

I’m fucking pathetic. She must disdain me, I thought.

But as she slowly rolled in and out of me she undid her top and stripped it off. There was a little strappy black bra that just barely contained her breasts and she unclipped it and cast it aside, too. Her large titties spilled out. She was incredibly busty for such a young woman. Her breasts were perfect and she lowered herself over me, pressing her stomach to mine, and let me suck her titties and nipples into my mouth as she fucked me.

She moved down, pressing her chest against mine, and locking her hot mouth onto my own. Our lips sucked around each other and her tongue dipped into me, exploring every corner of my mouth and dancing with my own tongue. Her pelvis and lower stomach ground against my bound cock incredibly pleasurably.

She frenched me as she pillaged my ass.

I love her. I had only known her for an hour but I felt it deep in my heart and deep in my body. I love this girl. I love Scarlett Loren. I felt fresh embarrassment flood me at the thought. I can’t be in love with her. And she could never love me back.

She pulled back and looked into my eyes. "Fuck you're beautiful," she said, then pressed her lips back to my own.

The warmth inside of me was overwhelming now. It felt as if my whole body was pulsating with each thrust of her cock. She picked up speed until she was pistoning in and out of me, her thighs and stomach and fake balls slapped wetly against my own sweaty ass flesh. She lay her weight on me and reached one hand down to rub her swollen pussy beneath her cock. Her other hand tugged my bra down and pinched and squeezed my puffy titties, then she reached down and grabbed and squeezed and spanked my fat ass. She buried her face in my neck and sucked my erogenous zone there.

It all felt so incredible.

“Please…oh fuck, please, Scarlett, let me cum! I can't bear it anymore! It feels so good! Too good! I'm going to lose my mind!"

She fucked me in silence for an unbearable length of time and then finally tugged the panties from my cock. She quickly wrapped them around my throat and twisted them tight, choking me shamefully with her lingerie, then went back to rubbing herself and spanking my ass.

I came moments after my cock had been freed.

The warmth exploded like a wave within me. It rushed out from deep in my ass to all parts of my body. It was like the ocean had picked me up and carried me into bliss. I could only feel warmth and bright light and pleasure. I felt her tremble and convulse against me as her own orgasm hit her. She wrapped her warm mouth wrapped around mine and we frenched as we came together.

I drifted off into bliss.

When I came back I had no idea how much time had passed. My whole body was throbbing with pleasure. Her ample body lay pressed over mine and she was still kissing me passionately.

We lay together and kissed for a very long time.

Eventually she tugged out of me, stood on her trembling, lissome legs, and tugged the harness off of herself. She pulled the cock free of it and pressed the full thing back into my ass. She buried all nine inches in me, up to the balls. She pressed me down on the couch so I was laying flat then turned and knelt over me.

She rubbed her sticky ass and pussy over my face, letting me lick and suck at her. I fed on her holes voraciously. She gyrated there, trembling in pleasure, for minutes on end until my wet, worshipful mouth brought her to another, powerful orgasm.

“Good slave,” she said. She planted her fat, sweaty ass on my face, carefully regulating my breathing and only letting me take in gasping breaths every half minute or so. As she smothered me she reached down and twisted the cock in and out of my ass. She masturbated my own cock until it was hard and throbbing again.

She quickly brought me to a second orgasm but expertly ruined it. She jacked me off hard until the moment of explosion, then slammed the dildo all the way into me and released my cock, making me gush cum with my cock hanging freely in the air.

I gasped and moaned and whimpered. It felt so good. I felt like I was losing my mind. I couldn’t think properly or even process what was happening to me.

It seemed like the pleasure would never end. Scarlett took pictures of my ravished, destroyed body. My hole gaped open and drooled lube and juices. My mouth hung in an O, and spit trailed out of my sweet, plump lips. My makeup was stained. My body was smeared with sweat and my pale flesh was covered in pale red hand prints from my spankings. I had been ruined by Scarlett Loren, and she wasn’t done with me.

A quarter hour passed in silence with her photographing me. She went and got a drink from the kitchen, then she stepped back into the harness and hooked the huge cock back onto it. She undid my handcuffs and then re-cuffed my hands in front of me.

“Get onto the floor, slut. On your hand and knees and pop that sweet, fat, peach of an ass up for me. I’m going to fuck you like the bitch that you are.”

I whimpered. I was overwhelmed at the thought of taking more pleasure, but I wasn’t thinking correctly anymore. I felt hazy with pleasure and exhaustion. I only knew to obey Scarlett. To obey Mistress. I struggled onto the floor in my bondage and crawled onto the rug just past the coffee table. I arched my back and popped my booty out for her as she commanded, and she dumped more sticky lubricant over my bottom and thighs.

“I love how you look when you're wet," she said passionately. She squatted down next to me, the cock hanging lewdly from between her legs, and she tugged my own little cock backward between my thighs, slowly masturbating it until it was throbbingly erect again. She picked up the pace and I moaned and whimpered. She started slapping my ass roughly. My breathing became labored with arousal.

“I know what you want, slut,” she whispered into my ear, nibbling at it then kissing and sucking my delicate neck. “Confess it. Say it and I’ll give you release again.”

“My butt,” I said, feeling fresh tears of shame coming to my eyes. “I want that cock buried all the way in my wet, sticky, dirty bottom.”

“Good fucking girl,” she said.

“Please fuck this slut’s booty!” I said, the lewd, stupid words tumbling out freely.

She put her tits in my mouth and let me suck on her ample flesh and nipples, then kissed me long and deep. When she pulled away she got behind me and sunk her enormous girl dick into my womanly ass once again. My back door gave away under her assault easily this time. I was so stretched out and used. My asshole was absolutely gaping for her cock. My lubed butt made slutty slurping sounds as her dick plunged in and out of me. She fell into an intense rhythm, fucking me hard and rough and fast and making me take the full length of the cock with each stroke. Her fake balls slapped and against my real ones and dominated them—pushing them and beating them as I got fucked. It felt really submissive and good.

She spanked me hard as she fucked me and ran her nails along my sides and back. As I neared my climax she bent over me, choked my neck, and turned my head back to her in order to passionately french me. My fat thighs started trembling violently.

“I’m going to cum really soon!” I moaned. “I can’t take any more!”

My body felt like it was going to collapse. She pressed her hands to my lower back and forced me into the floor. My stomach, thighs, and face pressed into the carpet and she lay her voluptuous curves over top of me. "Getting prone boned in your ass by a girl, huh slut?" she teased.

The top of my little cock was flat against the floor and it was squashed back between my thighs. Her breasts pressed into my back and she rolled her hips, slapping the cock in and out of me. I arched my back to open myself to her and pop my booty into the air. She fucked me powerfully like that on the floor—my fat butt jiggling with each pounding downstroke—and kept frenching me.

I had no chance of resisting. I moaned into her kisses. The warmth in my ass rushed to fill my entire body and I was swept away again.

I orgasmed. Cum spurted from my little cock. My ass throbbed with sensation.

When I came to she was being rocked by her own orgasm as she continued to fuck my butt. I writhed and moaned in the intensity of having my ass fucked during the post-orgasmic bliss washing through me.

She finally came and collapsed onto me, and we lay in a sweaty, sinful pile, chests and stomachs heaving for air. She turned me onto my back and lay on top of me, passionately French kissing me for a long, long time. She undid my handcuffs.

Nearly an hour passed as we lay together, blissfully running our hands over each other's ample curves. She moved over my mouth and I got to suck on her enormous, buxom titties and both her dirty holes.

She came again and then kept making out with me.

She masturbated me to one final orgasm as we made out.

Finally, I lay exhausted, limp, and completely spent. She lay with me for a long time, then got up and went to the bathroom.

She showered and then got back into her schoolgirl outfit. I felt too used and spent to do more than lie on the floor. She squatted down next to me and wrote "Whore" in red lipstick across my stomach. She took more photos of me—a ruined slut laying on the floor. She commanded me to get into various shameful poses that showed off my gaping asshole, my spanked bottom, my ruined makeup, and everything else she had done to my lewd, girly body.

“You’re only to cum from your ass from now on, do you understand, slave? You’re allowed to masturbate—I can tell you’re a horny, anal nymphomaniac—but Mistress Loren commands you to anally masturbate. You’re not allowed to touch your cock without my permission.”

“Yes Mistress,” I moaned, incredibly turned on by her command.

And then she was gone. She gave me a final, full kiss on my lips. Then she spit into my mouth and disdainfully slapped my face then my bottom. She took her equipment and strode out of the cabin to disappear into the night. “You can keep the pictures,” she said, leaving the first pile of photographs laid out on the coffee table. I didn’t see any car come to light and pull away into the darkness and figured she must’ve parked farther up the road.


Chapter 5: Revealed

I fell asleep on the floor. The next morning I cleaned the cabin and destroyed the clothes, makeup, and pictures in shame. I tried to make sure there was no trace of our night. I scrubbed the lube stains out of the couch and carpet then showered and scrubbed myself clean. I wanted her cock inside of my ass again, badly, and the forbidden desire filled me with revulsion.

What’s wrong with me?

But I couldn't resist. I tried to defiantly masturbate my cock, but I didn't want to. I wanted to obey her. I found my hand rushing to my needy hole. I fingered myself, stretching my butt wider and wider again. I buried four fingers up to my knuckles and strained against my tightness, slapping in and out of my hole desperately and letting vivid fantasies of my beautiful destroyer wash through my mind. I shamefully penetrated my hole for nearly a half hour until I exploded in the warm shower.

Scarlett Loren had bested me and destroyed me and now she haunted my thoughts and dreams. And she wasn’t done with me.

The day after I got back to Motor City the pictures and film got released everywhere. There were articles about it in every paper and the pictures were published in some of the more lurid ones. They weren’t just the ones she had showed me; it was also the film of my night of shameful ravishment. It was being sold for very high prices at pornography theaters and lurid shops all around town. It was a forbidden, very enticing commodity. People devoured my shameful ravishment.

I moved around in shock.

My family disowned me with a phone call and took away my trust fund, and my film and political careers were destroyed. I was the laughing stock of the town and had lost all credibility because of my shameful, orgasmic submission. Everyone I knew had seen me being passionately ravished by a gorgeous young woman. I wanted to buy a gun and kill Scarlett Loren but I also desperately wanted her to fuck my butt again. It didn’t matter either way, though, because I didn’t know where to find her and I was too ashamed to go out in the streets.

I quickly ran out of money for my uptown apartment. I ended up in a cheap, seedy hotel in the darker part of the city. Weeks went by and my remaining money dwindled away. There was no one who would hire me. My previous careers were over, and my family was done with me—all because I was a shameful, nymphomaniac trap.

I realized that I was soon going to be homeless. The streets of Motor City would be dangerous for my curvaceous, soft body and delicate, beautiful looks. I wracked my brain for something to do—some way to get money or to take revenge on Scarlett Loren and Sophia Milano after her. But I knew I’d be cut down before I even reached the gates of the Milano compound if I came at them with a gun. And I was no good at fighting anyway. And I’d made no progress in finding Scarlett. All of my old channels were cut off, and, showing up as a beggar, I was laughed away from the high society clubs that I figured she might frequent.

I sat in my dilapidated hotel room and drank often. I hate Scarlett Loren, I thought. But nearly every day I desperately anally masturbated and fantasized about her rough treatment. Her words, “You’re only to cum from your ass from now on…Mistress Loren commands you to anally masturbate,” whispered in my ears and her gorgeous body and fierce eyes haunted my dreams. I would wake up drenched in sweat with my fingers buried in my yearning hole.


Chapter 6: Anal Chastity

A few days before I was to be evicted, a knock came at my door. I was dressed in suit pants and a stained button down shirt. I figured it was the damn hotel owner coming to tell me to get out again and wrenched the door open angrily.

Scarlett stood before me debonairly. Her hips were cocked and her hands in her pockets. She wore a black tuxedo, white shirt, bow tie, black leather shoes, and black bowler hat. The clothing strained over her luscious curves—her body was nearly bursting out of the tight outfit. She had on bright red lipstick and was carrying a small leather case in her hand.

“You fucking bitch!” I spat out, shocked to see her.

She didn’t speak at first. She placed her hand on my chest and shoved me back into the room, following after me and kicking the door shut. She dropped the case by the door. My asshole was throbbing in arousal and my cock was already erect but I wanted to wrap my hands around her gorgeous pale throat and strangle her. I came at her when she was in the room and we struggled.

We strained against each other, grabbing each other’s hands and pushing back and forth, trying to get a better grip and throw the other one. I slammed her into a wall and backhanded her across her face, but she twisted my arm painfully and kneed my stomach then brought a fist into my cheek and knocked me to the floor.

I tried to tackle her but she expertly twisted and threw me. I crashed into the floor hard and the fight was over. She wrapped her legs around me and locking me into a hold I strained against desperately but couldn’t break free from. She hit me in the face and stomach repeatedly until I was gasping and went limp.

“Fuck you!” I sobbed out in humiliation.

I just lost to her again. How did this even happen?

“You’re done, slut,” she teased. She manipulated my body, twisting me onto my stomach and bending my arms behind me. She produced a pair of handcuffs from her jacket pocket and cuffed me. I sobbed in frustration.

“What a useless whore,” she cooed into my ear.

She hauled me up onto the bed, produced a small knife, and cut my clothes from me easily. She bound my ankles to the bedposts above my head, leaving me naked and wide open to her in a matter of seconds. I strained against my bondage and spat at her but the bonds held me firmly.

“I didn’t come here to fight you, you dumb slut.”

“You fucking released the pictures!” I spat back. “That wasn’t part of the deal! You fucking ruined me!” I felt so humiliated being naked and bound before her like this, but my throbbing little cock gave the lie to my resistance.

She ignored me and leaned over my body sultrily. Her feminine hands traced over my swollen anus and tugged on the little fur of hair growing there. I was very short—just a little stubble growing around my cock and anus. "What a dirty slut—not keeping yourself shaved like a good girl, huh?"

She planted a hard spank on my fatness.

“You’ve been fingering your butt though, haven’t you? You’ve been anally masturbating like I commanded you.” She ran a finger around the edge of my anus. “You can’t resist it, can you?” She smirked but there was passion burning in her eyes and she couldn’t seem to tear her gaze from my nubile hole. “Confess. Tell me the truth or I’ll record you right here and release it again. Those porn shops would love another film of you—our little show has been flying off the shelves.”

I bit my lip and stared at her defiantly.

“Oh fucking come on, Amari, we both know it’s true.”

“Yes. I anally masturbate to you every night,” and I felt fresh tears of shame coming to my eyes.

“That’s so fucking hot,” she breathed out, simply and earnestly.

She spit on my ass and inserted her middle and ring fingers into me.

I gasped and lay my head back.

“Yeah, that’s right. That’s what I thought,” she said.

“You ruined my life!” I sobbed again. “I lost my money, my careers, my respect…” she twisted her fingers inside of me and sent my head back again with a gasp.

“You love me,” she said.

“Fuck you! I hate you! I despise you! I would kill you if I could.”

“I’m coming to help you, idiot. I’m taking pity on you.”

“Fuck you!”

“I have a way for you to work—a way to keep living in Motor City. You want to stay off the streets, don’t you?”

“Why would you help me?”

She considered me for a moment but ignored my question. She held up a black card with gold lettering on it.

“You can sell your body—dance on stage. Men and women lust after you—you must see that now, knowing how popular your little film is.”

“Fuck you! Shame myself more? I would never! I’m not a complete imbecile!” It was so hard arguing with her with her fingers inside of me, with her body so close, with her warm breath washing over my desperate cock and anus.

She laughed. “The streets will devour this body.”

“I’ll never do it!” I spat back. “I’ll never dance! I’ll never strip!”

Besides, who would want to watch me do that? I knew the film was selling, but I couldn’t believe it was because of any attraction to me. I thought it must be popular as a curiosity—people wanted to watch it in the same way that they wanted to watch a car crash, not because my body was beautiful and not because the passion between Scarlett and me was magnetic.

She stuck the card to my sweat-slicked chest then started to powerfully finger blast my anus. I gasped in alarm and moaned. My cock throbbed even harder and I squealed and writhed and bucked my fat butt around.

“You like that, don’t you slut?”

“I hate it! I hate it!” I tried to protest. What is she doing to my body? How does she have such control over me?

I could feel the warmth spreading inside of me. I was about to explode on her hand.

And then she stopped and tugged her fingers from my ass with a dirty slurp.

She spanked me hard and disdainfully, alternating on my cheeks until she’d beat me twenty times and my jiggling ass was read with handprints. “Sluts don’t always get to cum. Maybe that’s something you should learn,” she said nonchalantly.

I whimpered desperately and bit my lip, willing myself not to beg to be fucked.

She took one final object from her jacket: an enormous silver butt plug with a ring handle. I gasped.

She raised her eyebrows in mock alarm and nodded teasingly. “That’s right—so big, isn’t it?”

She pressed it to my lips and I wrenched my head away. “It’s going in your ass either way, slut,” she said matter of factly. “I’m doing you a favor letting you suck it.”

I poutily opened my mouth to her, realizing the truth of it. She dipped the enormous plug in and I sucked and licked it, lubricating it. She spit on my asshole again and rubbed it then slowly began to tease me with the huge, bulbous metal object. It was shaped much like a boxing glove—narrow at the far end and growing wider and wider until the other end, which was pressing into my butt. She dipped it in and stretched me, then withdrew it.

How did I let this happen? I went from alone in my room to being ravished by her in minutes. How did I lose so easily?

I moaned lewdly as she teased me—I couldn’t help myself. The plug took minutes to work in. It was really big and my asshole was only used to my fingers. She kept dipping it deeper, spreading me slightly more with each plunge. She fingered my mouth, gagging me to collect more spit, then rubbed my juices onto the plug to fuck me with. I stretched and stretched and gasped desperately and then it breached me. The largest part stretched my sphincter very, very taut and then my ass slipped over it and sucked down the other side, hungrily swallowing the monster plug all the way down to the ring handle.

She hooked her finger through handle and twisted and angled and tugged at it playfully, pulling and pressing on the inside of my rectum. “Oh fuck!” I moaned, my cock almost exploding again.

“Oh fuck is right," she said in a teasing tone and stopped moving the plug. It sucked back into my ass up to the ring.

I whimpered pathetically and needily before I could silence myself. She drew a long, delicate silver chain from her pocket and looped it through the ring in the plug, then around my bottom and waist. It formed a little silver g-string around my butt and ran up either side of my crotch around my cock, framing it cutely. She connected the two ends of the chain with a tiny silver lock which she clipped shut. The silver g-string kept the plug firmly buried in my anus.

I was locked into anal chastity.

My cock strained in arousal. I was incredibly turned on by what she had done to me. She stepped back and admired my body for a moment.

“If you want to be released from that plug, follow the card. Or I suppose you could have a locksmith cut it off of you if you're willing to go and reveal the shameful thing you're wearing to someone. Oh, and clean up for the club. You better look as cute as you are when you go in if you want them to consider you. Although, honestly, your dirty curves and peach-fuzz covered asshole would still sell. You have an exceptionally cute body, slut."

She walked to the case that she’d dropped by the door and took something from it.

“Wear this," she said and tossed a pile of clothes onto the bed next to me: strappy little black panties and a matching bralette, a little sparkly silver sequined dress, black stockings, and six-inch black heels with pink soles. I blushed at how pretty it all was and shameful excitement ran through me at the thought of walking around and displaying my body in it.

“Fuck you, I’m never wearing that!” I spat out.

“Suit yourself—enjoy the streets then,” she said.

“What, do you recruit whores for Sophia Milano now? You’re some kind of fucking pimp?”

“Sure," Scarlett said with a shrug. "I collect valuable things. Bodies can be valuable if they're beautiful." And I blushed with pleasure at her compliment, even though I tried to force it down.

She went to the door with her case then turned, took a final object from it, and tossed it to the bed. It landed just within reach of my cuffed hands—a small ball of ice with a key in the middle. "I'll let you sit and think about it for a while," she said in a teasing tone.

“Fucking stupid bitch! I’ll fucking get you back I fucking swear!” I spit after her, a final surge of anger coursing through me.

But she just smirked. “No, I don’t think you will,” she said, and then she was gone.

I was so turned on by the rough, disdainful treatment this gorgeous girl gave me that I nearly came from the buttplug just by pressing and squeezing my ass around it. The ice cube took nearly an hour to melt and I just managed to grasp it and uncuff my hands. I twisted my limber body around and untied my legs from the bedposts. I was sore and stiff from being kept in that position.

I tried to resist the shameful desires inside of me but I couldn’t. I rushed to the bathroom and began tugging at the plug, desperately trying to fuck my ass with it—but the little chain g-string locking kept me from moving it enough to give myself any satisfaction. My ass throbbed but I couldn’t masturbate it. I let out a frustrated, desperate sob.

I’m not fucking going to her strip club. Fuck her.

Hours passed. My bottom throbbed. The hotel manager came, as I had been anticipating, and made clear I was done and needed to be out by tomorrow if I didn’t want him to make me get out with a bat.

I had about twenty hours before I was homeless.

I was desperate to be fucked by Scarlett again even though I felt certain that I’d never see her again.

She’s broken me and humiliated me. That was her plan. She doesn’t give a fuck about me beyond that. She’s probably trying to do a favor for the club owner by referring me to them.

My cheeks colored at the thought of dancing in front of horny women and men.

What could they even want me for? They must be looking for some type of freak show oddity to go along with their actual attractive girls. That's all I am to Scarlett. All I'll be to them. A fucking freak.

I felt hatred coursing through me.

She’s probably just trying to finish my humiliation—to put the final nail in the coffin. She wants to complete my destruction by making me an actual whore. She wants to make absolutely sure I can never come back from this.

I tried to resist complying with her. I sat for hours more in my hotel. I felt sure it was some type of manipulation or trap. Why would she help me? But my ass throbbed with passion around my plug. I yearned for release. And I had literally nowhere else to turn or go. I bit my lip and stared intensely off into the middle distance.

It was either go to the strip club or spend the last of my money to get the chain cut off of me at a locksmith. And after that, I would either be on the streets with no plan, or I could hop on a train and wander across the country as a vagrant looking for work. I knew men would ravish me for my girly body in either of the latter two scenarios. The strip club, in comparison, seemed warm and practical.

No, I tried to tell myself.

But I thought of Scarlett’s hands on me. I thought her disdainful, objectifying gaze on my sinful form. I wanted to be watched again—groped, touched, masturbated, and used. It wasn’t practicality that drew me to the club in the end. It was want. Scarlett had made me a slut. She had released my nature. That was truly how she broke me, in the end.

She released my passions and I couldn’t resist.

I got up from my bed and went to the bathroom. Thankfully I still had a shaving kit—I hadn't been able to sell it. I ran the blade over my soapy skin, shaving my body completely smooth. It felt so good. I was able to move the chain g-string around and shave my crotch and bottom completely. My fat thighs felt velvety and I rubbed them together and luxuriated in the sensation.

I showered and scrubbed myself thoroughly. I touched up my cute haircut and primped my face. I had a makeup kit left—not the one I threw away at the cabin but another that I’d had at home and had been too embarrassed to try to sell, even when I was desperate. I put on a light pink lipstick, light blush, and mascara. I styled my cute blond hair to be as girly as possible. I had let it grow long over the last weeks and it came down past my ears in gentle curls.

I blushed with shame at my gorgeous appearance but I smiled, too. Am I insane to think I look cute right now? I…I must be imagining things. I must be delusional. I still couldn’t quite believe that I could be desirable to people even though my beauty was obvious and I had seen the passion in Scarlett’s eyes.

No. I was just a passing curiosity to her, I thought, bitterly.


Chapter 7: Club Sin

I didn't struggle to get into the club that the dark card had led me to. The enormous bouncer out front—waiting idly during the slow afternoon—had only needed a look at me. There was no sign outside. Only a midnight black building and a red door.

“I’m here for a…um…job? To audition I guess?” I had said, tentatively, presenting him with the card. I was expecting ridicule but he looked at me with what I thought I recognized as lust. He acted like auditing to be an erotic dancer was a totally understandable thing for a boy to do. Not that my outfit or my body made me look anything like a boy.

“Hell yeah you are, baby," he said. I blushed, but it was a blush of strange pleasure. He led me through the dark, smokey, high-class club to a luxurious office.

“‘Demona, I think this is the girl that Scarlett was talking about,” he said.

Desdemona Strong—Demona for short—was the owner and manager of the club Sin.

“Stand in the middle of the room,” she said, looking me over. “Back straight, chin up, bottom popped out, arms clasped behind you.” I obeyed. She spoke with the efficiency of someone used to auditioning dozens of girls a day sometimes—she didn’t feel like wasting her time walking me through the process gently. But she wasn’t cruel or snappy either. Just efficient and professional.

I stood before her. I was wonderfully aroused. My body was clad in the skimpy outfit Scarlett had left for me. The black stockings came up to just below my bottom, emphasizing its fatness, and straps from the black garter belt ran across my cheeks, straining to pass over them. The lacy black thong was pulled on over the garter belt so that it could be pulled off again while leaving the stockings on.

The sequined dress only barely covered the end of my bottom and it hugged my body tightly, showing off every curve. If I bent over or walked up stairs, men would be able to leer up my dress and see my little panties. The walk and cable car ride over had been thrilling. I was wearing the heels, too, and they were hard to balance in but they popped my bottom out even more, leaving me fully on display. Plus, Demona seemed amused by my cute struggles to balance.

She was gorgeous—not as exquisite as Scarlett herself but easily one of the most beautiful women I’d seen. She had raven dark hair and bright blue eyes. She was maybe in her late twenties—a little older than Scarlett—and curvaceous like Scarlett, with large breasts, a slim waist, and a large bottom. Her face was perfect. Her full lips were painted in bright red lipstick. She radiated power and control and when she spoke I immediately felt compelled to obey.

She wore a tuxedo-like suit much like Scarlett’s. Her jacket had long tails, and the bowtie at her neck hung loose—undone while doing paperwork. The entire outfit stretched tightly over her ample curves, concealing nothing of her bountiful body. She was powerful and almost animalistically sexual.

The office radiated power, too. It was done up in all dark, rich colors: black, burgundy, mahogany, and gold. She sat behind a large, darkly polished oak desk.

Her eyes drank me in.

Is it lust behind her gaze? No. It can’t be. Not for me. I’m imagining things.

“What’s your name, kid?” she said.

I bit my lip and hesitated but as afraid as I was of humiliation, I was more afraid of keeping this powerful woman waiting.

“Amari Vale,” I said and blushed intensely.

“Yes, yes you are, aren’t you?” she said. “Your film has been very popular in our world. The Ravishment of Amari Vale. Quite the best seller. People have been eating up your degradation, humiliation, passionate destruction…” she said each of the words with relish, watching my reaction.

I kept my chin held up as she’d commanded and met her gaze, but I could feel myself blushing across my whole body and tears of shame were rising to my eyes.

“How utterly humiliating for you—being sexually destroyed by a schoolgirl like that. Anally destroyed. Who told you about our club?”

She already knew the answer, I knew.

“Scarlett Loren…the photographer…”

“Yes, and the girl in the film. Why take her recommendation after she ravished you so shamefully?”

I was so embarrassed trying to talk about it—especially done up and on display in my slutty little outfit—but Demona’s demeanor demanded respect. I couldn’t bring myself to deny her. And I felt more and more desperate for this job the more I thought about it.

“I…I really need a job,” it was a simple answer but the truth.

“Yes, but that’s not the whole truth, is it? In the film, you’re clearly very aroused. I’ve watched it and…enjoyed it…several times myself. It's passionate lovemaking between Scarlett and you. She clearly desires you as well."

“I…disagree,” I said.

Demona shrugged and the hint of a knowing smile played across her face but she didn’t seem to care to press the point.

“Do you desire to be groped, objectified, ravished by our customers?”

I gulp. I want to lie, badly—to say “No, this is just a job.” But Desdemona Strong seemed like another woman who could easily see through my lies. I’m too intimidated by her to try it and too desperate for the job.

“Yes…yes I think I do. I’m not sure. I think I want it very badly.” The blush deepened across my pale body.

“You’re not just saying that for the job, are you? You really want it. You’re a slut, by nature,” she said it matter of factly.

I gulped. Embarrassment felt like it was radiating out of me. “Yes, I’m a slut.”

“You want Scarlett to treat you lewdly like she did. You want to be ravished like that by her, again and again.”

“Yes.”

“But you were too proud to say that to her, weren’t you.”

“Yes.” I felt tears coming to my eyes again from the shame but I blinked them away.

Demona studied me carefully for a long time. “I’m impressed with how truthful you are.” She put her elbows on the desk, clasped her hands before her, and leaned her chin on them. “Stretch your arms above your head and turn for me.”

I did it, stretching my body out as far as I could and slowly turning, allowing her to take in every one of my curves. She watched me intently.

“Fuck. That dress really shows off all of you, doesn't it? Did you come over here like that?"

“Yes.”

“Did you get catcalled? Groped?”

“Yes. Men said lewd things to me several times. And one grabbed my bottom on the cable car.”

“Did it arouse you? Excite you?”

I bit my lip and glanced down in shame, then met her eyes again. "Yes. Yes, I was very excited by it. I…I loved the attention."

She was taking notes with an ornate pen and added several lines to the clean, white sheet of paper she was writing on.

“Are you struggling on those heels?”

“Yes, but I'll learn to balance better. I like them…they put my bottom on display even more for everyone to look at," I confessed with another blush. It felt good being honest about my shameful needs and desires, and Demona's business-like attitude made it a little easier to do. She seemed to genuinely appreciate my honesty.

“You’ll need to strip of course. I need to inspect your body and make sure it’s suitable for display—and some of our owners are looking in,” she said, indicating a small, dark glass pane in one wall of her office. I realized it was one-way glass. I was being watched by more people than I realized. I wondered at who was behind the glass. “Do you have a problem with that?”

I blushed. “No…no, I’ll strip.”

I hesitated a moment, but I didn’t see any point in resisting—I was going to have to get naked if I was going to do this job, and I desperately needed a job. I was becoming more desperate to get this one as I went along. Part of it was the realization, slowly sinking in, that I literally had nothing else but this or the streets. But there was something else, too. Walking around in Scarlett’s slutty outfit, and talking with Demona about my shameful wants, had forced me to realize how badly I wanted to display myself in front of people. I yearned to be groped and leered at and objectified.

I reached down and tugged my dress up and over my head, then cast it aside. Her eyes showed approval at my willingness. Shame flooded through me at the thought of revealing my humiliating plugged chastity to Demona—plus anyone looking on behind the glass—but I had no choice. I tried to move as sexually as I could—I put on an amateur but earnest show.

I reached behind me and unclipped my bralette then tossed it aside carelessly. I turned on my heels slowly and popped my bottom out towards Demona, then peeled my tight little black panties down over my ample booty. The plug and chain were revealed and I saw her face flush with arousal.

Could she really find me attractive?

I peeled off my stockings and heels and was left completely naked.

“Turn again.”

I did.

“Bend and spread your bottom."

I did.

“Spank yourself. As hard as you can.”

I did it, letting out a cute little gasp as my ass jiggled from the blow.

“Crawl up onto my desk and get onto your hands and knees.”

I obeyed, my heart racing and breath quickening at being so near her.

She took a key from one of her pockets and undid the chain. My eyes flashed in surprise. Scarlett had said I would be released at the club, but I hadn’t quite believed her. I thought it might be a trick. The chain fell from my body. She walked around me, examining my body and touching and groping me. She pinched my nipples, then my thighs and bottom. Then she spanked me a few times and smiled at my little gasps. She felt my lips and around my mouth, then reached back and carelessly twisted around my cock and balls.

I’m being cock-groped by a practical stranger! I thought and blushed at how thrilled I was by it.

She stepped back.

“Go to the middle of the room and dance. Keep your plug in your bottom.”

I went to the center of the room.

“I don’t know how to dance but I’ll do my best,” I said. I was sweating immediately at the thought of having to dance in front of anyone. I didn’t know what to do but desperation and the desire to display my body made me throw myself into the task. I slowly started to sway my hips side to side. I rolled them back and forth, gyrating and swaying. I started to step up onto my tiptoes and move my legs. I lifted my arms above my head and turned and twisted my abdomen. I was blushing deeply and I was only able to go on by squeezing my eyes shut and pretending to be alone. I felt lost. Then I pictured Scarlett. I remembered her touching me. I pictured gyrating and bouncing on her thick cock. I pictured dancing for her, then dancing with her, in her arms.

“Stop,” Demona said.

I froze and opened my eyes, embarrassed.

She's going to tell me to get out. I'm an idiot. Why did I even agree to dance? I'm making a fool of myself by trying.

“You're very untrained." I felt tears of shame rising in my eyes again.

I’ve just found a new way to humiliate myself. What’s wrong with me?

“But you have a spark inside of you. You could be incredibly enticing, Amari, if you learned how.”

The faintest smile flitted across my lips before I clamped my mouth in embarrassment. “Really?”

Demona nodded and opened her mouth to speak when her phone rang and cut her off. She lifted it and listened. "Yes Mistress," she said, then hung up and looked at me. "Lay on the floor—there in the center, on your back—spread your legs wide apart and pull them up near your head. Anally masturbate yourself until you cum with that plug. And put your heels back on. You'll look especially enticing masturbating your ass in those heels."

I blushed and swallowed. I wanted to resist but I’d already gone so far. Desperation and need pushed me onward.

===

“Ms. Vale I don’t have all day,” she said.

“Yes, Desdemona—Ms. Strong,” I said with a gulp.

I slowly sunk to the floor then lay back and spread myself. I stuck my hand into my mouth and gagged myself until my fingers were covered in spit. Demona set up a camera on the table and began recording me. I didn’t have the courage to protest.

“If you’re hired here, we’ll be filming you often to follow up on the success of your first outing. People will want to see more of the degradation of Amari Vale.”

“Yes Ms. Strong,” I said, full of shame.

I rubbed my spit all around the edge of my anus, lubricating myself, then tugged the plug part way out and rubbed spit onto it, too. I slowly started to work it in and out. My ass had tightened back up around its base and the enormous thing inside of me was overwhelming to pull out. I worked at it for nearly a quarter hour. My cock became rock hard and started throbbing. I squeezed my eyes shut and tugged it all the way out with a lewd slurp.

I put the plug in my mouth and sucked it and licked it then pushed the wet, bulbous thing back into my now gaping hole. My breathing was deep and desperate. I inhaled the incense and spiced air of her office. The rich carpet felt wonderful against my naked body. My ass slowly stretched and I began to gasp and then—to my surprise—sob, too. It was passionate, cathartic crying. I felt like something was breaking down inside of me—barriers that had imprisoned me for a long time.

I plunged the lewd plug in and out of my asshole, punching my delicate sphincter and massaging me trembling insides. That warmth was building in me, flooding my whole body like I remembered. I kept my eyes squeezed shut and Scarlett stepped into my mind, disdainfully. I pictured her laying over me—masturbating my cock and ass, spanking me, sucking on my nipples, and kissing my lips. The memory of her luscious figure and domineering demeanor was too much to bear as I pummeled my ass.

“May I cum?” I asked desperately.

The phone buzzed once and Demona said, “Yes. Cum.”

I started to convulse and writhe and an orgasm flooded through my body, washing me away in bliss. Cum erupted from my cock, splattering my stomach and naked titties.

I was carried away by the warm brightness and lost myself.

When I came to I was laying on the floor, drooling sluttishly, with my asshole gaping open and still pulsating.

Demona was considering me with a flush of arousal in her face and passion behind her eyes. She made a few more notes then looked back up.

“That cum isn’t going to clean itself up, is it?”

“No, Ms. Strong,” I said as sluttishly as possible. I ran my hand over my flat stomach and pert titties, collecting my own cum, then licked it up out of my palm and swallowed.

“You’re a very good girl,” she said, satisfied. “You will, of course, be referred to only as a girl from now, is that clear Ms. Vale?”

“Yes, Desdemona,” I said obediently.


Chapter 8: Learning How to Be a Slut

I was hired on as a dancer and serving girl at the club. The first time I danced for a crowd—which was the day I was hired—I was terrified. Demona advertised me as the Amari Vale from Scarlett’s film of me—which I was—and as an innocent newbie—which I also was—and she encouraged the audience to ridicule, mock, and abuse me if they desired.

It was smart: she turned my amateur dancing ability into a fetish and kink for them. My heart raced in my chest. I was drenched in sweat. I tried to just remember to hold myself straight and keep my back arched and bottom popped out. I was dressed in the outfit I'd come in.

When the music started I rolled and shook my hips and slowly let the beat spread through me. I closed my eyes to the early evening crowd and I undulated and twisted about my whole body. They were all upper class and wealthy, but with Demona's encouragement, they were more than happy to jeer, ridicule, and even throw their drinks at me. I pictured Scarlett watching me and I danced for her. The audiences derision, strangely, turned me on and I felt a warmth and passion flowing through my body. I was nearly too nervous to use the pole, but I finally grasped it and spun around awkwardly. As I danced I sunk to my hands and knees, revealing more of my bottom beneath the dress, then crawled and rolled, then rose to my feet again.

By the end of the song the audience was still jeering, but they cheered, too. They had enjoyed the show. I walked from the stage as sultrily as possible. I was blushing with shame and embarrassment yet an irresistible grin was spread across my face.

Since I was a new girl I served tables and helped work the bar when I wasn’t dancing. My first week of serving I was constantly behind. Everything was overwhelming and confusing.  I would get swamped with orders, mess up drinks, and screw up the food. The chefs yelled at me and customers were constantly groping me or complaining about my incompetence. I would usually go to bed crying every night. But I felt determined to continue and every time I begged Demona’s forgiveness she assured me it was all part of the process and to not worry.

I usually wore tights and a slutty little cocktail dress or a leotard that showed off half my bottom. I got a lot of attention from the women and men there—they would squeeze my fat bottom, spank me, grope my legs and chest and stomach, and even rub my little cock through my panties like they were massaging a pussy. It turned me on badly and I often found myself desperately masturbating in the back.

It was all overwhelming at first. I was anxious and terrified before stepping up on stage. I would always be drenched in a nervous sweat and my heart would race in my chest.

But I stuck at it and I learned and started to master things. Serving became easy and delightful. I liked interacting with the erudite customers and was delighted by their attention. I loved dancing from the start, but as I got better at it the fear of performing lessened, and it became even more delightful. I started to feel a thrill when I would go on stage and display my body.

My life changed dramatically. The club had some the best dancers, and highest prices, in the city, and the entry was highly exclusive. All the other girls there were absolutely stunning. I was the only trap and seemed to be a gorgeous novelty to the customers. I expected the girls to treat me cruelly but they were all incredibly welcoming and were even willing to show me how to dance and present myself on stage.

I inhaled their knowledge and instructions and ended up spending hours practicing in the mornings before opening. Dancing in my skimpy lingerie and having them touch and sometimes playfully grope me to show me different moves made me really horny. They taught me about allure, too, and how to carry myself as sexually as possible.

I was given a small but luxurious apartment in the building adjoining the club, where most of the girls lived. We were all commodities of club Sin, and the club was careful with its commodities. I was paid well enough to survive and was allowed to eat at the club for free.

Demona put me on feminizing, girly hormones and chemicals. I got a shot in my fat bottom every day for several weeks and my feminine body became even more voluptuous and sexual. My waist and upper body got even slimmer, and my curves only increased. My bottom became a ridiculously sexual, gorgeous, fat bubble butt and my thighs became even rounder and more jiggly. My already girly face seemed to become even more feminine. Cute little titties blossomed out of my chest. I became an absolutely lascivious, curvaceous, unmistakably sexual creature. I was practically bursting out of all the tight little outfits that they put me in. I felt incredible.

The entire experience was alien and incredibly strange in the most wonderful way. I felt as if I was Alice, fallen down the rabbit hole, and wandering through an upside down world. People accepted me and lusted after my body. I was desirable and wanted. It put me in a constant state of happiness and arousal.

Sometimes the more experienced girls would gang up on me in the back and spank me or tickle me for fun. Sometimes they would spank me very hard and thoroughly, even stripping my bottom naked to do it. One time I even came, shamefully, from their rough treatment of my butt. They were all delighted by that and teased me to no end about it. It was always done in passionate, loving fun, though. They seemed to genuinely like me.

I became somewhat of an audience favorite, too. I actually drew people to the club who had seen The Ravishment of Amari Vale and wanted to get to see the little slut in person. But other customers—regulars and those stopping in without knowing about the movie—seemed to like me too.

As I trained and started to master moves and rhythms, dancing started to feel like flying.


Chapter 9: The Mysterious Ownership of Amari’s Bottom

By my second month in the club, I was living in near bliss. There were just a few things missing from my life.

“You said I'd be prostituted out to customers," I said to Demona poutily. I was standing in her office in a little silver and black sequined leotard. My bottom hung out of it on plump display and it left my cute titties and the rest of my curves completely revealed because of how tight it was. I was wearing black fishnet stockings and six-inch black heels with it.

“Yes. Do you have a problem with that now?”

“Yes—why haven’t you done it?” I said, practically stamping my foot.

“You’re in a cute little huff, aren’t you?”

I blushed a little and smiled at her. “Does no one want me? I get plenty of attention out on the floor, but no one seems allowed to fuck me!” I asked in whiney voice.

She smiled, amused. “Ah, I see. Well, that’s because no one is allowed to fuck you. You know the customer who’s been paying for your butt plug?”

People were allowed to use the girls, for the right price, but they could also pay for specific tasks or actions. From my first day, someone had been paying Demona to have me keep an ample sized, jeweled butt plug in my bottom. It was kept locked in by a little chain g-string bikini like the one Scarlett had forced on me. It was loose enough to not cause any discomfort for my skin but tight enough to prevent me from removing the plug. Demona held one key and my mysterious patron the other. I had to get Demona’s permission to use the bathroom or anally masturbate.

The customer had insisted on remaining anonymous, but the cost of such a consistent service, even with a new girl, meant they must be quite wealthy and powerful. Sometimes my mind betrayed me and I fantasized that it was Scarlett, but I knew that a photographer and investigator—even one employed by Sophia Milano—wasn’t nearly powerful enough to pay that kind of money.

I begged Demona regularly to know who it was, but she wouldn’t tell me. The plug left me constantly aroused and felt incredible shifting in my bottom as I moved and especially as I danced. The end of it, just before the flared base, was very thin, so I carried the fat head of the plug in my ass, but my asshole stayed very tight and still was easily overwhelmed and aroused when I pulled the plug out, put it back in, or masturbated my bottom.

I nodded. "Of course I remember," I said with a cute, sluttish grin on my face. "I have the reminder in my bottom right now. Will you tell me who he is?"

“No. You don’t get to know. That was made clear.”

“So what are you talking about?”

“The same customer also bought out your time.”

“What?”

“They bought all your time—in other words, you’re basically kept on constant standby for them. They made clear that you weren’t to be fucked by other customers. They’re keeping you as their little—near—virgin.”

I flushed with happiness at that for some reason.

“Someone wanted me enough to do that? So you’ve gotten requests from customers to fuck me? I mean, people have asked me if they could, out on the floor, and I’ve referred them to you for prices, but I was figuring they always just lost interest or decided I wasn’t worth it.”

“A fucking cute little sex bunny like you? No, sweetie, I’ve gotten a lot of interest. They definitely think you’re worth it. I’ve been having to turn people away.

“So whoever this is is paying you enough to not make another film with me, either?”

“That’s right. No one else is allowed to fuck you.”

Demona had talked about making a follow up to The Ravishment of Amori Vale—possibly with a muscular, thick stud pounding my wet ass. The thought had filled me with shame but turned me on incredibly. But now I knew why it hadn’t happened. We had filmed several clips of me doing solo anal masturbation that had sold quite well, actually, but we hadn’t made anything longer.

“So they’re basically keeping me plugged and in chastity?”

Demona nodded with a smile. “That turns you on, doesn’t it?”

I blushed and looked down but nodded.

“There’s something else on your mind, isn’t there?”

The final thing missing from my life. The biggest. Scarlett. She apparently didn’t frequent the club, although Demona said she’d been a customer in the past. She was the real reason I had wanted to know about the film. The thought of being taken and ravished by a hulking man was thrilling, but deep down I had hoped Scarlett would return if we did another film. I dreamed of being violently and passionately taken by her every night.

“No,” I protested.

“You’re still not a very good liar, babe. I could see the passion between you two burning through that film.”

“I hate her. She ruined my life. And she doesn’t want anything to do with me, anyway. She doesn’t give a fuck. She never did. Why should I give a fuck about doing anything with her?” I felt myself blushing in anger but I could feel a lump in my throat and tears starting to build. I snapped my pouty lips shut and tried to get a hold of myself.

Demona gave an enigmatic shrug with her eyes. “Suit yourself.”


Chapter 10: The Masquerade

At the end of my second month, the owner of my bottom was finally revealed. Sin was having a masquerade night. The price of entry was exorbitant, all the girls would be out dancing, and members would be allowed to take and fuck whoever they wanted in the private rooms in the back. It was a night for passionate orgies. For everyone, that is, except me.

I was living in a state of almost unbearable horniness—I had my plug in all the time, yet Demona had forbidden me from using any toys on myself. It was part of the contract with my mysterious plug owner—the person who controlled my bottom. I was allowed to anally masturbate, but I could only use my fingers. I yearned for more. I yearned to be taken and roughed up and fucked. I wanted to be spanked thoroughly—not the playfulness and light grabs of the girls and customers—and stretched and probed intensely.

I need Scarlett. The thought floated up unbidden and I shoved it away. I hate Scarlett, I tried to insist to myself. What’s wrong with me? How could I give into these shameful desires? I still felt shame, even as I thrived in my strange new life.

I began the evening of the masquerade out serving in the club in a little sequined leotard. I technically didn’t need to work the floor anymore—I’d become a huge draw on the stage—but I liked getting to interact with people, and their delight at getting to interact with me made me blush with happiness. I loved the attention. And it felt good to do the work of bringing food and clearing tables. It provided a nice contrast with the elation of dancing on stage.

All my regulars were there and they were especially horny in anticipation of the night. I greeted them with smiles and was grabbed and groped frequently and roughly—though not rough enough for me. I quickly became almost unbearably aroused, and I found myself blushing and biting my lip trying to focus on my job. My thighs trembled a little trying to hold me up—though thankfully I had become as comfortable in heels as my own feet.

Demona told me to scram as the lights dimmed and the orgastic night truly began. She wanted to build anticipation for my time on the stage much later in the night. I sat in the dressing room in the back and got ready early. I perfected my hair and redid my makeup—I always made it light and elegant. For the stage, I wore gorgeous black stockings and tiny, very tight crimson lingerie. I slipped into six-inch cream colored heels and hopped and shimmied into a very tight, silver sequin dress. By the end of the night, the room would be seeing all of it and all of me. The little red thong pressed on my jeweled plug very pleasurably.

Time passed. My thoughts drifted to Scarlett once again.

And then I was dancing.

My first two numbers flew by and before I knew it I was out for my third and final performance of the night. The audience and other girls were writhing in orgiastic ecstasy yet they'd fallen nearly silent when I stepped out and— to my surprise—seemed to be watching me, at least along with the passionate fucking that was going on. I was under the bright stage lights, but the audience was veiled in darkness. I moved and flowed to the rhythms, hitting the beats nearly effortlessly. It had only been two months but when I performed I hardly even had to think anymore. I did all the thinking and work when I practiced. When I performed I just moved.

And yet, even with the throbbing, energized audience, even though I was one with the rhythm, I felt empty. The dance felt stale to me. It felt mechanical. I hated feeling mechanical. I tried to just breathe. I tried to fantasize about the audience using me. I tried to focus on the steps and beats. But I just felt empty.

I squeezed my eyes shut and pictured Scarlett. I could see her there, in the crowd—her elegant face, voluptuous, powerful body, and piercing emerald eyes. The eyes of that dream Scarlett pierced me and I felt my body come alive. I danced and writhed on the stage for her and I felt like I was flying. I threw everything I could into the dance.

When I opened my eyes I could make out the rapt silhouettes of the crowd, and a figure struck me. There was a voluptuous form sitting in the center of the audience. My eyes adjusted more to the shadows. She wore a midnight black dress that showed off a gorgeous body. It had slits that went up past her waist and revealed a gorgeous amount of her abdomen and thighs. The neckline was a deep V that ran past her belly button and revealed her ample breasts. She wore a masquerade mask encrusted with diamonds. Her hair was a red so dark that it almost looked black—except it showed hints of fire.

She wasn’t blond. And she was older, I thought—more mature and powerful in a way. But I pretend she was Scarlett. My song ended but I kept dancing and Demona flipped another record on and let me continue. The crowd was silent, soaking in the dance—I sunk to my hands and knees and crawled around the edge of the stage, letting the audience grab and grope my sweaty, trembling body. Eager hands reached out—spanking and touching and squeezing. Some even buried between my buttocks and rubbed and tugged on the locked in plug—my sexual prison.

And then the figure rose up and began to glide towards me through the audience. I continued to crawl—almost proud and haughty.

She walked like an empress and then she was rising up onto the stage.

I suddenly realized my body was trembling in exhaustion from the intensity and length of my performance. I was gasping for air and drenched in sweat. My heart hammered in my chest.

She stepped up to me and twined her fingers through my now long, rich blonde hair, then she dragged me across the stage to its center. I whimpered and fought with her but her grip was insistent and domineering and I gave in to her.

What’s happening?

She rolled me over onto my back roughly and pressed my legs up over my head and spread them wide apart. The audience cheered. She tugged my panties way to the side and in seconds I was completely exposed by her—my naked bottom revealed on stage and the butt plug glimmering from my ass under the lights.

She knelt down over me, choking me with one hand and twisting the plug pleasurably in my ass with the other. I gasped and moaned in shock and pleasure. I was half waiting for Demona or one of the bouncers to pull the woman from the stage for interrupting a routine—and for touching the reserved property that was my ass.

“You’re not allowed! I’m off limits!” I protested, like some haughty princess being touched by a commoner.

And the figure leaned in close and breathed into my ear, “Not to me,” and her powerful, sure tone sent a shiver through my body. Then I realized with shock that she was reaching down to my the little chain bikini. It fell away from me with a click.

She had the second key.

I gasped and excitement flooded my body. The arousal was almost unbearable. I might finally get the rough fucking I yearned for. She grasped the plug and twisted it in my bottom and I bucked my hips and writhed, fucking myself on it while it was in her grasp.

I wanted to be fucked so badly and yet I felt empty. Scarlett.

Lurid images of getting my butt pounded on stage in front of everyone flashed through my head. I wanted it so badly. I pictured this powerful woman stripping me naked, spanking me roughly, burying a cock in my bottom and ravishing me in front of everyone—the audience jeering and urging on my shameful submission. It made my body throb with need. I was so close to release. But all my heart could say was Scarlett.

I heard the words coming to my lips without having to think or form them. “Please,” I said, over and over. And finally, “Please, I’m in love.”

The figure paused above me. Her hand clasped firmly and dominantly around my neck and she seemed to consider me with disdain and anger.

“I know you own my bottom—and that you've paid for it for weeks—but I just can't!" and as I said it my voice broke and I sobbed. I was worried she hadn't even heard me over the throb of the crowd. But finally, she spoke, her lips twisting almost cruelly around the words and her mask making her aspect fierce and goddess-like.

“You’re in love?”

“Yes.”

“With who?”

“A girl. Just a girl.”

She considered me again for a long moment.

“If you refuse me now, I’ll lock you again—you won’t be allowed to pleasure yourself—you won’t be allowed any release.”

The thought seemed unbearable—even for a few more minutes, much less days or weeks or months—but I bit my lip and nodded.

“You'll be expelled from this club. I'll make sure Desdemona never lets you dance here again. And I'll see that you never dance elsewhere in this city, either. And you'll still have to wear that plug for as long as I desire—I have powerful people to make sure of that if I want. You've ruined several months of payments for me. And my plans for the evening. No one ruins my plans. Do you understand?"

Who the fuck is she?

The ultimatum hit me hard. The audience chattered in confusion behind us but our eyes were locked together. The club had become everything to me. In Sin, I'd found a paradise. I realized—just in that moment, laid submissively out on the stage—that I'd been truly happy for the first time.

I tried to will myself to give in. You’ll be ravished and used like you dreamed of. You’ll be allowed to stay at the club and dance. You’ll have everything. Scarlett probably wouldn’t even care. And she doesn’t care about you anyway!

But all my heart said was Scarlett, over and over again.

“I understand,” I said. I felt a lump in my throat and tears were coming to my eyes. “You can punish me however you want. I’m sorry to break your deal. I just can’t.”

She brought her hand across my face in a disdainful slap, then tore down the front of my dress, then my bralette and panties, leaving me completely naked and exposed on stage. She reached down and in one expert motion rethreaded my little chain bikini and locked me back into chastity.

“Crawl away, slut. And you can clear out your things tonight. You’re done here.”

I nodded, chin trembling, and then burst out sobbing.

She stood disdainfully and stepped from the stage, and I gathered my shredded panties and crawled away. The audience was left in confusion, but the record flipped to a new song and the orgy quickly reignited. I passed out of the light and into the darkness of backstage. It was empty. Everyone was in the front with customers. My legs felt too shaky to stand.

I’ll find Scarlett, I told myself. I’ll find some way to live. But the shocking truth hit me: I was about to be homeless. I had hardly any money saved from the club—it was a small salary starting out and many of the benefits came from the apartment and lavish food provided for me. I thought of not being able to fly on the stage anymore and it filled my heart with an almost unbearable pain. I just lost everything for a girl who doesn’t give a fuck about me. She never gave a fuck about me. I was just another item on her hit list.

I sat backstage, sobbing, for a long time. I kept waiting for my body to feel strong enough to stand but it didn't come. Finally, I slipped off my heels and stumbled down the hall, my ruined garments and shoes clutched to my chest. I collapsed in the dressing room. I felt parched all of a sudden and gulped down glass after glass of water. When I felt strong enough I started cleaning out my things.


Chapter 11: The Revelation of Sophia Milano

Demona found me—mascara still stained down my face with tears, body still sticky from sweat—as I was staring at two sets of heels, for some reason completely lost over what to do with them.

I started crying again, tears running down my face and sobs choking my words. “I’m so sorry Demona—Ms. Strong—I didn’t mean to ruin your customer. I—I don’t know who she is but if I’ve put the club in bad graces…”

Demona shushed me gently and wrapped me in her arms. Desdemona Strong, who I was still a little terrified off even after two months, was holding me in a comforting hug. I was worried it was some trick.

“It’s fine,” she was smiling. “I’m not angry at you. I can’t let you stay at the club if your patron wants you gone, though. She has the pull to do that. But that’s not why I’m here. You have a private request.”

I gulped back my tears, confused. “But…but I thought I wasn’t allowed—I thought I was reserved and off limits? And I thought—weren’t you just sacking me.”

“You're not allowed, and I was sacking you. But for this person, we…make an exception. Sophia Milano is here. She wants to see you in her office."

“Sophia Milano has an office here?”

“Yes. She owns a controlling share of the club. The office is a secret—like everything else she does.”

“What does she want?”

“I have no fucking idea. Her woman just showed up in the middle of the masquerade and told me to bring you.”

I wanted to ask if the woman who’d come from Milano was Scarlett but I bit my words back. Don’t be stupid. She’s not here. I stared at Demona stupidly for a moment, fear and confusion and shame freezing me in place. Sophia Milano. Sophia Milano who had sent Scarlett to ruin my life. Sophia Milano who I had made my political name opposing and who had destroyed me easily for it. I had fallen so far. I felt for a moment that I couldn't bear the shame of facing her. But I didn't want to offend any more of Demona's powerful customers than I already had that night.

“Amari?…Amari, hello?” Demona was saying.

I nodded. “Sorry. I need to clean up.”

“Nope—no time. Throw some clothes on and let’s go. Sophia doesn’t like to be kept waiting.”

I still had my stockings on from the dance and I slipped back into my cream heels. I tugged on a set of strappy black panties, a matching bralette, and a tight, glittery, silver and black leotard. I followed Demona shakily to the back staircase and we wound up it to the third floor. Suddenly I was standing before a thick oaken set of double doors. My face was still stained with mascara. I tried to control my breathing.

Sophia Milano had been described as wiry, with a cruel, long, angular face—like a mean hawk, the drunk man I’d been talking to had said. I’d also heard she was short, stout, and round as a boulder, with a pinched, angry visage. The type of woman who could build an empire in five years was not beautiful, people said.

I was more worried about why she wanted me, though. Was she seeking a moment’s amusement from gloating over my defeat in person? Or was there a gun on the other side of the door? Scarlett, my heart said. Then the thought occurred to me, She might be the one to pull the trigger if it came to that. I bit my lip and decided I would use the meeting to find Scarlett, no matter what. Milano was her employer—she must know where I could find her.

“I'm not going in with you," Demona said. Then, attempting to encourage me but sounding nervous, "You'll be fine. Just remember to breathe."

I stepped into the room and Demona shut the door after me.

The office was enormous—a long, wide rectangle with a high ceiling. Everything was gold, black, and white except for a large mahogany desk near the far end. The floors were gorgeous ebony. What I thought might be ivory hung from the walls.

The chair behind the desk was turned away from me. My heels echoed through the room as I approached. I stopped ten feet from the desk and clasped my arms behind me, obediently, and stood straight, with my bottom popped out.

“I hear you broke a deal tonight,” a voice said from the other side of the chair. It was elevated and educated—and British, surprisingly. I couldn’t quite place it beyond that. It was a strange mix of familiar and foreign.

“Yes,” I said, trying to keep my own voice level.

“Do you often break deals?”

“No. I’m not a principled person, though. I’m just not usually tested, I guess.”

Is this some type of power play or is she just hiding her hideous looks? But why bother either way with me? She already has all the power she needs.

“But with this deal, breaking it was far harder than keeping it. Do I understand that correctly?” That strange, curious, ponderous voice. It nudged me like an annoying animal.

“Yes,” was all I could manage.

“Why did you refuse your patron?”

Why the fuck does Sophia Milano care about me and my patrons? For a moment fear flashed through me—was the woman on stage Milano? I wondered if I would’ve had the guts to refuse Sophia Milano face to face. But the voice was different than the one I’d heard on stage. It wasn’t her. I tried to breathe and calm myself.

“I…I’m in love with a girl,” was all I could manage, stupidly.

“What girl could be worth your job and passion and all the comfort of this life?”

“Just a girl.”

“What’s her name?”

“Scarlett. Scarlett Loren.”

Milano was silent for a long, long moment.

“Yes. Scarlett works for me. A foolish, silly girl. You should cast her aside. She’s not worth it, I assure you. If you do, I’ll talk to your patron and see you reinstated at Sin.”

I bit my lip. I wanted to ask why she would help me but I had a feeling that only Sophia Milano asked questions when you were in a meeting with her. I yearned to have everything back, though.

Just take the chance. You can’t have Scarlett anyway. I paused for a long time then finally spoke.

“I’m sorry, Ms. Milano. I just can’t. I love her.”

There was another long pause, then the chair spun around. I braced myself to face the hideous creature that the strange voice was coming from.

A gorgeous black dress. A diamond encrusted mask. The woman from the club was sitting in the chair.

I had just broken a deal with Sophia Milano. Sophia Milano was my secret owner. My mouth fell into a little O and I snapped it shut. But the shock of it couldn’t settle because an even greater one hit me and washed the first away.

In the same motion that she turned, Scarlett took off her mask.

Her glittering green eyes met my gaze and I just barely managed to not look away. My mouth dropped open again. Her hair was the rich, dark, fiery auburn I'd seen down in the club. The way she held herself conveyed a maturity that I hadn't seen before—it had deceived me. My first thought was, stupidly, What’s Scarlett doing sitting in Sophia Milano’s chair? But the power radiating from her showed me the truth.

“Hello, Amari Vale,” she said. The voice she had been putting on was gone, and she spoke in the rich, harmonious tamber that I was used to from Scarlett. Even through her powerful demeanor, there was a blush of girlish happiness coloring her cheeks and a smile kept coming to her lips that she couldn't quite push away. I couldn't help myself but smile back at her.

“Scarlett?” was all I could manage.

“I didn’t plan on deceiving you,” she said. “But once you refused me in the club I couldn’t resist. It’s hard finding people’s true intentions when one has so much power. I hope you’ll forgive Ms. Strong for playing along with my little masquerade at the masquerade—she didn’t want to, but she’s quite loyal to my orders.”

“You’re Sophia Milano?” I finally blurted out, stupidly.

“And Scarlett Loren. And Vicky Chase and a dozen other people that I should keep to myself.”

“How?”

“A good empire runs itself, nearly. It leaves me time to delve into the minutia, and sometimes it’s better to be Scarlett Loren or someone else when I’m out in the world. I like to work on the details myself. And you were a detail. Although after the first night, you became…a little bit more to me.”

“I could’ve killed you up in that cabin though—what if I’d been crazy?”

She smirked a little at that but then shrugged. “Nothing great was ever won with caution.” She considered me for a long moment. “Do you know why I released all the film, now?”

I thought for a moment. “Punishment for crossing you?” I realized that I was still angry at her.

This is some final part of her cruel joke, isn’t it?

“Or maybe you just like ruining people,” I spat out.

“You’re an idiot, Amari. And you don’t understand the half of it.”

“What then?”

“I released all of it to free you.”

“Free me from what?”

“Society. Fears. All the inhibitions binding you. You were living a lie. I could see who you truly were”

“How does destroying both my careers and getting me expelled from my family and all my social circles free me?”

“You know how. And you know it’s true. You were miserable. You weren’t being your true self. You were never meant to be a man. You were meant to be this gorgeous creature you’ve become. You were meant to use your body like this.”

I opened my mouth to argue and protest, but I could come up with nothing. I was left staring at Scarlett’s beautiful lips, and then the rest of her body in her lovely, revealing dress.

“You know it’s true. You’re happy here. Happier than you’ve ever been, aren’t you? You love being a slut. You love revealing yourself like this.”

I bit my lip.

“Confess to me,” she said and I couldn’t resist her tone.

“I love it.” It was true. The club had been the best two months of my life.

“And you love me.”

I looked into her gorgeous eyes. I couldn’t resist her. I didn’t want to anymore.

“I love you, Scarlett Loren. Or Sophia Milano. Or whatever name you use.”

She smiled at that, and I smiled back, and I think in that moment I began to realize that we were going to spend the rest of our lives together. She shifted her dress behind the counter and revealed an enormous flesh colored cock sprouting up underneath it—it was even bigger than the one she had fucked me with at the cabin.

“Take off your dress,” she said.

I blushed but I didn’t resist. My heart felt full of a strange warm. I peeled the dress up and over my head, revealing my skimpy lingerie.

“Crawl to me.” I sunk to my knees and obeyed, swaying my bottom sluttily as I moved. I climbed onto her desk then crawled to the other side and sat on the edge, right in front of her.

“I've been watching you for two months," she said. I thought of the one-way mirror in Demona's office. I thought of the phone call and the command to anally masturbate at my first audition.

She tugged me onto her lap and I straddled her, my thighs wrapping around her waist and the cock running up the curve of my bottom. The top side of it pressed against my asshole, separated from it by only a diaphanous strip of fabric. Arousal was rushing into my body.

“You bought my ass from Demona?”

“Technically I bought it from myself. I control everything at club Sin, including you.”

“Why keep me waiting so long?”

She smiled. Her hands grabbed big, thick handfuls of my bottom and massaged it around and I moaned in pleasure. "I've been busy maintaining an empire. And you didn't confess that you loved me until tonight if you remember. Before that, you were quite insistent that you hated Scarlett Loren. But I wanted you badly Amari Vale. And now I know you want me and want this."

I smiled at her, blissfully happy.

“Tell me how you feel,” she said. “Tell me again.”

It felt so good being held by her and sitting on her lap, being groped by her. Her hands roved my body, squeezing and tugging at my bottom, twisting and rubbing my plug, pinching my cute nipples, rubbing over my stomach and abdomen. I was blushing with passion and breathing heavily. I confessed easily, spilling all my shameful desires to her.

“I love you. I’ve loved you from the very first night in the cabin. I dream about you and fantasize about you. I’m desperate to be used by you. I want to be fucked and destroyed and ravished by you. I—”

She cut off my words with a kiss. “Get back up on the desk and present your ass to me,” she said, her voice heavy with passion.

I slipped from her lap urgently and climbed to the desk, sitting on my hands and knees, with my bottom resting right on the edge. She stood behind me and unclipped my bralette, letting my little titties spill free.

“Damn, you’ve gotten even fucking cuter,” she said ardently. Her hands reached around and groped my titties roughly. She spanked my bottom, hard. The first cracking slap came down and I gasped and moaned in intense pleasure. The relief of finally getting release flooded through me.

“Oh fuck, finally!” I moaned to her. “I didn’t think I could take it anymore. I wanted to be used so badly!”

“What a fucking slut,” she breathed lovingly into my ear. My booty jiggled lewdly as the rough slaps rained down on it. I was quickly drenched in sweat and trembling. I loved it.

“Oh fuck yes, please spank me as hard as possible Ms. Loren!” I practically sobbed out.

“Face down, ass up,” she said. I obeyed and it opened the backs of my thighs to her. She spanked them roughly along with my bottom. Once I was covered in stinging red handprints, she took a jar of clear oil from her desk, poured it over my ass and thighs, and began to rub it in. It soaked into my stockings and made them cling to me even more pleasingly. The rubbing felt really good, spreading out the sting of the beating. My little girl-cock was throbbing.

“Turn over onto our back. Legs up.”

I eagerly obeyed. She oiled my cock, too, and stroked it then slapped it. I gasped in pleasure. She spanked and rubbed the inside of my thighs until I was moaning lewdly again. I could barely take the overwhelming assault but it felt so good. She snapped my panties and pulled them free. I was left displayed for her in just my heels and stockings and the little silver g-string.

She took the key from her desk and the lock snapped free. My chain dropped off of me and I let out a long, relieved sigh. She tugged the plug in my ass, twisting and angling it to press the sides of my rectum, then she teased it out so that my taut sphincter was wrapped around the thickest section. She played with it there, pushing it in and out, rolling my ass over the biggest part again and again. Then she finally pulled it all the way free of my desperate hole.

I was enraptured with her. She smelled wonderful—like blossoms and spring. Her skin was smooth and soft but her touch was firm and confident. My heart raced beneath my sweaty breasts. The room was silent except for our own impassioned breathing and the lewd sounds of her spanking my body and working my butt. Goosebumps ran over my skin where she touched me.

“Fuck you look pretty with that stained mascara,” she said in a breathy moan.

“I love you. I want to be your servant. Your slave. Please—I want to be fucked by you every day. Keep me as your pet, as your toy, as your trash. Just keep and take me. I need you, Scarlett.”

“Suck," she commanded, and I got back on my hands and knees on the desk and dipped my head down, eagerly taking her cock into my mouth. I bobbed my head up and down on it, gagging myself and flooding my mouth with spit. I sucked her until the cock was covered in saliva. I kept hitting my gag reflex but I didn't care. I wanted to prove my sluttiness to her. It felt good, for some reason, burying a cock in my throat. It was too big to fit very far but I tried as hard as I could, until spit was drooling out of my plump lips and tears were streaming down my face.

She finally tugged me off by my hair and sat me up on the desk. She took me into her arms—hands on my thighs, guiding me to wrap my legs around her waist—then she lifted me and sat back into the chair. My bottom hovered tantalizing over her cock head. She spit on her hand and rubbed my anus, mixing spit and oil to lubricate me. The cock was soft on the outside—so even though it was an overwhelming size it was comfortable.

She massaged and teased my anus with the bulbous dick head.

“You like this big cock, slut?”

“Yes, yes, yes!” was all I could manage. I rolled my hips and gyrated on the head. She took me without hesitation. She lined up her cock with one hand and tugged me down onto it with her other hand grabbing my fat ass. I sunk into bliss. My ass had been stretched just enough by the plug to allow me to take her girth without preparation.

I gasped and moaned.

“Oh fuck, finally," I said sweetly. My bottom slid all the way down her slick dick until I was resting on the big, fake balls. My fat ass spread out over her ample thighs. She pulled me into her and sucked my nipples, then my neck, then my ears. Then she kissed me. We frenched for a long, long time. When she pulled away a trail of saliva still connected our glistening lips.

“Are you Scarlett Loren or Sophia Milano?” I asked in a pleasured haze.

“I’m a lot of things. But for you, I’m Scarlett.”

She bent my arms behind my back and held them there, then pulled me close to her and began to expertly roll her hips, pushing and tugging the dick in and out of me. We kissed again and she gazed into my eyes. The passion burning there was unmistakable.

“I love you, Amari Vale.”

“I love you, Scarlett Loren.”

I flailed my fat booty up and down on her overwhelming dick. Her strap-on, I realized, had an egg on the inside that buried in her pussy, and another that buried in her ass—giving her intense pleasure and more control as she fucked me. Her hips gyrated powerfully, rising up to meet me each time I brought myself down. She was hitting my anal g-spot every time. Warmth filled every part of my body. I was in love and I was finally being used as I need to be used. We fucked and fucked and fucked. My ass and cock were both throbbing. My breath was deep and passionate. I gave myself over to her kisses. She spanked me as I desperately flopped my booty up and down on her powerful rod and it threw me over the edge.

“May I cum?” I asked urgently.

“Cum,” she said.

With her permission, I exploded in orgasm.

I felt Scarlett’s body tense and writhe against me—the eggs buried in her and my passionate submission pushing her over the edge. We came together and I was carried away in bliss. When I came to my sweaty body was wrapped around Scarlett and she was holding me against her. We kissed for a long, long time.

We fucked for the rest of that night. We couldn’t get enough of each other’s bodies.

The next morning we woke up in each other’s arms in a private room of club Sin.

My life carried on as it had been going. I kept dancing and serving and living at the club. I was still off-limits to customers—my bottom belonged to Sophia Milano. I was kept like Scarlett's little princess in a tower and I loved it. She visited me often and ravished me like I needed. We were in love. Scarlett could've had me move into one of her compounds but she knew I was happy dancing at Sin. We made many, many more films of my shameful ravishment and degradation. People ate them up and it brought even more members to the club.

The following year Scarlett married me—she made me her submissive little wife. She wore a black, form-fitting tuxedo and I wore a little white wedding dress that fully exposed my breasts and bottom for everyone to see. I get catcalled and groped often when I go out in the city and when I'm waiting on customers. I love it. I sometimes wonder about my old life. I have no desire to go back to it. Scarlett let me blossom into my true self, and under her control, I'm blissfully, wonderfully happy.

END


Ravished by My Wife’s Bull

How Stalking Him Led to My Feminization, Humiliation & Passionate Submission


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Finally, I could bare the need any longer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I exploded all over myself.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You like that, baby?”

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

“Tell me what you want, baby.”

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

“You think you can handle it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Did you walk into my house?”

“Yes, Sir.”

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

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

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

END


Feminized by the Billionaire

A Novella of Sissy Domination, Submission, and Ravishment


1. A Desperate Escape

This is about how I sold myself to a very powerful man and then fell in love with him. Through a series of strange circumstances I found myself knocking on a stranger's door on a dark, warm October night with nothing in my possession but a small bag and an overcoat to cover my naked, nubile, curvaceous body. My heart was thundering in my chest. I had been desperate for a way out of my terrible life. You see, my parents had been missing for three weeks. They were gambling addicts and drug addicts, too—graduating, finally, to meth. I never touched any of it.

We all knew it was dangerous, but they hadn't been able to resist the urge to follow that sparkling thread into the shadows, and at the end of it there had been something that fed on them. Well-off people don't realize: if you stumble outside of the law, there are monsters waiting for you. I'd had the horrific realization that I would never find out what, exactly, happened to them. I was simply terrified that something like it would happen to me, too. I was just eighteen and three weeks ago I’d been thinking about going back to my senior year of high school.

This may sound like the start of a detective noir novel—young hero has to track his missing parents down while learning the ways of the criminal underworld—but as soon as things went bad I found myself acting nothing like a tough detective. If anything, I fit more with the distressed femme fatale. I didn’t even know where a detective would start in my situation—they always somehow knew where to go and what doors to knock on or break down. You know: someone in the detective’s life goes missing, bad men show up, and then the detective is out—prowling the streets, smashing people’s hands in grimy bars in order to get information, kicking-in doors to follow leads. But I didn’t know any grimy bars to go to, and if I had I certainly wouldn’t have known whose hands to smash.

I would’ve struggled kicking in doors, too. I had a slim, delicate body; dark brown, longish, messy, unkempt hair; small hands and feet; slim ankles; a slim waist and shoulders; and a thick, plump bottom and set of thighs that jiggled pleasingly when I ran. When I worked out it just seemed to make things worse—my body only got curvier and more feminine. To add to that, I didn’t even look tough: had a small button nose; big, wide, brown eyes; and plump, full lips. And I wasn’t able to grow any facial hair—I was completely smooth, and even the hair on my body was very light. I was often made fun of in the locker room for how “girly” I looked. And it was true. I was at the very best androgynous and certainly not strong or manly. It had been a long and constant source of shame for me.

Plus it turned out that—even though I wanted to be—I was no detective.

When my parents went out that night and weren’t back the next morning I wasn’t even sure if they were missing—maybe they were just at a cheap hotel or a stranger’s house on a bender. All I did was sit in a damp sweat all day, nervously wondering what to do or if I should do anything at all. That night I called the few acquaintances of theirs who I knew, but no one had seen them. I made an Ask Reddit thread on what to do if your gambling, drug addict parents go missing and received a whole galaxy of answers. Most people just said to file a report with the cops. It seemed like good advice.

The next morning I Googled the non-emergency number for the police and called them, then rode a bus down to the station and filed a missing person report. I ventured that maybe my parents had had some contact with gambling and drugs in the past. The detective I spoke with seemed mostly uninterested.

A few days after that nothing had changed and two stony men in dark suits arrived on my own doorstep. After pushing their way in, they made it clear to me that I would be responsible for my parents’ gambling debts. They also beat my right hand with a billy club but were generous enough to not break it. They were mafia, I assumed, though I didn’t know if they were even called that anymore or if that was just used in the movies.

Two tweaker-dealers showed up a few days later and made it clear that they also expected money for some missing meth on my parents' behalf. I asked, stupidly, why they had been dumb enough to give meth to my parents without full payment, and they left me with a bloody lip and a bruised eye. The day after that our landlord arrived to yell at me for the door the tweakers kicked in and to tell me that I had a week to get the hell out.

I had no money, no useful skills, no job, no friends, and no extended family. I felt absolutely trapped. I had been depressed for most of my teenage years. Deeply. I’d thought about killing myself often but had never tried. I hadn’t exactly built a stable life for myself. I’d clung to life, stumbling along with the support of my parents, and they’d never been exactly supportive. And now their support was entirely ripped away. I felt that I had absolutely nothing.

I wanted to run away, but I literally had $73 to my name. If I got on a Greyhound for another city then I’d have no money and be in a place I knew nothing about. How do people survive? Would I be able to get a job—you need a home address to get a job, don’t you? Could I beg on the street? Where do you sleep? How do you eat? Would those two men in suits find me and kill me in some terrible way if I ran? And through all of this there was the crippling depression telling me nothing was worth even moving a muscle.

So how did I end up on a stranger’s doorstep? My parents had sold most of our possessions to pay for their vices, but they had left me a cheap old shotgun they were unable to pawn, and one shell to go with it. Both the mafia and the tweakers had given me a week to see if I could magically produce some of their money. I resolved to kill myself by the end of that week before they returned and killed me in some far more horrible way. It would be a relief to be done with all this dreck of life anyway, I told myself. I sat up in my room, the shell loaded, the gun placed under my chin. I had felt such relief all that day. It would finally be over. But at the last moment I hesitated. I sat there moment after moment and eventually I put the gun down. I cried for a long time.

When I could finally see through my tears again I opened my computer. That was when I found a strange website. Thankfully I had access to the neighbor’s wifi, so I could still browse the internet. I began searching for ways to make thousands of dollars with no skills or time. I asked on Reddit and 4chan and every message board I could think of. I looked up how to go on the dark web—something I’d never tried before—and begin wandering around places I had never seen or conceived. I searched for hours and found nothing of use until dawn when, at the very end of some rabbit hole, I clicked on a link that said merely “servant.net.” A login prompt appeared on the screen, I hesitated, and then my screen went black and would not respond to any commands. I figured something I’d done along the way had let a virus into my computer, and after a few minutes I went back over to the shotgun. Things felt quite hopeless again. I set it back underneath my chin. I began to cry like before.

White text blinked into existence on my black screen. “Remove clothes. Turn around.” I frowned and studied it. I could see no way to type back. “This is a location for consumers and suppliers. Are you consumer, supplier, or product?” the text said. I could barely breath. It was probably some nerd fucking with me. I adjusted my webcam nervously to try to not show my face, even though the light for it wasn’t even on. How are they watching me? Did they hack into my computer? Since I couldn’t see how to respond, I began to write a message on paper to hold up to the camera. “You can just speak, dumbfuck,” the text said.

“I think I’m a product,” I said. It felt awkward saying such a strange thing and speaking to an empty room.

“Remove clothes. Turn around.” I had literally nothing left to lose. I stood up, set the gun aside, and pulled off my shirt, then tugged off my pants and underwear and stood naked before the webcam. I lifted my arms and slowly turned around in a circle, exposing my bottom to this stranger’s view. The text offered me a price and my heart raced when I realized it would be enough to clear me with the mafia and the tweakers. I asked what would happen to me. “Whatever the buyer wants.”

It explained that they would take control of my social security number and all my other personal information—they would seize control of my identity. It would no longer belong to me. They would erase me from society as far as possible and no one would know where I was taken. Then I would live as an indentured servant to another person. It seemed like an alternative to the shotgun; a type of death—a destruction of agency and identity. It didn’t seem like a terrible idea to me; I was so dissatisfied with my life that I longed to change it however I could. Plus, I needed to escape this situation. Should I kill myself, run away and become homeless, or sell myself into servitude? It was a dire choice to make and I chose the most shameful option—honestly, I was still terrified this was just a joke.

“I’ll do it,” I said. I spoke slowly as I tried to figure out my plan. I realized I was covered in a damp sweat. “There are people who will be selling me. You’ll pay them the money.” The text said that was acceptable, left me with a phone number to set up a meeting, and told me to bring all my personal documents with me.

When the two stony men in suits showed up two days later I begged them for a few minutes of their time and nervously explained my offer. Then I handed over the phone number I’d been given. “You pay me the amount I need to reimburse my parents’ meth dealers—so they’re not looking for me or causing any trouble—then I come with you, you sell me to these people, and you keep all the rest.” They called the number and had a brief conversation. One shook his head in disbelief.

“Damn kid, you got really, really lucky. We’ve dealt with them before. Well, lucky for now at least. Maybe really unlucky depending on what happens to you, huh?”

The wouldn’t give me the money for the tweakers, but they agreed to pay them. They told me to send the tweakers to them if they wanted their money and gave me another phone number. They told me they’d be back for me in three days. I couldn’t believe the number and the site were real. I couldn’t believe I wasn’t dead. I was drenched in nervous sweat by the time they left. Once the door closed I started trembling—shaking almost violently—and I couldn’t stop for nearly an hour.

With difficulty I moved the fridge against the door so the tweakers couldn’t kick it in again. When they came the next day they weren’t too happy with the plan but I gave them the mafia phone number by slipping it underneath the door and eventually they left. I went out later and spent the last of my money on food. I sat around snacking for the last two days. I rummaged through the house and found my legal documents. I was strangely calm now that my fate was so far out of my hands—like sitting on a crashing airplane.

The men came in the evening. I was still kind of terrified that they were simply taking me somewhere to kill me. It also dawned on me that I was leaving my home for the last time. I’d packed a small bag—mostly just to carry my personal documents, and was wearing sweatpants, a sweatshirt, and sneakers. I had been told not to bring anything else with me, including my phone and laptop, so I was leaving the few personal possessions I had left.

We drove for about an hour. They didn’t talk and I didn’t talk either. My heart was hammering and I was sure they were going to kill me. What does it matter? I thought. But I was still afraid. We went from a highway, to small roads, to a large lot with trucks and shipping containers in it. I felt nauseated but after several minutes a black town car pulled up. They’re not going to kill me. It made sense—they wouldn’t have driven me this far to kill me. The town car parked about twenty feet from us. It’s windows were tinted black and I couldn’t see in.

“Get out,” one of the men said. I stepped out. They followed me. The passenger door of the town car opened and a young Asian woman stepped out. She was wearing a white skirt and jacket and black high heels. Her hair was done up in braids. Her makeup was subtle and perfect, and her body was voluptuous and luscious—so much so that I noticed even through my fear. Her breasts and bottom and thighs showed through her outfit and were fat, jiggly, and perfect on her lithe body. She walked elegantly and seemed relaxed and sure of exactly what was going on. We met in the middle between the cars and she looked me up and down, unimpressed.

“Does he have his documents?”

“Give it to her,” one of the men said. I fumbled with my bag and handed over a folder with my passport, license, birth certificate, and social security card. She flipped through them and nodded, “So organized,” she said derisively about the folder. “Let me see the bag.” I handed it to her and she dug through it carefully. “Do you have anything in your pockets?”

“Uh, no.”

“Take off your clothes please. And shoes.”

“Uh…” I hesitated.

“This needs to happen quickly, please,” she snapped very sternly. It made me jump. I tugged off my shoes and clothes and stood in front of her and the men completely naked, only covering my penis with my hands.

“Damn, he really does have a nice, thick ass for a boy. Look at that fat, plump thing,” one murmured to the other.

“And those fucking thighs and legs,” the other murmured back.

“I’d bang the shit out of that, I don’t care.”

“He’d probably fucking like it, too.”

I blushed deeply from embarrassment. She smiled. “Good. Thank you. Arms up to the side.” She walked around me and I flinched as her delicate but firm fingers grabbed a huge handful of my bottom and tugged one fat butt cheek to the side. She moved to the front, bent at her waist, and took my soft cock into her commanding hands. She lifted, turned, and examined it. She took a long pause, considering it, but she seemed to decide that she was satisfied. “It’s very obvious that he could never satisfy a woman with a very pathetic cock like this,” she said offhandedly. “It’s good we sold him to the client we did.” She took a step back, took out her phone, and made a few swipes.

“It’s deposited. You want to check that?” she told them. One stepped back to the car and made a murmured call.

He turned back. “Yeah.”

“Nice doing business with you, gentlemen,” she said.

His partner turned and walked back to the car and they both got in and pulled out.

She handed me a bag to put my shoes and clothes in then tossed it in the trunk. She handed me a small, elegant, black women's rain coat. “You can wear that for now.” It just fit me and I tied it with the belt. “Step in,” she said, holding the door for me, and I got into the back seat. We pulled out immediately. The car was very elegant. The seats were rich, dark brown leather and the detailing was deep mahogany. There was a small minibar between the seats in the back. The windows were two-inch thick glass. The car pulled out with a deep, powerful purr. It was incredibly smooth to ride even, even over the gravely lot. Every inch of the vehicle spoke to the fact that it was incredibly, incredibly expensive—so expensive that I hadn’t even heard of it or seen one before. It was a car for billionaires.

There was a thick glass divider between the front and back, but the woman lowered it down. An enormous black man drove the car. He looked like he could crush both of the gangsters who had dropped me off with his bare hands. I could see the outline of a gun beneath his coat, too. She handed me a blindfold and said, “Put this on, you’re not allowed to see the drive there.” I did and everything was dark. “You can call me Krissy. We talked before,” she said.

“You were on the computer?”

“Yes.” I blushed even more. “What—didn’t think that’d be me?”

“I suppose not.”

“You have been bought you and are now owned by one of our customers. Do you know what that means?”

“Um, I think. I’m not sure. You should probably tell me.”

“It means you do whatever he says, whatever he wants, no questions asked. If you go to the police or any other authority we will find you. We already have contingencies in place to discredit anything you might say. You will accomplish nothing and end up right back in our hands. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Excuse me?”

My mouth hung open and I didn’t understand for a moment. I tried, “Yes, Krissy.”

“Good. If you try to escape your owner and run away we will find you. We are very good at finding people. You will be punished very, very severely and end up right back where you were. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Krissy.”

“If you fail to obey your new owner, he will send you back to us and you will be punished, disciplined, and trained. Understand?”

“Yes, Krissy.”

“This isn’t a joke. Your body will belong to him. You must do anything he commands. You are not allowed to protest or question. You’re sure you understand?”

“Yes, yes I understand, Krissy.”

“Now, I’m going to explain some things to you, because I don’t want your master to have to deal with your confusion. Normally we work in women. You’re a rare exception. No one wants to own something slovenly and ugly. You’re lucky: your figure is extremely feminine and you hold yourself with a very delicate poise—I don’t think you even realize. That’s what first drew me to you when you popped up on our site. You still fetch way less than a woman, but we had a buyer with a standing request for a voluptuous, submissive trap. I was actually looking for something to fill it when I found you, and he agreed based off of just the webcam pictures and video you gave up. Now, usually our product could go through weeks or months of discipline and training from us. But part of this order was that the owner wanted to train and discipline the product himself, so we’re sending you unpolished.”

I was blushing still and didn’t know what to say, so I just said, “I see. I understand, Krissy.” I felt sick at what I had possibly got myself into. I felt so ashamed. I didn’t think…I didn’t know it would be sexual.

“Good girl.” We drove for hours. They talked and joked about random things, not giving any information. At one point Krissy said, “Man she has a fat booty. I mean did you see that thing when she got in the car? Who do you think has a thicker butt, me or her?”

“You’re definitely bigger,” the man laughed, “but she has a nice, plump bubble booty.”

“Do you try to do slutty workouts?” she asked. I realized she was talking to me.

“Um, no. I don’t really workout at all,” I admitted.

“She has a nice, plump set of thighs, too,” Krissy added. “Her whole body is so girly and fuckable. Did anybody ever try to fuck you in the locker room?”

I could feel myself blushing again. “No. They just made fun of me.”

She laughed. “If you’d gone to an all boys college you would’ve had your brains fucked out.”

At one point we stopped at an empty rest stop and Krissy spent fifteen minutes with an elegant pair of silver scissors and a comb cutting my messy hair into a cute, very girly pixie cut. “You cutting hair now?” her driver joked.

“A personal favor to the customer. He just didn’t want to have to deal with getting a haircut.”

I was re-blindfolded and we drove for a few more hours, maybe. I lost track of time and was afraid to ask. And then suddenly I could hear a gate opening, and a few minutes later we were pulling to a stop. “Take the blindfold off,” Krissy said. My heart was hammering in my chest. I had been too nervous to ask any serious questions on the car ride so I had no more answers than at the start. What the fuck is going to happen to me? We were parked in front of a large, perfect house. The colors were rich and subdued. The architecture was modern but graceful. I knew too little to properly evaluate it but even my inexperienced eye could tell that it was made of the most expensive materials and design. I could see trees and lawn stretching away to fences in the distance and other wealthy looking houses beyond. I was in a very expensive neighborhood located I had no idea where. They left me with the coat, my bag, and nothing else. Krissy instructed me to go to the front door and then the car pulled out and they were gone.

I considered running away across the lawn and hopping the fence, but I had a feeling Krissy would know. Plus, I would be back in the situation I was in before—worse, actually: penniless and now in a strange place. I stepped slowly up the walk in my bare feet until I was standing on this stranger’s doorstep, about to be totally at his mercy. My heart was hammering and I was drenched in sweat. This was the end of the thread I had followed. I expected something vile and ugly to meet me. But it turns out not all monsters are ugly—some are beautiful—but they’ll still consume you.


2. A Passionate Introduction

The door was a deep red mahogany. I rang the bell. There was no response. I rang the bell twice more and there was still no response. I decided it would be best to wait. A half minute passed and the door finally opened, making me jump. I man was standing there. He was enormous. I was only five foot five, and he was well over six foot and nearly twice as wide as me. He was dressed in a dark button-up and slacks, with dark leather shoes. His shoulders were incredibly broad and his body was rippled with muscle. I thought he was maybe in his mid-thirties. He had blond hair and blue eyes to my brown ones, and he looked like a football player…or a Greek god.

“Yes?” he said, looking at me quizzically.

My mouth hung a little open. “I’m…uh…Hi—hello, Sir…I’m…uh…I’m your…I’m from the…I was with Krissy?”

“Who?” he stared at me without comprehension.

“Maybe I have the wrong house…” I offered, turning and looking back down the driveway, about to walk off. I was sure, for a moment, there’d been a mistake. Maybe the whole thing was a mistake! Maybe my life is fine! “Wait, no.” I turned back. “I’m pretty sure this is the right place. I’m from the organization…I’m your new…uh…servant”

“Servant?” I peered at him looking for any comprehension. I had already been blushing walking up the path and it only deepened.

“I’m…um…I’m your new indentured servant…your sex toy.”

“What did you say?” he said—anger flashed across face and as he spoke his hand snapped out and yanked me up by the collar of the coat.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry—may I ask, is this your house?”

He smiled and set me down. “Yes, I’m just fucking with you. Good. You’ve been patient, respectful, and obedient so far. Now, you’ll only refer to me as ‘Master’ or ‘Sir’, understand? I find submissions comes easier if you start with language.”

“Yes, Master”

“I know your name and a lot about you from what *Krissy* has gathered and told me the last few days. You’re not allowed speak your name again, do you understand.”

“Yes, Master.” I was blushing so deeply from having to call another man “Master.”

“Your name is ‘Dani’ now. What do you think of that?”

I was embarrassed that it was a girl’s name. I had expected horrible, physically gruesome things to happen to me but hadn’t expected these hints at feminization and humiliation—the same humiliation I’d struggled against all through school. “I like it, Sir—Master. Or, I mean, I’ll take anything—whatever you pick, Master. But I think it’s a good pick, whatever that’s worth, which…my opinion isn’t worth anything, I know.” You simpering idiot, I thought to myself. I couldn’t believe how easily I was going along with this now that it was happening, but the fear overruled everything else. What does it matter anyway? I tried to tell myself.

“Come in,” he said. I stepped through the door and he followed. He took my bag and tossed it into a hall closet. We stepped into a larger living room. Everything was incredibly modern—white and grey and clean and futuristic looking. The floor was dark granite tiling. There were sculptures, art, and large windows of one way glass looking out on the lawns. Moonlight streamed in.

“Your house is incredible,” I blurted out. It must’ve cost, easily, millions and millions of dollars.

He shrugged. “Just a weekend place I threw together to keep you and some of my other interests. Are you hungry?”

“No, Master—they fed me in the car.” Krissy had come into the backseat and fed me food and drinks several times while I was blindfolded. I was still a bit hungry, but I was afraid to ask him.

“Do you have anything on under that coat?”

There was a surge of feeling in my cock, which I felt strange about. I shouldn’t feel anything there! “No, Master,” I said. And here was where things became undeniably sexual: this whole ordeal I had thought something terrible would happen to me—I thought someone was going to kill me, or steal my organs, or torture me. I had wanted to kill myself. But I hadn’t considered anything dark, perverse, and erotic. I hadn’t considered deep shame and humiliation. I hadn’t thought that all those years of ridicule over my girly, feminine form would actually result in a final end of me being feminized and fucked. And then my reality finally shifted; he said:

“Take it off and hang it in that closet, then walk back to the center of the room,” I did it with a blush and a moment’s hesitation as I dropped the coat off my shoulders, but I didn’t protest. I was too intimidated by him yet, also, somewhere deep in my stomach, there was a strange, powerful arousal and attraction to him that seemed to grow with each moment that he commanded me. I really like this, I thought in a moment of shocked clarity. I took off the coat before I walked to the closet, careful to follow his exact instructions, because I knew he wanted to look at my naked butt as I walked away from him to the door.

I tried to walk normally but I found myself swaying my hips slightly more than usual. I loathed this, but I was so afraid and there was such a power difference between us that I was totally compliant. And beneath the loathing, still, was that strange attraction. Could I actually feel aroused because of a man? I thought I was straight. I turned and walked back, meeting his eyes then glancing away. I realized my cock was swelling up a little bit from being naked and watched. I don’t think I could’ve blushed any deeper. He said nothing but I was sure he saw. He examined me calmly, walking around me like a predator stalking prey. “Did Krissy explain what it means for me to own you?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Did you understand what she explained?”

“Yes, Master.” Each time I was forced to obediently answer him my cock swelled a little more with sensitive arousal. My body felt incredible and alive—I could feel every goosebump.

“You’ll be obedient?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Does answering my dirty questions so obediently make your little cock swell?” My heart pounded in my chest. I was already plushing deeply.

“Y—yes, Master.”

“Good girl for answering truthfully. Now, I want everyone working for me to be clean and proper. You have very little hair—I almost thought you’d shaved already. But technically you still have a dirty little asshole. Go into the bathroom and shave everything. I’ll be watching to make sure you do it right. Everything is laid out for you.”

I followed him to the bathroom. It was all granite and marble and mahogany with warm mood lighting. There was an enormous circular tub with a huge rainforest shower and a cornucopia of bathing and lotioning products. He told me to wash first and I got in under the shower and scrubbed myself thoroughly. I’d never been in a shower so nice. I used the soaps he told me to and I’d never used soaps so nice. Then he drew a bath for me and filled it with some bubble mixture. I stepped into the tub and begin to shave, starting at my ankles. “You have a very big butt for a boy. I’m going to refer to you as a girl from now on because you have a very womanly figure, and you’re very submissive to agree to all this.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, blushing all over my naked body.

“Do you like shaving your lascivious, nubile body in front of me?”

“Y-yes, Master.”

You might be thinking: you would never do this. And, in the face of this humiliation, part of me wished I could take all my decisions back—but that was the thing: I didn’t decide it all at once. I just sort of fell into this situation by making one choice at a time. I was just confused and I got lost. And by the time I got to Master, I was in too deep to say “No.” It’s like saying “no” to your boss—you usually don’t do it, right? Or saying “no” when a neighbor asks you for something—you usually just reluctantly do it. Or when a parent or police officer tells you to do something—you just do it. Well it felt the same way, here. He had all the authority; all the power.

Not only that, but I had agreed to be here. There was a societal contract. People aren’t good at breaking contracts if the person they made it with is right in front of them. It was a strange mix of fear, timidness, uncertainty, and a desire to be compliant that kept me in place. I kept thinking but what will happen if I say “no” as if it would be something horrible. But honestly I just didn’t know. I can’t quite explain it. I wanted to resist but I couldn’t quite make myself do it; I followed him, compliant. Even in this terrible situation I had that human desire to please—to do a good job—that people exploit. And besides, he was being so nice. And he was so…hot. Can I be attracted to another man? To how a man treats me? I was so confused.

I shaved my legs out of the water, my feet perched on the side of the tub and my legs glistening and exposed in the air so he could see them. Why am I trying to please him? What the fuck is wrong with me? I liked girls and the thought of being feminized and fucked by a man was revolting to me—at least, it had been—it still at least partially was. He went to a cabinet and took out a large packet of milky fluid. “This is probiotic enema fluid. It cleans out your anus and it’s actually good for your butt. We’re going to put this inside of you once you’ve shaved your anus. Do you want it cold, or warm?”

I glanced away, embarrassed. “Um…warm, I guess.” He dropped it into the warm tub to heat up. When I had moved all the way up my legs, I stood up in the tub. I felt shockingly turned on from shaving my legs—the razor felt good and my smooth skin felt incredible as my thighs slid together. I had half an erection from it, and I was ashamed to stand, but I sensed he’d like it, so I forced myself up, bent over, and shaved my naked, soapy bottom and delicate anus completely smooth. The razor felt good tugging at the hair and leaving only smooth skin on my most delicate place.

“Good girl,” he said. “Showing off your cute anus and bottom like that.”

“Thank you, Master.” I was mortified at acting so promiscuous and slutty for him, and I blushed even more profusely. But I also swelled with just the faintest pride that he had complimented my slutty behavior.

He fetched the enema from the tub, took the nozzle, and slowly forced it into my tight sphincter as I spread my butt and presented it for him. He hung the bag next to the tub and flipped a switch next to the tubing, and I felt the warm fluid begin to flow into me. I let out a little gasp—it was a something totally unlike anything I’d felt before. I could feel the fluid trickling into me, pressing against my colon, filling me up. I slipped back into the tub to shave between my legs and around the base of my cock, then I stood again. I saw a pair of clippers and shaved a short, tight square of a landing strip above my cock. Then I slipped back into the water to shave my armpits.

“Damn you have a girly, fuckable body,” he said.

“Yes, Master,” I said. He squeezed the bag, milky fluid flowed into me, and I groaned, a little overwhelmed.

“Does that feel so full—like your stomach is swelling out?”

“Yes, Sir!” I moaned.

“It feels like I’m impregnating your stomach via your asshole, doesn’t it?”

“Yes…yes, Master.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, Master, It feels like I’m being impregnated through my asshole! You’re impregnating my bottom with enema fluid!”

“Good slut. Your room is through there,” he pointed. “Finish getting cleaned up and expel into the toilet, then get dressed and return to the living room. Your clothes are laid out on the bed.” He left. I finished shaving then washed and stepped out of the tub. I tried to work quickly—I was afraid of what was waiting for me and wanted to delay but I was more afraid of keeping him waiting. I tugged the nozzle out of my butt. A little bit of enema juice squirted out down my fat thighs before I managed to strain and clench my sphincter shut against the intense pressure. It was awkward to walk with all the enema inside of me, and my stomach actually did bulge out, making me look and feel pregnant and just a little bit along. I waddled to the toilet and expelled. It felt really incredible coming out—like nothing I’d ever experienced. It almost made me want to do it again. I realized with shame that my cock had twitched and jumped up, getting even more erect.

Do I actually like this?

I pressed the nozzle back in and squeezed the bag, gently filling my butt again, and expelled once more. It felt really good coming out the second time, too; I shamefully got a nearly full erection from how aroused it made me. There was a tube of light pink lipstick and some mascara by the sink ; I assumed he wanted it on me and applied a very light layer to my lips, then brushed the mascara onto my lashes—I’d seen how to do it in commercials. I finished cleaning then dried off with a luxurious, fluffy towel and walked through to what was my room. It was huge, with closets and big windows and a large bed. Any room in this mansion was worth—I didn’t even know—ten, twenty, thirty times more than the entire house I had lived in and my and my parents’ net worth and lifetime earnings. I felt poor and completely worthless in comparison to him. I felt another surge of nerves and humiliation when I saw what was lying on the bed: intricate, delicate, sexual lingerie. He wants me to dress like a girl. I knew I was blushing and I wanted to cry with frustration and hot shame.

The lingerie was all cream colored with black borders. I worked the stockings up my legs—they were very tight and snug against my thighs. The garter belt followed and I stretched the stocking up to just below my bottom and clipped them on. I pulled on the little thong-panties. Those were very tight. I struggled to tug them up over my bottom and they clung around me very snuggly. I shivered from the soft fabric pressing and tugging right up against my anus. The bra was only the outline of a bra—a cut-out bralette, leaving my nipples framed and exposed. I had always thought they looked really hot on girls, but I’d never thought of wearing one myself. There was a tiny black maid’s dress, and I barely managed to squeeze into it and zip up the back. It barely reached the end of my bottom, and every inch of it wrapped tightly around me, revealing every curve. I tried to tug it down farther but it wouldn’t go. There were a pair of cream colored heels and I slipped into them and was actually able to walk—though somewhat uncertainly. These must be training heels.

Putting on the lingerie had made my cock absolutely rock-hard. I tried to wait for it to go down but it took too long. It eventually got half erect and soft enough that I was able to tuck it into my panties and pull the little dress over it. It was still visibly aroused, and incredibly humiliating, but I had no choice. I couldn’t keep him waiting any longer. I slowly made my way back to the main room with my heart hammering in my chest. I had never been this afraid and this humiliated for this long before. And it was just beginning. The heels clacked on the ground. Master was seated, and I walked into the center of the room. “Stand straight, chin raised, shoulders back, and keep your arms clasped behind your back.” I did it. I was newly bathed but I was already sweating again standing in front of Master; my panties and stockings were growing damp with perspiration.

“Do you realize what a slutty little girl you look like? You don’t look like a man at all. You’re one of the most feminine girls I’ve ever seen,” he said, examining me.

“No…I didn’t ever think of it,” I said. He nodded to a mirror against the wall and I looked over. I saw myself for the first time in it and my mouth dropped open. I didn’t recognize myself. In the mirror stood a perfect young woman. Maybe eighteen. Her mouth was dropped open and her slutty lips formed a perfect “O” in surprise. Her eyes were enormous brown doe eyes. Her lips were plump and full. She had a perfect pixie cut to frame her delicate face. I look so sexual, I thought, shocked. Everything about my body was alternately slender and curvy in all the right places. I had a nearly perfect, feminine figure. My fat bottom and thighs were nearly bursting out of my stockings and dress. Plump thigh-flesh squeezed over the edges my stockings. The heels and my posture—with the curve of my back—made my bubble butt pop out perfectly. My mouth gaped open and I could feel tears of shame welling up in my eyes. I tried to blink them away. I’d spent so long trying to avoid this ridicule—to be more manly and assertive, and I hadn’t ever realized until now how hopeless that was.

“Did you really not realize how sexual your figure was?”

It was hard to speak; my throat was tight and I was worried I was going to let out a sob, “No. I was always made fun of for being girly, but I never realized I might actually be attractive to anyone.”

I saw the moon outside. It was very late; the darkest part of night.

“I want you to clean while we talk. There’s a feather duster on the shelf over there: take it and start working around the room. Part of having an expensive house and expensive things is simply maintaining them; most of your work is going to be as a maid for me, but I’ll also fuck and objectify you. I’ll also might have you get fucked by some of my guests.”

“Yes, Sir.” I was furiously trying to fight back tears. There were just so many conflicting emotions coursing through my body. I went to the shelf and began carefully dusting. For a while—I’m not sure how long—he simply watched me. I could feel his eyes on my bottom, thighs, stomach, waist, and my whole body. It made my flesh prickle into goosebumps wherever his gaze touched. I could feel him enjoying the sway and jiggle of my bottom beneath the tight fabric as I moved and sometimes bent over.

“You don’t want a man to fuck your bottom, do you? Answer truthfully or you’ll be punished.”

I hesitated, nervous. “No, Master.”

“‘No’ what?”

“No, Master, I don’t want a man to fuck my bottom.”

He considered that. “So you don’t want me to press my cock into your booty?”

“No, Master.”

“‘No’ what?”

“No I don’t want you to press your cock into my booty.”

“And your mouth, too, with those plump, gorgeous, cock0sucking lips—and any part of you I want—you don’t want me to use those parts of your body?”

“No, Master,” I said, but my voice faltered a little. My protests weren’t quite true. There was a want and arousal in my body that revealed them as lies. Something deep inside of me wanted him to take me.

He watched me clean more. I was absolutely drenched in sweat and blushing deeply, and my heart was still hammering in my chest. It felt hard to catch my breath. Even though I told myself I didn’t want this there was still a compulsion to please—I tried to hold myself well as I cleaned—tried to keep a good posture and look desirable. I glanced over and he had taken his cock out. I only caught it out of the corner of my eye and quickly looked away, but it was enormous—easily nine inches long, maybe more, and very, very thick. He had large hands and it looked like his hand hardly fit around it’s girth. He was masturbatin with his gaze fixed on my bottom. I tried to focus on my task but I could feel myself trembling. He put his cock away after a while and said, “Put the duster down and come back to the center.” I did and clasped my arms behind my back. “You’re drenched in sweat and trembling and blushing bright red. It’s disgusting.”

“Sorry, Master.” I thought I was about to cry.

“It’s alright. It’s also very cute and sexy.”

“Thank you, Sir.” I quickly wiped my eyes and put my hand back behind me.

“But I also think deep down you think you don’t deserve to be here. You think I only have an advantage over you because I have more money and because you had some bad luck.” I began to protest but he snapped, “No, don’t deny it. That may be true in other cases, but you in particular deserve to be owned. And you deserve to be a slut, by the way. I want to prove that to you to get it out of your system early. I’m going to give you a few chances to be free. If you win any one of them, you get to leave. And I’ll even keep your debts paid off and give you some money to leave with.”

My heart jumped. All my senses felt suddenly heightened. You’ll often have moments like this when bad things find you—moments where you think: Ah ha! I knew it! I knew bad things didn’t actually happen to me! It was just a close call! Everything will go back to normal now! But they always deceive you.

“How about a mental test first. How should we compete?—you can pick.” The strange calm of a mental competition seemed so strikingly out of place in my current situation. What are you, a Bond villain? I thought. The only thing I could think of was chess. We sat at the coffee table and played. He destroyed me. He was far quicker and more clever. “You just lost your first chance. Return to the center of the room.” I did. I was crying openly now and staining my mascara a little.

“I want you to try to physically attack me.”

“I don’t think I understand, I’m sorry, Master.”

“I think you do, and are just hesitating to obey, which I’ll spank you for later. But I’ll help you. I want you to fight me as if you life depended on it—try to kill me. You may do anything you want until the fight is over, then back to our rules. Understand?”

“Yes, Master,” I was shaking now in fear and anticipation. I thought Maybe I could take him—trip him up or something. I had never been in a fight before but I thought I was like some character in a movie who was able to learn to fight in an instant with no experience. It turned out real fights don’t go like movie fights.

“Kick off your shoes or you’ll trip.” I did. I didn’t even think to try to use them as a weapon. “Now I’m warning you, this is your last chance to be free before getting fucked in your bottom by me—before that cute, thick ass gets a dicking. Understand?”

The thought made me flinch but it made that arousal deep within me swell, too. “Yes, Sir.”

“Begin,” he said.

I’d never felt more adrenaline. I was so nervous at the thought of the fight that my cock wasn’t even erect anymore. I sprinted at him and tried to tackle him but he braced himself and didn’t move. I hit him several times in the stomach, then the face, then tried to kick out his knees. He absorbed all my blows. I tried to hit him again and he easily dodged this time. He backhanded my face and I saw spots and lights. A stream of drool dropped out of my mouth. He slapped me a few more times then kneed me in the stomach and I crumpled to the floor. I felt nauseated but I grabbed his leg and tugged. He reached down and twisted my arm. Pain shot through it and he yanked me up to my tiptoes. His other arm snaked around my waist and he pulled my bottom into his cock. He slammed his crotch and hard cock against my enormous butt a few times, humping me through our clothes and making my ass bounce and jiggle.

He spun me around, put his hand on my throat, and lifted me up. I hung in the air kicking my feet. I couldn’t breath and panicked and sobbed. I started to feel really dizzy, and then he dropped me to the floor. I landed and crumpled into a limp pile. As I sucked in breath he twisted both arms behind my back, bent one of my legs up behind my back too, and placed his foot over my throat. He managed to hold both arms and my leg in place with one hand. His other hand groped and massaged my bottom roughly and thoroughly. My skirt was rolled halfway up my butt and I could feel his rough hands on my skin, and his fingers even pressing against my tender anus with only the diaphanous fabric of my panties protecting my entrance. My cock was erect again and absolutely throbbing with arousal. Fuck, it feels so good being dominated and groped by him! I love being treated like this. Am I actually, truly a slut? I shouldn’t like this so much! No, try to fight back!

“You can give up whenever you want,” he said. I tried to struggle free and the hope went out of me.

“I give up,” I sobbed. He let me free. I lay slumped in the middle of the room, drenched in sweat, with tears running down my face. They made my mascara run down my cheeks and stain even more.

“You’re a loser, aren’t you? You lost.”

“Yes,” I mumbled through my tears.

“What are you?”

“I’m a loser.”

“What’s going to happen to you?”

“I’m going to get buttfucked. Your cock is going to penetrate my bottom. You’re going to pound my fat ass.” I tried to wipe my eyes but I was still sniffling.

“Stand up,” he said. I did. “Take off your dress.” I peeled it off hesitantly, exposing myself to him. My nipple were erect in my bralette outline. My cock was semi-erect and straining against the panties. “Those panties and all the clothes are so tight on you. I knew your butt and thighs were fat, but I underestimated your figure. You’re really are a luscious fuck-pig. You’re nearly bursting out of those panties and stockings.” It was true—my booty was hanging over the edge of the stockings. My fat cheeks rose up around the edges of the garter straps. The panties sank into my fat skin as they strained to stretch around my ass.

And then he was on me. “Come here,” he said, and guided me to the kitchen counter on the other side of the room. “I’m about to enter you.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Good pig.” He picked my leg up and placed my knee on the counter, leaving me standing on my other leg on tip-toe, which spread my butt wide open and exposed me to him. He tugged my panties roughly and surely to the side and then I was fully exposed—my anus was there, in the warm air, naked to his touch. “Have you ever anally masturbated or had anal sex?” he said as he began to rub my sphincter. I flinched and gasped.

“No, I was always too ashamed.”

“Are you a virgin?”

“Yes.”

“You’ve never slept with a man or woman?”

“No, Sir. I’ve never had sex.”

“And you’re an anal virgin, too?”

“Yes, I’m an anal virgin, Master. I never…probed my asshole. Or even rubbed it like you’re doing now—I was always ashamed of…such feelings and urges.”

He ran his rough fingers over my naked, dry sphincter, pressing into it and kneading it teasingly. And then suddenly his hand was gone. He left me prone and naked before him, but untouched. “I want to make love to you very badly. You’re absolutely beautiful. But I won’t ravish you against your will. That’s intensely distasteful to me.” He reached out and cupped my fat bottom gently but firmly with one of his strong hands. Then he took it away, leaving me untouched again. “You know how to say ‘no,’ don’t you?”

“Yes, Sir,” I gasped out, intensely aroused.

“If you don’t want to continue, I’ll let you go free—with the amount of money I payed for you, too. That’s pocket change for me. It’s nothing. You could go back to your old life, or start a new one. Do you understand?”

I felt so conflicted over what he was saying—what he was offering. I nodded, hesitantly. My aroused breathing slowly calmed.

After a very long time he squeezed my bottom firmly. “No?” he said. It was a question.

I shook my head back and forth, negating what he said. Yes.

He spread my buttocks wide apart and repeated the question, “No?”

I shook my head again to the second question. Yes.

He fingers rubbed up and down my naked anus, deeply. “No?”

I bit my lip and cutely shook my head a third time. Yes, yes, yes, fuck yes!

He dropped his hand and stepped back. “All you have to do to leave is say ‘no.’ Say it and you can stand up and walk out that door.” I was quiet for a long time. I bit my lip and considered his words. I told myself to just say “no.” But I couldn’t. I didn’t want to leave. He had been kind to me, and good, even though he had complete control of me. He could’ve been cruel but he wasn’t. And he had called me beautiful. He was powerful—physically, mentally, and materially—he was rich beyond my imagination, and yet he wanted me. It felt good to be wanted. I couldn’t think of a time in my life when I had been wanted by anyone before this. And then here he was, calling me beautiful. Handling me tenderly, even through the roughness of his tests. His thick cock was out, only inches from my naked, exposed asshole. My cock was throbbing with feeling. It already felt like it was about to explode. My whole anus was pulsating with need and a desperate desire or penetration. I wanted him, badly. I wanted to be held and cared for and loved by this powerful man. I wanted him to take me and pound me and consume me and destroy me with this animal, sexual passion radiating off of him.

I put myself out, vulnerable and completely exposed to him: “Yes,” I said. He was on me in a fraction of a second. His arms roved over my back, legs, bottom, and stomach. His warm mouth pressed to my mouth, sucking and kissing my skin and making me gasp. His thick, thick cock pressed up against my bottom, pummeling and squashing it.

“You want to be fucked?” he said.

“Yes,” my voice was passionate and insistent.

“You want to be spanked, pounded, ravished, destroyed by me?”

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck yes!” I moaned out, my voice trembling with passion and excitement.

“I’m about to ravish you and take your anal virginity,” he said, and then a finger pressed inside of me, dry, and worked deeper and deeper, digit by digit. I had been breached—my most intimate place had been spread open.

Oh…oh I’ve been penetrated. I’m being fingered in my butt. I love this. I realized. I feel incredible.

My head sagged back and my mouth gaped open. My cock was rock hard and trapped in my panties. I was more flushed than I had ever been. His other hand held me firmly by the bottom of my thigh, helping me stay up. I lay forward over the counter, moaning, my naked nipples pressing into the cold stone. My butt hung up in the air like a prone slut. He withdrew his finger and tugged my panties farther aside, letting my cock bounce free. He went back to rubbing my anus—two callused fingers making circles over the soft flesh.

“I’ll pound your butt but lets still give you your final test,” he said. “Here’s your last chance to be free: I’m going to fuck your sexy bottom.” He wants me, he desires my body, I thought, almost feverish from having a man’s fingers on my most private place. “But I’m not even going to touch your cock—or let you touch it, even if you wanted. If you don’t cum before I do, you can go free. Plus: I’ll give you a million dollars on top of what I offered before. That’s all you have to do: just don’t cum from anal-only stimulation, and you’ll get a million dollars and a free pass back to your life. That should be easy for a real man. But if you do cum, against your will, from intense anal sex, then you live here as my servant and fucktoy.”

I could barely pay attention with him squeezing my thigh and rubbing my anus in that sexy little lingerie, I only managed to nod and say, with a string of drool coming out of my mouth onto the counter, “Yes, Master.” He spanked me hard—it produced a loud CLAP on each cheek, making them jiggle and leaving a red handprint on both of them. Then he bent down, tugged my fat ass open, and roughly tongued my sphincter. I let out a little series of gasps and moans—it was so unexpected. It felt incredible. His tongue was rough and warm. I was afraid I was going to explode right there. My cock felt as if it was straining but couldn’t get any more erect. Then he was back up and forcing his fingers down my throat; first two, then more.

“Come on, get them wet for your slut ass.” He teased them in and out, reaching all the way down the back of my throat—throat fucking me with his fingers. My cock had never been this hard. It wasn’t just the throat fucking and anal penetration—it was the way he was treating me. He took a single slimy finger and pressed it back against my tongue-moist anus. I was incredibly tight, but it slid in smoothly and with almost no resistance because of the saliva coating me—like pressing into warm butter.

“OoooOooo!” was my only response. It was his middle finger and he worked it in-and-out, in-and-out. It went so deep that his knuckles pressed into the wet skin around my anus—pressed into my spread butt cheeks. It felt exquisite and strange against my newly shaved skin. It was so smooth and his finger was so rough. He stuffed his pointer finger in and kept moving them. I was worried I couldn’t take two—they were really thick. Is this going to break my bottom somehow? I was breathing heavily, my sweaty stomach pressing and sticking against the counter with every gasp. I arched my back to pop my bottom up and give him better access—make the penetration easier for both of us.

“Good girl,” he said. He stuffed another finger in and I moaned in alarm. “Shut the fuck up,” he said fondly “—you can take it. It’s really big, isn’t it? You’re worried you can’t take it, but your ass belongs to me, now, and I know how to handle you.” He began to move three fingers in and out of my taut, stretched butt-ring. I felt my sphincter and something all up inside me convulse and I bucked a little. “Tell me if you’re about to cum,” he said sternly.

“Yes, Master,” he continued but my cock was so erect that it felt like it was about to explode. Even with the intense shame and humiliation—or perhaps because of it—I had never felt this aroused before. A pressure was building up inside of me, in some unknown part of my body and mind. “I—I think I’m going to cum!” I gasped, still drooling.

He could hear the urgency in my voice. He froze. He didn’t move for a while, maybe a minute, but still my cock pulsated, ready to explode. “Do you still feel like you’re going to cum?”

“Yeah…fuck…” I said tearfully. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. Good girl for telling me. I don’t want you to cum from anal until your butt is on my penis. I need to stretch you out first though, because I’m too big to fit in you—I didn’t think that would be a problem but you really got turned on. Would spanking or pinching help?”

I thought and tried to catch my breath. “No, I think those might make me cum, too.”

“Damn, you’re so cute,” he said. He waited a little longer than gently and very carefully withdrew his fingers. He flipped me around effortlessly with his hands on my hips, then lifted me up and set my naked bottom onto the cold rock of the counter. His hand impatiently spread my legs and exposed my shameful erection. He laid one hand on the soft curve of my hip, fingers trailing onto the swell of my bottom, and his other cupped my face, then he leaned in and kissed me. His lips were forceful and sure, smearing my lipstick a little. His tongue pressed into my mouth and explored me, going wherever it wanted. I squealed in surprise, then gave in, then squealed again and pulled away because of the pressure in my cock. “I’m sorry. I thought I was going to cum again,” I admitted hesitantly.

“You’re beautiful,” he said. He walked around to the fridge behind me and came back with handfuls of ice. He scooted me back on the counter a little, spread my legs very wide, and then placed the ice in a pile all around my cock. I gasped, whimpered, and bucked away for a moment, but then forced myself back into place. It was so unbearably cold. It felt like it burned. It was excruciating. Slowly I started to back away from the edge of orgasmic explosion, but my cock was still fully erect. After a minute, he pushed me over on my side and placed an ice cube against my anus. I gasped and struggled a moment, then bit my lip and forced myself to stay still.

“Keep that ice pressed against your cock,” he commanded, and I did. “This is for interrupting things.” He pressed the ice cube against my asshole, it sunk into me, and my anus closed around it. I gasped but didn’t move. He sat me back up and teased ice over my nipples, then down my spine, then across my stomach, thighs, calves, and feet—trailing their arches and between their toes. The stockings offered no protection. It felt excruciating but incredible. He moved it all across my body, trailing back and forth. I took deep, shuddering breaths and moans. This feels so good. I was pretty sure that he could see exactly what I was thinking. All the while I kept the ice clutched around my cock. Every once and awhile he took a piece and ran it up and down my cock shaft, making me gasp. Finally my erection went down. He pulled me to the edge of the counter and kissed me again, roughly and passionately.

“Now that your cock’s gone down, I think I’m going to spank you. I want to punish you for your hesitations earlier. And you were good to tell me but you still need to be punished for interrupting your anal play, and for almost cumming like a slut. And I think the pain from the spanking will help you not cum until I stretch you out. Now I’m going to spank different parts of your body, and you can tell me when you want to switch, but I’ll have a total number of spanks in mind to give you—and if you run out of body areas too soon, the last area is going to get a lot of the spanking. I want you to count them out loud and clear as I spank you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master.” He told me to lay back on the counter and put my feet up on it and together. He spread my knees down onto the counter—opening up my plump, full inner thighs. He began to spank my inner thighs and they bounced and jiggled. I gasped, moaned, and counted. My cock started to rise again even though I was still clutching ice over it. I made it to twenty spanks—ten per thigh—before I begged to switch. He slapped my stomach and I made ten, then twenty divided between my little titties and nipples. He pulled me up so I was sitting on the edge and started to slap my face. I made another ten—five per cheek.

“Flip over,” he commanded. I rolled over so my red, soft, tender stomach and nipples were pressing into the cold counter. My legs hung over the edge and I bent my knees, bringing my feet back up. He spanked the back of my thighs hard, they jiggled violently, and it made a loud slapping noise. I managed ten per thigh. Then he spanked the sole of each foot five times before I had to switch. I was crying from pain and frustration but my cock was almost fully erect again. Even though there was ice on me I was pouring off sweat. I was drenched in it. I felt both hot and chilled—almost feverish from the spanking combined with the recent anal probing. My lingerie and stockings were soaked in sweat and melted ice.

Then he moved to my butt. To spank me there he tugged me a little farther off the counter and positioned me as I had started: standing on one tiptoe with my other knee and leg hooked up on the counter, leaving my butt completely exposed. I struggled and managed to keep the ice clutched around my cock. Each spank made a loud, solid, satisfying CRACK against my fat, naked flesh. CRACK…CRACK…CRACK. Each time he spanked me he rubbed it in firmly after the slap, which made the pain feel really good. My smooth shaved bottom had goosebumps and was pouring off sweat at the same time.

He spanked me until I begged to switch. “You used up all your switches,” he said, and kept spanking me, alternating one cheek with the other. I gasped and trembled. I couldn’t have stayed up but he was supporting me with an arm hooked under my raised thigh and my stomach. My butt felt so delicate and tender but I was also terrified that I was going to cum again. The only time I’d felt more aroused than this was a few minutes earlier when he had his fingers inside of me.

“Please!” I begged him desperately. “Please Master may I switch?”

“Okay, but I’m going to make you regret this. Get up on the table.” He lifted me up and I lay like a tripod on the counter, my knees, chest, and face pressed into the marble, my butt spread and swaying up in the air. “Pull your ass open with one hand, use the other to keep the ice on your cock,” he commanded. I did it. I pulled one buttock aside and he pulled the other with his free hand. Then he began to spank my sphincter. I writhed and bucked, involuntarily trying to get away, but I forced myself to stay in place. I tried to bite my lip and bare it—his rough spanks slapping my most delicate place. My butt still felt incredible from the spanking. My whole body felt different than it ever had before. And suddenly it built up and being not only butt spanked—but spanked directly on my naked, nubile sphincter—became too overwhelming. I didn’t want to tell him. But he’ll see if I cum and then I’ll have disappointed him!

“I’m going to cum! I’m going to cum! I’m going to cum!” I almost squealed. His hand pulled back and stopped. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” I gasped. I tried to not move at all and just keep the ice against my erect, throbbing cock.

“Just stay there, don’t move at all,” he said, taking a step back. “What do you feel?”

“I’m right on the edge. I was afraid to tell you! I’m sorry.”

“Was it the spanking overall or one specific place?”

“All over—even my face I think—but it was most intense when you spanked my bottom…and then I thought I was going to explode when you started hitting my…sphincter—my anal ring.” We waited in silence for at least a minute. “I think I’m back from the edge a little,” I said. I had never had to talk about something so intimate and embarrassing, but I wanted to with him, for some reason. He went to the fridge again and came back with more ice.

“Don’t move, just press that against your cock.” I did and we waited another minute or two, my jiggly ass swaying up in the air. My cock finally started to soften slightly. He took an ice cube and pressed it against my anus—exposed to him like a target. He had to work it in—I was really tight, and my sphincter puckered closed against the cold. He finally forced it in though and I gasped, then moaned in protest as it slid up inside my rectum. He forced a second one in, and finally a third. I moaned pathetically at the cold and tried to bite my lip. Shut up. You’re embarrassing yourself—he’ll think you’re pathetic.

He turned me around forcefully and pulled me to the edge of the table, sitting me up. I kept the ice obediently clutched around my cock. Our eyes met and I held his gaze then glanced away, embarrassed, then met it again. He looked into my eyes steadily then kissed me. We began to make out. He kissed me for several minutes, his hands caressing and holding my face and neck and running over my thighs and up and down my back. The ice stuffed up my anus and surrounding my cock finally forced the erection to go down but my heart was still hammering. Arousal coursed through me. I tried to think of disgusting things and resist the feeling, but it felt so hopeless and exhausting trying to fight it. I was too turned on by him. I couldn’t resist my body’s responses.

He clasped a hand around my throat and gently squeezed, cutting off my air then letting me breath again. It felt strange and exquisite. He teased his other hand in and out of my mouth, finger fucking my throat again. He lay me back on the counter, spread my legs, and probed my tender anus with his rough tongue. He brought his head back up and his fingers pressed back into me. First one, then two, undulating in and out of my soft, taut bottom. Melted water from the ice cubes gushed out of my stretched anal triangle and soaked into my wet panties and stockings. His mouth came down and kissed me, then sucked, licked, and bit my nipples, then my belly button, then my neck. I bucked and writhed every once and awhile as the feeling grew too intense, then receded, then grew too intense again.

“Damn you're a sweaty, disgusting little fuck pig, aren’t you?” He whispered in my ear.

“Yes, Sir. I feel so sweaty and feverish—I’m your little fuck pig,” I mumbled. My back started to arch and I started to rhythmically rock back and forth. Every once and awhile I thought I was going to pass out from his hand around my throat but then it would recede. It felt incredible. I set my mind to biting my lip and trying to resist the build up.

“Tell me when you’re close again.”

“I’m already pretty close—I’m worried it’s going to happen without me catching it,” I gasped out, meeting his eyes. He did a few more undulations then took his hand away from my throat and tugged his fingers out. He hadn’t even worked three fingers into me again. Only two. I lay back on the counter, gasping for air.

“Well, fuck it,” he said. He stepped back and calmly removed his shoes, then shirt, then pants. His body rippled in muscle. His enormous cock flopped out, semi-erect and already double the size of mine. “Looks like I’m just going to have to squeeze into you.” The ice had all melted around my cock. I sat up on the counter, my squishy butt perched on the edge of it, one of my legs tucked under me, the other hanging down. I leaned back on my arms and stared at him, wide-eyed. I felt like a woman in myth or ancient history, out bathing in the forest, who had been discovered by some beast or monster or demi-god from the dark of the wilderness or another world. I knew control was completely out of my hands—that he could completely have his way with me, consume me. It made me terribly excited and very, very turned on.


3. Ravishment

He walked up to me, kissed me roughly, and wrapped an arm around my waist. He tugged my foot and leg out from under my butt and grasped my thigh, lifting me off the counter as we kissed. He pulled his mouth away and threw me easily and roughly over his shoulder—like a captured prize—a marauding invader carrying off a woman he was going to ravish. He rubbed my anus as he carried me.

We went down a hall deeper into the house and entered a large room lit only by moonlight. It was covered in luxuriant carpet, there was a large bed at one end, and open space in the middle. He moved me down so he was still holding me with my legs wrapped around his waist. His cock came up and followed the curve of my bottom; the top side of it pressed against my anus and all along between my cheeks. He held me firmly and kissed me again, then again. I wrapped my arms around his neck to help stay up. We began making out. I began to cry from frustration at how aroused I was—I wanted to resist it but I couldn’t.

“Do you want to stop?” he said tenderly, asking about my tears.

“No. I want to keep going so, so bad. I want to go so much farther,” I said, gyrating my butt on his cock shaft.

He pressed his lips back to mine and we made out for a while longer. “Have you ever kissed this much before?” he asked.

“No, never,” I said. “I only had one girlfriend and all we did was make out a little.” Eventually he carried me to the bed. It was tall and he put me in the same position I started at on the counter: stomach down, standing on one leg, the other leg up with my knee and thigh laid on the bed, and my butt popped out and up in the air. He walked to a dresser in the corner and fetched a bottle of clear oil then came back and began to drizzle it all over his cock and my anus, and cock, and thighs, and plump bottom, and my entire trembling body. He rubbed it in all over me and it felt really good. My cock was beginning to throb again. Resist it. Damn it. Resist it! I thought. He grabbed a few pillows and placed them under my lower stomach, putting my fat ass in the perfect position and angle.

“Do you want this? Answer truthfully and tell me how you feel.”

“Yes, Master. Yes, yes yes! I fucking consent. I consent to your cock in my bottom! I want you to ravish me!” I wanted to be as dirty as possible for him, but that was the best my sex addled mind could manage.

“Are you very embarrassed and ashamed by all of this?”

“Yes, Sir. But you’ve made me so turned on. You’ve been hard on me, but you’ve been kind, too. You…you didn’t have to be kind. But you are.”

“Why are you crying?” my mascara had run all over my face.

“Because I’m confused by what I’m feeling, and I’m frustrated. There’s so much built up inside of me from what you’ve done to me—and I want to orgasm. I want to be taken by you and get release. I’m sorry. I keep trying to stop but I can’t.”

He kissed me gently and lightly on the tip of my nose and then on my plump lips. “Do you think you’ll be able to resist cumming?”

I shook my head cutely. “I’ll try if you want me to, Master, but I don’t think I can. I feel like I’m going to explode. Just laying here my body feels like it’s melting with pleasure. I’ve never felt like this before in my entire life.”

“You make such a cute, sweet girl, you know that? I want you to try to hold off cumming for as long as you can, okay? Then tell me when you can’t resist any more”

“Yes, Sir. I’ll try for you, Master.”

“Do you think you can resist cumming if I stretch you out more? Think about it honestly.”

I thought. My cock was erect—pressed against the bed. It just wasn’t going down—it was something about being dressed in the lingerie combined with how he was treating me and just the entire situation I was in, but I felt incredibly stimulated and aroused. My whole body felt like it was going to explode out from somewhere deep inside my anus, and I couldn’t get the feeling to dissipate. It was so humiliating to talk about but it also turned me on even more being questioned about it and having to answer. I would have blushed, but I was already blushing deeply the whole time. “I’m really worried I’ll cum if you finger my butt any more. I’m not sure if I can control it. I can’t quite tell, but I think I might lose control. It just feels all…built up. And it’s not going away.”

“Good girl,” he said. “Now, ask for what you want.”

I small little smile flashed across my face. “You’re cock, Sir.”

“You can do better than that,” he said with a smile of his own.

“Please press your big, thick, amazing cock into my delicate, fat, pale, jiggly bottom! Bury it in me! Pound the fuck out of me with that monster dick! Bully my little asshole with your mean penis! Stretch me out and gape me open like a shameful, dirty little slut! Take me. Make me yours—” he silenced me, finally, with a passionate kiss. And then he was pressing his enormous cock into me. The warm cock-head strained against my oiled doorway. I gasped and writhed and moaned. It hurt but I loved it. He forced against me and he’s dick was stronger than my ass—my anus gave way and his cock-head stretched into me.

“Oh fuck, it’s so tight!” I gasped. He pressed me bit by bit, feeding his cock into my anus a fraction at a time. My breaths and moans became deeper. My cock was limp from the strain on my sphincter. I drew in deep, ragged breaths. I was drenched in sweat again and my whole body was trembling. I felt chilled and feverish at the same time.

“Talk to me. What do you feel.”

I gasped for several moments, trying to collect my breath and my thoughts. I couldn’t but I struggled on, trying to form words, my eyes closed, head lolling from side to side. “I can’t describe it. I don’t know. It feels like the biggest, most overwhelming poop I’ve ever taken. But it’s firmer than that, and smoother too. It’s so overwhelming…but I don’t have to move it, it moves itself, so I don’t have to strain. But it’s still way too big for me! The size—OoooOoooh!—it’s overwhelming! I’m sorry, I don’t mean to be dirty or disgusting! I’ve…just…never had something so big in my bottom,” I gasped out. My pixie cut hair stuck to my face with sweat. I was drooling a little. He rubbed my back and my bottom, still tender from the spanking. It felt really good.

“You’re a little hesitant sometimes to use dirty words, aren’t you? That’s very cute. Call this your ‘ass’” he said, squeezing my bottom. “Say: ‘I have an incredible, fat, fuckable ass.’”

“I have an incredible, fat, fuckable ass, Master.” I gasped. My cock was quickly becoming erect again. I blushed and smiled with delight at the compliment even though I was embarrassed repeating it.

“Say: ‘my perfect bubble booty is gonna get pounded.” I said it. “Good girl,” he said. As he massaged my back and shoulders and fat, spanked ass his cock sank deeper into me. I felt a little sick as it went deeper. Can his cock go this deep without breaking my bottom? He seemed to sense my worry. “Things can go way deeper inside you than a cock can,” he assured me. I relaxed. It felt so deep and intimate and good. Another person is insideof me! I thought with delight. It just kept going and going. I tried to writhe and pull off, but then I’d buck back into place, opening myself. My whole body was trembling and he wrapped a hand around my waist and another around my raised thigh to keep me up. I suddenly realized that my cock was pulsating. My booty felt really, incredibly good and full. I never knew you could feel so full in that part of your body. My head dropped onto the bed in a puddle of sweat and I felt dizzy for a moment.

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

I let my thigh muscles relax and my body weight pulled me down. I slid along his enormous meat pole. I was pretty sure it was over nine inches and maybe nearly that much around—though I couldn’t really comprehend measurements at the moment. My sphincter muscles parted and I bottomed out on that big dick. His pubic hair teased the soft, tender, taut skin of my stretched anus. I was pressed up against him, letting all of my weight go. I could feel his balls pressing into my plump ass. I was trembling and too weak to hold myself up. I sunk forward onto his chest. He moved my arms around behind my back and held them in place with one hand. The other hand clasped my ass and squeezed big handfuls of my butt flesh. He began gyrating his hips, slowly tugging his cock out of me then pressing it back in. I was completely immobile and at his mercy and I loved it. It’s so humiliating but it feels so good! So right. I didn’t think this kind of pleasure was possible!

“Oh fuck…” I moaned. He slowly upped his speed, pistoning in and out of me. He spanked my booty a few times to go with the fucking and it felt so good. My cock was the most erect it had ever been. It felt like it wanted to get even harder but it had already reached its limit—it couldn’t push anymore and now it was just straining with nearly overwhelming pressure. Deep in my bottom something felt like it was radiating warmth. My butt felt incredibly full. Like his cock was meant to be there and fill me up to this exact, overwhelming size. Sweat drenched my body yet my skin had goosebumps, too. I was trembling as I was fucked and gasping and tears from the overwhelming emotion ran down my cheeks. I loved every moment of it.

He could sense I was about to explode for the final time and he rolled me over—with his cock still buried in me—so I was on the floor, on my back. He spread my legs apart, lifted them up so my knees were by my head, and kept pistoning in and out of my stretching hole. He ran his fingers through my neatly trimmed pubic hair and tugged on it, gently teasing me, and I squealed and squirmed. He slapped my face, then bent over and licked my armpits, then my nipples, and then kissed me. Then he slapped my face again, then again, and again, then my stomach. Than he leaned back and spanked the exposed backs of my fat, jiggly thighs.

“Oh fuck!” I squealed out. He kissed and licked and sucked the backs of my knees and that felt absolutely amazing. “I didn’t even know it felt good there!” I moaned in innocent delight. My head was lolling from side to side again. I closed my eyes. I felt dizzy and barely conscious. I was exhausted from the long, long day and all the stress, fear, and uncertainty of the month before, yet fully awake, too. I realized I had reached the very edge and could resist no longer. I let go. My cock was unbearably full and hard, and the warmth and fullness in my butt suddenly reached a limit, exploded, and rushed through my whole body. “I’m cumming!” I moaned.

My whole body writhed and bucked. My back arched and I twisted back and forth. Cum exploded from my cock, spurting all over my stomach and nipples. It kept spurting more and more—far more than I’d ever cum before. But as the waves from my cock finally subsided, more waves of warmth and ecstasy kept slamming into me from my anus. The shame and letdown which I had come to expect after masturbation were washed away by orgasmic waves from deep in my fat ass. “Oh fuck…” I gasped, shocked. I felt warm and euphoric. I continued to buck and writhe; I unthinkingly bounced my ass against his cock, trying to grind on it. “Oh fuck…” I moaned again. Oh fuck. I lost. I came from being ravished in my butt. He owns me now. That was my last chance. I’m his girl. I felt utterly ashamed and humiliated, yet I was smiling. The rest of my thoughts were washed away by euphoria.

He sunk his cock all the way into my ass until he bottomed out, then he lay down on top of me and we began to make out again. “You’re my girl now. My fucktoy slut,” he said between wet kisses.

“Yes, Master,” I moaned back. I was crying again, simply overwhelmed with emotion. “You beat me. Your cock beat my anus. I’m your slut-pig.” Our bodies rubbed together, smearing my cum over my smooth stomach and exposed titties and nipples. I felt very tender and vulnerable after being butt-fucked to orgasm. I wrapped my legs and arms around his body and it felt good having his weight on top of me and his arms holding me. I felt a strong need to be held, secured, and comforted.

“You just had a very strong anal orgasm. It looks like you’re very orgasmic from your ass. It felt pretty overwhelming, didn’t it?”

“Yes, Master. I…I really like it.” We made out for a long time. Maybe fifteen or twenty minutes. His mouth moved from my mouth, to my nipples, to my armpits, to my neck, all over my body, and then back to my mouth. His cock would start to get flaccid, then surge back and become hard again inside me, stretching my butt. He finally pulled away and rubbed his hand over my stomach and titties, collecting my cum and then bringing it to my mouth, feeding it to me. He wiped off bits that had gotten on his abdomen and fed them to me, too. I suckled at his fingers obediently. I was grossed out and humiliated at the thought of being force-fed my own semen, but I licked it all off his thick fingers and swallowed.

“How does it taste?”

I thought a moment. “It actually doesn’t taste bad. I…I think I actually like it,” I admitted, a little surprised. “I just feel so embarrassed.” He rolled over so I was on top of him—his cock straining against the sides of my rectum and anal ring as we moved, tugging in different directions. My plump thighs straddled his muscled pelvis and I sunk all the way onto his dick. He asked if my booty was tender. I said yes. He pulled me down on top of him, laying my delicate body on his chest, with his thick cock still buried in my ass, and we made out again. He pinned my arms behind me and had his way with my mouth. He was really good at it and it felt pleasurable through the shame.

“Do you want to see how much your hole is stretched?” he asked. I nodded. He pointed to a mirror against one wall. I twisted and looked back and was amazed how wide his cock was stretching my sphincter. It was something I had only seen before in extreme pornography. I had no idea that my anal ring could stretch that wide and for a moment I felt overwhelmed and out of breath. My cock started to get erect again.

“I had no idea my hole could go so big—I’ve only ever looked at it closed before,” I told him. He laughed and sucked on my neck. He moved his hands to my thick ass and spread it as far apart as it would go.

“Now reach back and pull that cock out, baby,” he told me. I did it, struggling. My delicate hands grasped around his cock and I wiggled my butt, tugging on it. It felt incredible coming out—like a long, overwhelmingly big poop but even better—but as soon as it was out I felt empty. I glanced back at the mirror as he sucked my neck, and my mouth gaped open. My formerly tight anus was a gaping cavern. It gaped open in a roughly triangular shape. I could see deep inside my ass. He had forced himself into me and totally destroyed my tight, virgin hole. Now his hands roughly kept me spread open, showing me my shame.

“Oh no!” I gasped in cute exaggeration. “I’m gaping wide open! That’s such a big gape!” He laughed and rolled me off of him onto the floor, letting my butt flop closed.

“Face on the ground, ass in the air, spread yourself open,” he commanded. I did it. “Time to finish spanking your cute hole.” My ass-pussy was so tender and fucked that the spanking was excruciating, but also exquisite. I trembled and flinched each time he slapped it, and shivered each time he rubbed it in, but I kept my butt pulled open the whole time. “You were meant to be a sex toy.”

“Yes, Master.” He gave me thirteen more spanks and I was drenched in sweat again and shaking by the time he was done.

“Get up, stand in the center of the room, and put your arms behind your back. Display for me.” I did it. I was still trembling but I managed to stand. My cock was rock hard again and on full, humiliating display to him. I was ashamed but had no way to hide it. All I could do was stand in front of him.

“I’m gonna need to put a chastity cage on you just to keep you in check while I’m fucking you and punishing you. You’re very orgasmic, aren’t you? Are you ashamed that you get stimulated so easily from anal penetration, stimulation, and punishment?”

“Yes, Master,” I said.

“You’re just eighteen.”

“Yes, Master.”

“So young and pliable. What do you feel right now? I want you to answer truthfully here. I’ll be able to tell if you don’t.”

I hesitated for a moment. He’ll know if you don’t. I blushed, “I feel like…I’m in love with you—which is stupid, I know, because I just met you. I feel so humiliated and ashamed but at the same exact time I love what you’re doing to me. You’re making my body do things and feel things that I didn’t even know were possible, and I’m trying to resist. But I can’t.”

He walked over to me and kissed me. He slapped my ass gently, almost lovingly, and it jiggled and jumped around. He pulled back and hooked his fingers through my bralette, then easily tore it off of me, shredding the fabric. “I want you naked,” he said. He lifted me back onto the bed, laid me down, and tore one of my stockings off, shredding it as it came off my leg. I peeled off the other, leaving my sweaty flesh naked and trembling. He climbed onto the bed and wrapped his hand around his cock and mine, squeezing them together. “How do you feel about our cocks being compared?”

“I’m so small compared to you!” I admitted, embarrassed. “I feel so pathetic when they’re pressed together.” He gave me another spank and pressed his dick back into my thick, waiting ass. My gape had already closed but he opened my anus up again, stretching it with his girthy dick. He tugged my panties further to the side and then easily tore them off my body. I was completely naked, wet with sweat, trembling, and being fucked by a man who owned my body—who I had given my body to entirely. I wrapped my naked thighs around him. He pinned my hands above me and licked all over my body again as he fucked me, sometimes twisting our bodies a little so he could slap my ass as he pounded me.

He fucked me hard, but smoothly and surely. His penis was like a piston sliding in and out of me. He brought his hand up and choked me as he kissed me and fucked me. “I control you. Completely,” he said. I nodded back in agreement, wide eyed and earnest. My cock was getting achingly, painfully hard again. It felt like his dick was consuming my ass, his mouth consuming my body. He turned me around and fucked me from behind, me lying prone on the bed, my booty popped up, pounded and jiggling. Then he flipped me around and fucked me from the front again.

“I’m going to cum again!” I whined, avoiding his eyes. I was biting my lip and trying to hold back my gasping breaths, but I just couldn’t resist the growing pressure deep in my tender hole. He lifted my butt up and titled my legs back over my head—a position I’d seen in porn called the “piledriver.” My cock pointed straight down at my mouth. He kept penetrating deep into me. He tugged on my pubic hair, teasing me, then pressed his hand into my stomach, feeling his cock buried in me.

“Open your mouth,” he said. “I want you to get all your cum between those gorgeous lips.” I opened it wide. My whole body was sweaty and wet and oily. I jiggled as he fucked me. He was pounding me hard now. I couldn’t resist any longer. I exploded. He held my cock firmly, keeping it pointed, and cum squirted across my face and mouth. Squirt after squirt of cum filled my mouth, spilling over my plump lips. Pleasure radiated out from my butt-ring and all up my rectum as far as his cock reached, which was deep, deep inside of me. My butt jerked back and forth on his dick. He kept spanking my legs as I came. I let out a pathetic, pleasured, moaning sound around the cum flooding my mouth and throat. I felt so warm and good again. My face was covered in stained mascara, tears, smeared lipstick, oil, sweat, and cum. He told me to show it to him and I opened my mouth as wide as I could and stuck out my tongue. “Swallow it,” he commanded, and I did, gulping it down and choking a little.

He lay both of us down, repositioning and twisting his cock in my ass. It felt so good how it tugged on my sphincter as he moved it. He wiped up the strings of cum on my face; I sucked them off of his fingers with his cock still in my bottom. Then he tugged himself out of me and I was left gaping and empty again. I let out an involuntary little whiney gasp-moan. “Your cute bottom still hasn’t made me cum,” he said. “I’m starting to regret all that money I bought you with.” He gave me a few spanks as he spoke. My pale white body was covered in red hand prints. It felt tingly and really good. As after the last anal orgasm, I felt a need to be held firmly—a vulnerability and need for closeness. But he was only laying next to me now, and I was far too ashamed to ask for anything sexual.

“Sorry, Master,” I said, unsure of what to do.

“That’s okay, you’re so fucking nubile and sexy it really doesn’t matter.” He reached over to the bedside table and took out a silver chastity cage—it had a smooth ring that went around the base of a cock, and rings that went up and over the cock to keep the shaft contained. I was a little shocked to see one in real life—I’d only seen them briefly in porn before. My mouth dropped open into a cute “O.” He said, “Do you know where this goes?”

“You put it around my cock?”

“That’s right. It’s to keep you in check from all this cumming and orgasming—although maybe you will anyway. And it’s to remind you that you’re an anal slut, your main purpose and source of ecstasy is anal sex, and that your body belongs to me. Does that make sense?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, smiling. He reached down and clipped it around my slimy, flaccid cock. I let out a sigh. It was firm but not uncomfortable. He rubbed his hand over my caged cock and I moaned. He asked me how it felt. “Tight, and firm, Sir. It’s so embarrassing.”

“No, how does it really feel? Be vulnerable with me. Remember, everything you have belongs to me.”

I hesitated and tears started to well up in my eyes. I spoke haltingly, but truthfully—he rubbed my anus gently as I spoke and it felt really good. “My cock is caged now. It completely belongs to you. I’m truly only for anal sex now. I’m not a man anymore. I’ve been completely transformed into being a woman. The only purpose I’m for is as a wet hole for your big cock.”

He kissed me gently on the lips as he continued rubbing my anus. “Your purpose is to be loved,” he said ardently. “Good girl. Why don’t you suck my cock for a while?”

I hesitated a moment, alarmed. “I’ve never put a penis in my mouth before—I’m worried I’ll be bad at it.”

“Do you think you’ll have any urge to bite me?” he said, his hands trailing and teasing over my flesh.

I thought a moment. “No, Master. I have no desire to do that.”

“Then you’ll do just fine. We’ll just have to give you plenty of practice. I just want you to play around—experiment with it however you want.” He moved to the back of the bed and sat up, and I crawled after him and lay beside him. Shyly, I took his enormous, throbbing cock in one hand. My hand only covered less than a third of its length. It was dainty and his cock was enormous. I tried to wrap my fingers around his girth and that made me gasp. They couldn’t make it all the way around.

“I can’t believe this fit inside my butt!” I said earnestly. “I actually can’t reach my fingers all the way around it!” I began to awkwardly masturbate him up and down, sometimes tugging at the skin, sometimes letting my hand slide. He amused himself as I worshiped at his cock by further exploring my prone body with his rough hands. I very slowly brought my face close to his cock head. I hesitated a moment, trying to make the leap. I can’t believe I’m about to do this. I’m going to touch a man’s cock, that’s been inside my ass, with my lips and mouth and tongue. I’m not really doing this, am I? I’m about to taste dirty, enormous cock!

Then a bolt fear shot through me that I was taking to long and I took the plunge: I pressed my plump, warm, wet lips to the underside of his cock head. My tongue darted out and I licked up and down his shaft. I did it again and again and again, then I kissed his head again. I planted kisses and darted my tongue out for licks all over his cock. His skin was warm and smooth. It was wet. What does my butt taste like? I couldn’t really tell, but it didn’t taste bad.

I opened up wide, fit his head in my mouth, and began to suckle at it. I moved as far down his shaft as I could—until his enormous head hit my throat. Most of his cock was still out of his mouth. I moved up and down, suckling as I went. Eventually I took my mouth off him and went back to kissing and licking. My own cock was exhausted but I was already getting aroused again by being forced to do this disgusting, shameful thing, and it pressed against its cage, squeezing. It didn’t help that he kept playing with my thick bottom, my anus, and the rest of my body as I experimented with cock sucking. I took one of his balls into my mouth, licking and sucking, then the other. I licked up and down his shaft again and again. I slutted myself out on his cock for at least a half hour: kissing, licking, slurping, sucking, even gently pulling on the skin with my teeth. Finally I went up to the top and forced my throat onto his cock. I gagged again and again and again. Spit drooled out of my mouth, down my neck, and over my nipples. I gagged on it repeatedly, fitting his cock further and further down my throat each time.

Finally I took a deep breath and took the plunge; I buried my face in his pubic hair, bottoming out at the base of him. I tried to keep myself there. My oxygen started to run out. I felt nauseous and dizzy. I started to see black at the edge of my vision and finally I pulled off, gagging and retching. My own cock was pulsating and straining against its cage. My lipstick was smeared onto his cock. I was crying in frustration and went to put my mouth back on him, but he pulled me urgently into his lap and kissed me instead. I was straddling his lap, facing him, then he turned me around so I was sitting in his lap, facing away. His throbbing cock came up between my legs. I ground my wet, fat ass against his pelvis urgently and he growled, “Good slut,” into my ear.

His arms hooked under my knees and lifted me up in a half-nelson hold, and then I was sinking onto his hard, throbbing cock again. It squeezed past my tight, oiled anus and plunged into me. “Oh fuck,” I gasped. He kissed and sucked at my neck, massaged one hand over my nipples, rubbed and pressed into my stomach, and pulled and teased my little patch of pubic hair roughly. All I could do was gasp, “Oh fuck,” over and over. I turned my head and we exchanged a series of sloppy kisses and began making out passionately. He gyrated his hips and pistoned his cock in and out of me, lifting me and dropping me in time with his thrusting.

My little caged cock bounced up and down uselessly and pathetically. It was straining with arousal and pleasure against the cage. Each time he thrust into me his own larger testicles slapped into my pathetic smaller ones, abusing them. I was stretched out perfectly after the previous two anal fuckings he had administered, and it felt overwhelmingly good all up and down my hole. My fat, jiggly, oily bottom slapped against his thighs and stomach with each drop. His cock traveled nearly its full length in and out of my hole each thrust and bottomed out in me each time. He was fucking me even more intensely than before and it felt incredible. I felt an intense pressure building in my caged cock, even though the cool metal kept it flaccid. A now familiar pressure and warmth grew in my fat ass as Master called it.

I let out a moaning whimper and broke the kissing for just a moment to ask, “I think I’m going to cum again, Master. Is that possible? Can I cum without an erection?”

“Yes—let it go. Let it happen,” he assured me.

“I’m going to cum from my butt again, Master,” I squealed, blushing. Our bodies gyrated and slapped together, I writhed on his dick, and suddenly I felt his massive pillar pulse and expand inside of me. He kissed me forcefully and pounded me with incredible intensity. Hot, slimy cum exploded out of his cock, spattering my insides. I squealed involuntarily as it flooded my colon.

It was too much. My whole body tensed and froze, and my back arched, opening my ass to him completely: orgasm exploded out of my ass, radiating through my body. I gasped and stayed tensed. Cum exploded out of my caged cock and trickled down it and my testicles. I was sucking in breaths but couldn’t speak, only moan. He kissed me and kissed me and I strained my sphincter around his cock, stretching it against one side of the shaft then the other, pulling on my own tight flesh, sending pleasure exploding through me. It shouldn’t last this long, should it? How am I orgasming so long? I was able to wonder. One of his hands had snaked up and was choking me as we fucked. The other was able to twist down and slap my lifted ass as I came. The pleasure just kept coming, wave after wave. I kept expecting it to stop, but it didn’t. Finally it didn’t cut off but began to drift away bit by bit.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck…” I repeated over and over again as my body jerked and convulsed, trying to process the euphoria. His thrusting slowed and stopped. He kept his cock in me, letting it fill me. He hadn’t stopped kissing me and I continued making out with him. His hands massaged over my whole body, taking pleasure in my slimness and my curves; taking pleasure in my soft, warm, young flesh. He laid us over to the side, keeping his cock in me, and wrapped his arms around me, letting us spoon on the bed.

Ever so slowly our breathing returned to normal, mine taking longer than his. I would gyrate my butt a little and still feel tendrils of pleasure shoot up through me, then I would shudder with how good it felt. It was so strange being connected to another human being via a penis in your butt. I can’t believe I poop from there! I thought. I pressed myself against his muscled body and that felt good too. I was overwhelmed with revulsion and shame, too, but the pleasure, euphoria, and exhaustion kept washing them away as they surged up. We lay there for a while.

“Keep that cum in you,” he told me. “I want your butt to absorb it,” and he finally pulled his half hard cock out of my gaping, fat, fucked ass. I quickly darted my dainty hand down and firmly cupped it over my gaping, destroyed hole. I tried to squeeze my sphincter muscles closed but I had been so thoroughly fucked and gaped that I actually couldn’t get myself to close up. The palm of my hand kept any cum from escaping, though. He turned me around and rolled onto his back, pulling me with him. I lay on top of him and straddled him, and his arms and hands wrapped around my back and butt. We lay for a while longer.

I realized, I haven’t thought about being depressed since I walked up to this house. The depression, which was usually with me every minute of every day, as depression is, was gone at the moment. I looked into his eyes and told him this, struggling to explain. He didn’t say anything but looked into my eyes and kissed me on the neck, then the lips and we made out and laid there for a while longer. Finally he sat up, sliding me into his lap. He lay me over his lap and gave me a few gentle spanks, my hand still cupping my sphincter. He reached over to the side table and drew out a pink-jeweled buttplug, but it was too small for my gape and he put it back and took out a much larger green-jeweled one. It wasn’t as large as his cock but he still took a while working it into me—it was a strain, even though I was still gaping. I moaned and wriggled a little bit and he pressed firmly, and I felt my butt muscles stretch and then slip around the biggest point and suck it into me.

“Good girl, that’ll keep the cum in you,” he said. Then he picked me up, like a knight or villain taking a princess, and carried me off the bed and into a gorgeous master bathroom. There was a tub that was, to my eye, nearly the size of a small pool in the center of the room. It had gorgeous shale stone tiling. He filled a bubble bath while holding me, and when it was high enough he stepped in and dipped me into the water. We took a long, luxurious bath, our bodies rubbing against each other. He washed every inch of me like some exotic animal he owned. He sat on a raised part of the bath and I sucked his cock for a while while we soaked, my butt sticking up in the air, wet and soapy and swaying back and forth out of the water, and he felt me up as he desired. Eventually we went back to just lying together in the luxurious warm water. I started to feel exhausted and he lifted me out and dried me. He told me to walk in front of him back to the room so he could watch my ass. He took a pair of tiny, very tight, frilly pink panties and a matching little bralette out of the dresser and I squeezed into both with some wriggling and shimmying and difficulty. The panties wrapped firmly around me and over the butt plug, keeping it in place.

“Do you want to sleep here or in your spot?” he said. I was still in an orgasmic, warm, exhausted haze. I was embarrassed to say anything and didn’t know which to choose. I just wanted to lay down in the bed with him but it was so shameful to admit after he had ravished my bottom. I had an uncomfortable, strange mix of feelings in my belly now that we were past the throes of passion.

Finally I said, “Whichever you prefer, Master.” I blushed as I said it and looked away.

“If you sleep here, I’m definitely going to give you a fucking in the morning.”

My eyes went wide and my mouth formed a little “O” and I hesitated again, then repeated, “Whichever Master prefers,” but my eyes fixed longingly on on his bed.

He tugged me to him and kissed me forcefully, grabbing and mauling my big butt with his hands. I felt my cock strain against my cage and my anus clench against the satisfying fullness of the plug. He pulled the top sheets off and lifted me into the bed, then wrapped himself around me and spooned me as he kissed my body. Without even thinking about it, I was compelled to grind my fat ass against his big cock, and we made out like that, wrapped together and intertwined, me freshly washed in my new, cute pink panties, until I finally passed out in a strange, passionate euphoria. I was visited by bizarre, wonderful, erotic dreams.


4. Epilogue

He didn’t actually fuck me the next morning—well, not immediately at least. I woke up sprawled out on his luxurious bed in my little lingerie set. Arousal flashed through me immediately from my little panties and bralette hugging my body, and from the large plug snuggly nestled in and stretching out my butt. The chastity cage felt snug and wonderful around my cock. I didn’t know where I was, then memories of the last weeks began to trickle in, all the way up through the last night. I touched my lips gently where he had kissed. I love him, I thought, and I was shocked at the thought as I thought it, but it was true. I pushed myself up and looked around. Sunlight trickled in through the enormous windows. The room was warm—the perfect temperature. What type of climate control system does a billionaire’s home have? I wondered. In the shitty houses my family had always lived in it was always either too hot and stuffy or freezing. But his house was the just right; like a warm, clear spring day. I rolled over and stretched out, luxuriating in warmth like a little cat sunning itself. Then suddenly panic flashed through me. I’m supposed to be serving him and I slept in! I was sure I was going to be in trouble and I didn’t want to be yelled at.

I leapt out of bed, peaked out into the hallway, and padded down it quietly, naked except for my little lingerie set. I tried a door that I thought might be a way into my own room but it was locked. The next door I found led into a large gymnasium and game room. The one after that was a wine closet. I was worried I’d have to walk through the living room and dining room where I thought he probably was, but the next door opened into my room. I slipped into it and dashed to the rain shower. I turned it on—it was warm immediately, stripped off my panties and bralette and tossed them away, grabbed an enema packet from the bathroom cabinet, and stepped under the water.

I tried to tug the butt plug out but my sphincter had tightened around the slim base of it during the night and the large plug held very firmly in my butt. I tugged at it and gasped and whimpered. I squatted down in the enormous bath, sunk my fingers in around the base, pushed as hard as I could, trying to expel it, and tugged on the end. My sphincter strained and stretched. My cock swelled with arousal against its cage. I let out passionate, desperate gasps and moans, and finally my taut anus was breached by the thickest part of the plug and it slipped out of me.

I washed it in the shower and set it aside. My anus was loose and gaping open. I selected a soap that smelled of spring flowers and washed my gaping hole and the rest of my body. I realized that the chastity cage had no lock. I unfastened it, washed it and my cock, and then quickly fastened it back on before I could get too aroused for it to fit. After a few minutes my gaping ass was tight enough to clench around the enema plug and I squeezed the bag into myself as fast as I could. I blushed and gasped and moaned at the fluid filling my tender hole so intensely. It felt even better as I forced it gushing out of my anus, and my cock strained against its cage in arousal.

I took the shiny clean plug and tried to work it back in but my bottom was too tight compared to last night. I finally set the plug on the floor of the bath, squatted over it, lined it up with my nubile sphincter, and sunk down on it. Slowly, my weight spread my straining asshole over the plug. My o-ring reached the largest part then sucked down the other side to the base and took plug snugly inside of me. I let out more cute gasps and moans, finished washing myself, and jumped out of the shower. I toweled off, flossed, brushed my teeth with a new brush from the bathroom cabinet, and I combed my cute pixie cut.

I ran out into my room, the buttplug shaking in my ass and making me bite my lip and moan, and went through the closet and dressers. He had given me an enormous amount of clothes: a hundred sets of lingerie, cute tight shorts, crop tops, maid outfits, tight little dress, elegant gowns, sneakers, heels, and more things than I could count.

This is what ladies and princesses feel like, I thought breathlessly. I selected a new set of pink lingerie—the panties were lacy and let my entire bottom hang out, exposed, and the bralette was another cut-out one that left my nipples and titties framed and exposed. They wrapped around me snugly, the panties struggling to contain my butt. I pulled on a pair of white stockings that came up to just below my fat ass and clipped them onto a pink garter belt that wrapped tightly around my waist. I slipped into six inch black heels, rather ambitiously, and finished everything off with a very short, very tight black maid’s dress and white apron.

I went back to the bathroom and added mascara and a pale pink lipstick, then took a moment to breath and compose myself. I should dye my hair pink or blonde sometime; I wonder if he’d like that. I straightened my shoulders and stood upright, my back curving beautifully down to my full, ample bottom, then strode out into the kitchen and dining room.

I was greeted by a gorgeous, elegant blonde woman and a precise, foreign looking man. She was wearing a vermillion dress that left both sides of her body naked except for thin strips, at about mid-abdomen, connecting the front and back. Diamonds glittered in her ears and around her neck. Her skin was beautifully tanned. She had brilliant large green eyes; platinum blonde hair that fell in tresses down to her breasts; and lovely, full lips. Her features were soft yet imperious; her figure was voluptuous and statuesque. Even her feet were gorgeous—they were bare, which conveyed a relaxation and confidence. I blushed and my mouth dropped open but I couldn’t get any words out. I suddenly felt embarrassed in my skimpy, slutty outfit, and totally inadequate compared to her in looks and bearing and every other way, but she greeted me warmly, stepping forward with outstretched hands.

“You must be Dani! What a pleasure to meet you,” she clasped my hands and then pulled me into her, laying one hand on my waist and the other on my neck and placing a kiss on both of my cheeks. She held me out a little to look at me. “You got ready so promptly, and you dressed in one of your uniforms like a good girl.” She held me out at arm’s length to look me over. “You are just lovely, sweety.” She ran her hand from my neck, down over my chest, across my abdomen and stomach, and then down over my bottom. She gave one of my fat buttcheeks a gentle squeeze. “Gosh, look at that bottom! You’re going to distract me from breakfast.”

I blushed at her attention and my cock filled and strained against my cage. My nipples were pert and erect and showing through my skimpy dress. She went back to the counter, where she was arranging the final touches on a breakfast tray. “I’m Selene. I help maintain Byron’s estates—that’s ‘Master’ to you—we’ll have plenty of time to get to know each other when he’s busy, which I’m very much…looking forward to,” she said with an almost roguish smile.

“This is Gascon, he’s one of Byron’s chefs,” she turned and spoke to him in what I presumed was French, and he turned and said something to me then gave a polite nod. “He only speaks French—he says it’s nice to meet you and that you’re very lovely.”

I smiled and blushed and nodded back to him. “Wow, you’re so beautiful and you speak French,” I said.

She smiled, “And you are sweet and polite and cute. Why don’t you take this out to Byron in the living room,” she said, indicating the tray.

“Do I need to carry it in any specific way?”

“No, just be your gorgeous, adorable self.” She handed it over and I headed around the corner to the living room.

“It was nice to meet you both,” I said sweetly, looking back over my shoulder. I was surprised to realize that I took rather naturally to heels. They made my butt and thighs feel gorgeous and full and I moved gracefully, without wobbling. The breakfast tray had the most perfect omelette I’d ever seen, toast, orange juice, a glass of water, and a vibrant plate of fruit. I turned the corner and caught my breath at seeing Master again. He was just so regal, so powerful. He was sitting on one of the white couches, a foot crossed over his knee, reading The Times of London. There was a pad on the coffee table with elegant, forceful notes running down half a page and one of those fancy, nib fountain pens lying next to it. He looked over and drank me in with his gaze as I walked up. I already felt myself swelling with arousal just being in his presence.

“Good morning, Dani,” he said.

“Good morning, Sir. Shall I set this on the table?”

“You can set it wherever you like but yes the table’s just fine.” I bent elegantly at the waist, keeping my legs straight and my bottom popped out and in the air.

“Should I leave you to—” I started to say as I stood back up, but I was cut off by him grabbing my thigh and tugging me towards him. I let out a delighted, surprised yelp and tumbled into his arms and lap. He sucked on my neck and I moaned and said “Oh yes…” and then he pressed his firm mouth over mine and we made out passionately. His hands roamed over me, reacquainting our bodies. He cupped my cock and then pressed and wiggled my buttplug.

“Did you take these off?”

“Yes, Sir; to wash and take my enema, then I put them right back on.”

“Good girl.” I draped my arms around his neck and gyrated my bottom on his crotch until I was in a comfortable position. His cock was already fully erect and I loved the feeling of it pressing against my fat butt. “Are you hungry?”

“Yes, Sir.” We shared his breakfast and he fed me my part. It was the most delicious food I’d ever tasted. I finished the last sip of water and then he pulled me in and kissed me again.

“Take off that dress,” he commanded. I unzipped the back and tugged it over my head urgently. I was left almost completely naked in his lap and arms, and I shifted and swung my fat thigh over so that I was straddling his crotch, facing him. I pressed myself to him—stomach against stomach, my back arched to pop my bottom out—and opened my mouth, and he kissed me roughly and passionately.

“Tell me what you want right now, at this moment,” he said.

I gazed into his eyes, “I want you to fuck my fat, slutty bottom.”

He insistently tugged my panties far to the side, and I fumbled with his pants and pulled his enormous cock out in my dainty hands. He worked the plug in my asshole— twisting and pulling—and I gasped and moaned and buried my head in his shoulder. I quickly became slicked with sweat from him working the plug in my ass. “Fuck that feels so good,” I moaned. After a minute or two he tugged it out enough for the largest part to crest out of my sphincter. My taut skin stretched over it and he teased it back and forth, stretching me again and again. I whimpered and moaned but I loved it. He finally pressed it back in then pulled it all the way out. I lifted myself up on trembling thighs so I was squatting above his cock. He stuck his fingers in my mouth, I sucked and drooled on them, he rubbed my saliva into my gaping hole, and I lined up his cock and slowly sat down on it. His cock head was so big that my asshole still had to stretch to fit it in, even though I was already gaping. “Your cock’s the biggest fucking thing I’ve ever had in my bottom,” I said passionately.

“I’ll have to fist you sometime and fix that,” he said and we kissed sloppily. His dick head breached me fully and I gasped and gazed at him with wide, needy eyes.

“Oh fuck it’s so big!”

“Can you handle that big cock?”

“Oh yes, Master, just barely, but it feels so good!” I sucked on my own fingers and masturbated his exposed shaft with my dainty, feminine hand—lubing his dick and pleasuring him. I lowered myself down bit by bit. I was still so tight—it felt like I hadn’t been stretched out at all. I draped my arms back around his neck and buried my face in his shoulder, and he sucked at my neck, making me let out little moans and gasps. I finally reached the bottom of his enormous pole and my fat bottom squished and spread out against his hard thighs. His manly, thatchy patch of pubic hair teased and tickled my delicate assflesh, taint, and balls. I slowly worked myself up and down on his rock hard dick and his hands slipped under my fat, sweat slicked thighs, helping to raise and lower me on his cock.

Very slowly, my asshole started to stretch out and loosen up. I started to feel really good from his thick cock punching my throbbing anal g-spot and I moved faster and faster up and down his pole. I sucked on my fingers to relube his cock with and kept working. I was pouring off sweat, my heart was hammering in my chest, and I was gasping in breaths. That warmth was spreading through my bottom again from deep inside of me, then emanating through my entire body. My cock was straining with arousal against its cage. I absolutely flailed my bottom up and down on his cock.

He clasped his thick, callused, manly hands around my bottom and tugged my fat buttocks apart, then started hammering his cock in and out of me. I gasped in delight and shock and was quickly thrown over the edge of orgasm. The warmth in my butt exploded out, carrying me into ecstasy like a crashing wave. “Oh, fuck I’m orgasming—I’m going to cum on your nice clothes!” I squealed, euphoric and panicking at the same time.

“Dani, I don’t give a fuck,” he said, sucking on my neck, and cum gushed out of my cage-limp cock. It splattered over my stomach and thighs and his pants and shirt and then I felt his own warm semen flooding my throbbing butt and I giggled and sighed happily.

“My butt helped you cum again! Does that mean I’m a good little girl?”

He pulled me into a deep French kiss and we made out for a long, long time while our orgasms crashed through us and finally ebbed out. I collapsed against his chest with a contented sigh. For a long time I just lay against him as we both sucked in breaths.

“You’re a very, very good little girl,” he said, and I kissed him sweetly for saying it. I slipped off his cock and layed out on the couch on my back, and he spread my legs apart and fed me the cum out of my bottom as it leaked out of me. I licked it off his fingers obediently, then collected the cum on my legs and abdomen in my hands and licked it up, and then shifted onto my hands and knees and sucked the cum up from his shirt and pants. He patted my bottom approvingly and I lay back on the couch again, smiling at him. He pulled off one of my heels and a stocking and sucked and licked my toes and foot, which felt incredible, then kissed my sole one last time and stood up. He shrugged out of the soiled clothes and went back to his room to change. I lay euphorically on the couch, feeling my gaping asshole and daydreaming joyful dreams. He came back and said, “I have business to attend to. I’ll be gone for various periods of time, you’ll find, but Selene and a few other people you’ll meet will keep you busy, and I’ll always be back, okay?”

I ran to him and leapt into his arms and he swept me up and kissed me a final time for the day. “Promise you’ll come back to fuck me soon?” I begged cutely.

“I promise,” he said, and I smiled, and I was happy.

END


Feminized by Her, Ravished by Him

How My Two Best Friends Made Me Their Sissy Pet


Christie and Steven were two of my best friends, I was in love with Christie, and they were getting married. I knew I couldn’t attend the wedding; knew that I wouldn’t be able to stand losing my dreams of her, and eventually I told her that, and confessed that I loved her. We'd all met four years ago at an architecture program in Wisconsin. I ended up dropping out and becoming an accountant but not before we'd all had an incredible two years together. I was older because I'd spent some time out of school and then tried to go back. Now, I'd just turned thirty two—they're both twenty six—and I felt like my life was over.

I thought I'd live some grand adventure. I always thought life would be like the movies. But I was just too soft, too lazy, to ever do anything remarkable. I wasn't a complete slob or vagrant. Nothing obvious. But I would just sit around and collapse after a day of work. I'd binge watch TV instead of practicing some difficult art. I'd exhaust myself on pornography instead of exercising or chasing true love. As I went to talk to Christie, to shrug out of her wedding, I could see my whole life toiling out ahead of me, locked-in on a boring path all the way to the grave.

I told her on a cold October afternoon at a little coffee shop in Madison, Wisconsin; she cried and I felt uncomfortable and didn't know how to handle it. "No, this isn't happening, Evan. I'm not losing you." I told her I knew I wasn't good enough for her and that Steve was a better fit for her—we both knew that what I meant was he was a better man than me in nearly every aspect.

The next day they were both back at the coffee shop with a very uncomfortable me. They handed me a list and said they thought it would be easier if I just had it in writing, because it was too awkward to talk about. I read through it, silently, in front of them. It was the strangest moment in my life. It was a sheet, in Christie's handwriting, of stipulations for me to become Steve's—I don't know how else to put it: girlfriend. I knew I was blushing as I read it. I hardly knew how to respond. I felt really, really angry. I didn't even know why. I was worried I was going to cry. And the thought of smooth nylon sliding over my own smooth, shaved legs suddenly made me shiver. I was a average, stylishly dressed, heterosexual guy. I didn't even know why they would offer this to me. I felt myself choking up with anger and embarrassment and I didn't know how to respond so I slammed myself up, knocked over the chair on accident, spat out "Never talk to me again!" and stormed away.

"Ev!" I heard Christie call behind me, and saw Steve holding her back and then they were gone.

I cut off contact with them. I started drinking more. I tried to hit bars and meet girls but I couldn't really handle making personal connections with people. I got messier. I didn't bother to cut my hair. I started showing up to work later more often than on time and I missed a bunch of days. I didn't realize it but I was on the edge of getting fired. I obsessed over the fact that Steve and Christie basically thought that I should become a woman for them—that I was so much of a failure as a man that the woman I loved wanted to make me a girl.

I'd always been touchy about my body. I used to get comments in locker rooms, and one time at college one of the jocks had been making "jokes" after I was done working out. He said: "Hey, honey, this is the guy's changing room—look at that big, wet, girly butt bouncing out of the shower. I guess if she's in here she must want it, huh? Someone needs to discipline this slut for breaking rules just because she's horny." I didn't know what the fuck was going on or how to respond. But then he ripped my towel away, threw me stomach-first onto a wet bench, threw his thigh over my waist to pin me down, and spanked me, hard. My butt was fat enough to jiggle, and I was cursing and struggling and mortified.

All his friends were so shocked that they were driven to nervous, then hysterical, laughter. But I could feel my back arching and my but rising up under his blows, and I realized, mortified, that my cock was plumping up. And then I felt his own cock pressing into my thigh, rock hard. He stuck his finger into my mouth for me to suck, and I was too afraid to bite it. "What the fuck, dude?" I heard.

And then Christie was there shoving him off of me and cursing at him, and Steve right after her tossing me a towel.

So, yeah, I was touchy about my physique. I started trying to workout in my apartment after I got home from work, when I actually managed to go to work, that is, but I kept only doing squats and leg-lifts. I would watch pornography on a widescreen I'd bought as I worked my butt. Lurid images of Steven and Christie, the girl I loved, doing degrading, humiliating, disgusting things to my body kept forcing themselves unsummoned on my mind as I watched it. My bottom and thighs only got bigger and fatter. I started covering my body in oil and lotion when I masturbated and rubbing my anus, and I always felt deep shame afterwards.

Three months passed like this, and then I got an envelope in the mail. The letter was written on rich, thick paper in dark ink, in Christie's hand. She told me to come to her new house if I wanted to prove I was man enough for her. I didn't. I liked Christie and Steven both. A lot. I didn't want to ruin a relationship that was better than I could give. But I loved Christie. Deep down I guess I did want to split them up and take Steven's place. I went to the address in the letter.

Christie met me at the door in tight faded jeans, a grey v-neck tee, and white canvas sneakers. Her blonde hair fell in gorgeous curls and shone like gold. An ornate key dangled between her breasts, and I had a brief fantasy that it connected to a chastity belt she'd let me unlock to ravish her. She smiled at me and I stepped in mumbling a greeting and said, "Is Steve here? What's this about?"

She locked the door behind me with the key on her neck, slunk over to me, wrapped her arms around me neck, and pressed her warm, wet lips onto mine. I felt her tongue push into my mouth and then she pulled away breathily. I wrapped my arms around her waist. We'd never kissed before. That was our first kiss. There was a line of spit still connecting our lips. "Evan, you're going to agree to be a girl for Steve. If you agree you can leave. If you don't I'm going to turn you into our servant and maid instead of his girlfriend."

I shoved her off of me pretty hard and she hit the door and I spat out "Fuck, sorry! But what the fuck is wrong with you? You're acting like, like a fucking freak show, insane…I mean what the fuck—where the fuck did you even get this from! I mean, I'm fucking sorry but I don't want to be—"

"Yes you fucking do! And you're a coward and you won't admit it! I fucking love you Ev and I love Steve and I'm trying to find a way to make this work!"

"Christie unlock the door and get out of the way."

"There's razors, cream, and lingerie in the bathroom. Go and shower and shave yourself for Steve. It's not too late to agree. The other doors are locked too. There's no easy way out."

I was blushing crimson and so was she, partially from exertion and partially from intense embarrassment at the situation. Neither of us were sexually adventurous in real life—nor was Steve, usually. Her mouth was set though and her eyes were intense and focused. I drank in how simply gorgeous she was and it made me want to cry.

"I'm not going to fucking fight a girl, Christie. I'm not going to fight you, especially. Just give me the fucking key so I can get out."

She dropped into a little fighter's stance and threw her hand out. "If you make one more move, say one more thing, that's not going to the bathroom and prepping for Steve, I'm going to turn you into my servant instead." I could see tears in her eyes and her face was a brighter crimson than I'd ever seen it—I couldn't tell if it was from how upsetting this was for her, or fear, or stress, or just that she herself couldn't quite believe the absurdity of what she was doing.

I went to grab the key and push her out of the way in one motion—my hand was shaking from how upset I was—and she grabbed my arm, pulled me forward, and with two swift motions of her long, lithe leg she drove her knee deep into my stomach and then my crotch. You don't think you will, but when you get hit that hard you crumple to your knees. All I could think about for a moment was not puking. She spun around and kicked me hard in the face and I slammed into a pile on the floor.

"What the fuck!" I nearly screamed out. She was pressing her attack—she seemed desperate to get me down for good while she had the surprise. And then all of a sudden I still loved Christie, but I wanted to hurt her bad with everything I had. I flew off the ground and plowed my shoulder into her stomach and all the air went out of her with a shocked little gasp. She tried to fight back, I lifted her off the ground, stumbled forward into the next room, smashed into her coffee table, and we both crashed into the floor. I landed on top of her and she let out an anguished moan and then her lithe body went limp.

"Fuck, Christie I'm sorry!" I rolled to the side and she smashed a coffee table book into my head, knocked me onto my back, lay her shin on my crotch, and leaned all of her weight into it. It was my turn to let out an even more anguished moan as she gracefully squashed my soft cock and testicles. I tried to force her off and she swung her fist around: face, stomach, face, face, face, face. Her feminine hands wrapped around my throat choking the air out of me, and then she was flipping around and her thick, fat thighs were viced around my throat, absolutely squeezing the resistance from me.

"Ow, fuck, I'm not going to lose to a fucking girl you dumb cunt bitch! Fuck you," I was smacking her with my fists but they kept glancing off and then she got one trapped with her hand—she was actually strong enough to subdue me, given the right position. I couldn't get free.

"Fuck you Ev! I'm doing this because I love you. Fuck," she spat out. And then the room was spinning and stars danced across my vision. I shook the stars from my eyes and she was dragging my body across the floor. We were both drenched in sweat. We reached the bathroom and I tried to fight her again and she hit me with the shower head, wrapped the hose around me, and choked me again until I saw stars. She'd left a pair of handcuffs on the sink and she dragged me, cuffed me to the curtain rod, and tore my shirt open, then off. I was in shock but too mad to stop struggling.

"Stop fighting me—I don't want to hurt you anymore," she said gently and earnestly. She flipped the tub on and it started filling with water. It was big—nearly jacuzzi sized. Then she knelt down and tugged down my sweaty pants, then my underwear. My limp cock flopped out. I was still struggling but she tugged my shoes off, then socks, then pants and underwear. I hung naked. A moment passed as we both caught our breath, and, slowly, arousal and passion began to seep through my body. She likes me enough to beat the crap out of me, I thought to myself. She seemed to be thinking the same thing and she looked at me with her big, warm eyes. “Do you still want me to stop?” she asked, almost in a pout. I was far too humiliated to actually say anything, but I didn’t say “no,” either. Finally, I shook my head. “Can I keep going?” she asked, almost sweetly. I almost trembled with shame, but I nodded my head.

She took up a set of electric clippers and said firmly, “Don’t move.”

I moaned a little as they touched my skin. She had me stand over the floor and she shaved the bush off of my crotch, and most of the hair away from my butt—I didn’t have much to begin with anyway. My feminine body was mostly smooth even without shaving. And then something flashed in her and she said, “I always knew you were a girly slut.”

I felt hot anger flood in and wash away the arousal. She turned to set the clippers back on the sink counter. “You fucking bitch!” I hissed, and I pulled myself up on the shower rod and kicked Christie back into the sink. The rod broke, my hands came free of it still in the cuffs, and Christie launched herself forward, fully clothed and me naked, and tackled me into the tub. She landed on top of me, her hands snaked around my neck and she forced me underwater. I struggled and fought but her legs wrapped around me and her thighs squeezed me and helped keep me down.

I started coughing and she brought me up gasping and then dunked me under again. I don’t know how long she kept doing that. As I started going limp she hooked my cuffs’ chain around the spout and I tried to pull on it and struggle but the spout was hooked and I couldn’t get it free no matter what I did. Her clothing was all soaked and wet and tight on her dominant body. She straddled me and held my head in her hands. “Evan, stop. Fucking. Struggling. Cry ‘mercy’!” she commanded.

“Mercy!” I begged. She got up crossly, stepped out of the tub—soaking jeans hugging her plump, feminine bottom—and grabbed a razor and can of foaming cream.

“Are you going to fucking move and make me slip and cut you?” she demanded.

“No,” I said.

“You want this, don’t you slut?” she teased, but her eyes watched closely.

I could already feel my cock hardening, my heart racing. I was really turned on by how she was treating me. I nodded “yes” again.

“That’s right, I know you do.” She turned off the faucet. The water was warm. She climbed back into the tub with her clothes still on and drained it until about a foot was left. She knelt between my crotch and began rubbing cream all over my legs. I’d never been able to grow facial hair—I’d always been smooth as a girl. The hair on the rest of my body was light. Christie gently ran the razor over my skin, dipping it in the water from time to time. I watched her, too shocked to say anything now. My mouth hung slightly open. It felt really good, and having the most gorgeous girl in the world do it to me was an incredibly erotic experience. She shaved everything: armpits, legs, and cock. “Put your legs up,” she commanded curtly, and I did, letting my knees hang around my head. Her delicate, firm hand manipulated my limp cock around as she shaved it. her soft, sure fingers pulled my fat butt to the side to shave right around my anus. She finished by gently scraping the last of the hair away from my tender butthole. My whole body was left completely girly and smooth.

She stepped back out then came back, straddled me, and tweezed my eyebrows. “Your butt looks even bigger than usual now that you’re shaved and smooth and naked, Ev. It’s easy to see why that guy in the gym wanted to spank you and fuck you.” she whispered to me. Her long, golden hair teased over my face. “I’m going to take these cuffs off for now, okay? Now, are you going to fight me again and make me beat you down—because you know I can now—or are you going to be submissive?”

I blushed deeply and felt like I was going to cry again all of a sudden, so I just nodded assent. I was so emotionally uncomfortable and confused along with the arousal. She unclipped me and pulled me up. She pulled me close and washed my whole body under the warm stream of the shower. “Do you want to kiss me?” she asked, inches from my face.

“No,” I sniffled, to ashamed to ask.

She smirked. “Yes you do. And you’re not allowed.” She pulled me out of the shower and turned it off. “legs apart, hands over your head.” I did as she commanded and nearly jumped when I glanced over my shoulder and saw the back of my body. Like I said, I’d always been uncomfortable about my body, but now I looked shockingly like a woman. My shoulders and waist were very slim, my back had a smooth, graceful curve down to my butt, my bottom was huge and very shapely—a perfect, spherical, bubble-butt—and my thighs were fat and smooth and round. My whole body had a pleasing plumpness and curviness too it. Christie was toweling me off—every tender part of me. “Gorging on the site of your own butt…slut,” she whispered disdainfully into my ear. But when I turned she was smiling at me.

She sat me down on the toilet and started working on me, filing first my toenails, then my fingers. “God Ev, your hands are as small as mine.” Then she put on a virginal, gorgeous, creamy-pink nail polish. “Don’t move your feet or nails too much.” She took out a pair of scissors and comb and actually trimmed about an inch off my hair. It seemed like she was doing something intricate to it. “And try to stop crying. It’ll mess up the makeup.” She wiped my face and put on a few layers of makeup that I didn’t understand, ending with some delicate blush. Then green shade on my eyes and mascara for my lashes. Christie stepped away and moved out of the room for a moment. I hesitated, and almost got up, but then she was back. She had an elegant pair of shiny black heels, strapless, open on top. They weren’t stilettos. Only about two inches of lift on them. She knelt before me like a prince before a princess, cupped her hand under my arch, lifted a foot up, and slipped the snug shoe on. She did the same with the other. “These are training heels for you, since you’re not good enough for six-inchers yet. We’ll work you up, and they’ll still plump up your butt—even more than it already is—in the meantime.”

She pulled me up from the toilet, put her hands on my shoulders, and guided me in front of the mirror. I was a little wobbly. Then my mouth dropped a little open. I couldn’t believe my reflection. I wasn’t quite as beautiful as Christie, or nearly as self-possessed, but I looked entirely like a woman. My hair was cut, layered, stylish, and feminine now. I looked entirely soft, sensual. Even beautiful. I let out a little gasp that—I don’t know why—was shockingly feminine. “Oh my God.”

“Your name is Eva now. You will no longer refer to yourself with or respond to male pronouns or the name ‘Evan’. You will only respond to your name, ‘Eva’, and female pronouns.” My lip trembled and she slapped me. “You’re my husband’s sexual slave and slut now. You will also do menial house chores as a fuck-maid. You’re never going to be a man again after tonight, do you understand?” My lip trembled and a tear rolled out of my flooded eyes, but I nodded. “Do you want to stop? I can’t have a crying maid,” she said sternly.

“…No,” I finally managed. I was so ashamed but too deeply aroused to stop this.

“Good girl.” Christie was still clad in sopping wet clothes, and I was fully exposed before her. She shoved my head down on the sink so that I was bent over at the waist and spanked me briskly and forcefully five, six, seven times. And then she grabbed my hair, pulled me up, and tugged me out of the bathroom—holding me very straight and poised by my hair. “Arms behind your back!” she snapped and with her free hand she pinned them there.

“Oh, it’s hard to walk,” I cried out. And her arm was immediately around my waist.

“It’s okay, I’ve got you. Just keep your arms folded behind you and keep that arch in your back sweetie—” tugging on my hair a little. “It’s okay, I’ve got you now.” She walked me back to their living room, still bearing signs of our earlier struggle. I was too shocked to think, much less say anything. I felt a little numb to many things, except my body was exquisitely full of feeling, and I was acutely aware of crimson shame coursing through my face and heart and soul. Steven was standing in the center of the room. He had on a navy suit and brown leather shoes. Christie walked me up in front of him. “Stand and present yourself for your Master.”

He looked at Christie, “Strip and get back here,” she bowed her head to him, released me, and headed back towards the back rooms. Steven looked me up and down disdainfully.

“You’re fucking disgusting and pathetic.”

“Fuck you,” moaned, and jumped at him in the heels. I wanted to knock him the fuck out. He viced his hands down on my wrists immediately and we struggled for a moment. Steven was six-two and I was five-nine. I felt so delicate and weak in his arms. He threw me back onto the couch in a pile, my legs flying up. I stumbled back up and ran at him again, and he caught my arms again and twisted them behind me. I struggled and little moans and grunts came out of me. And then Steve pressed his firm lips forcefully and surely into mine. “Oh,” I muttered. His tongue probed into my mouth.

“Stop playing,” he told me. “You know you love this,” and I stopped struggling, because I did. “You’re my slave now, Princess,” he said. He threw my on the floor. “Kiss my shoes.” I did it, a sloppy kiss. Christie came back out. She was completely naked except for six-inch heels, a gorgeous belly-button piercing, and the key around her neck. Her hair and makeup were subtly touched up and perfect. I’d never seen her naked. She was incredible. She lay a hand on her hip—she had a look of distaste—and she looked at me disdainfully, a smirk playing out over her beautiful mouth. “She’s been resistant. Cuff her hands behind her back,” Steven said. Christie had the cuffs and did it.

“Kiss his cock bulge,” she commanded. I struggled to my knees and did it. I kissed the cock bulge of the husband of the girl I loved, right in front of her, at her command. Steve pulled me up onto my heeled feet easily, and kissed me again, holding my lower back and my butt. Then he threw me back on the couch and I tumbled off and into a pile on the floor.

“Tell you what, Evie, if you can get your girlie little cock hard, and it’s bigger than mine, then you can be the man, okay?” Steve said.

“Yes…Sir,” I said. I should’ve been angry, but I was incredibly aroused by this game we were all playing. I was very aroused by seeing Christie gorgeous and naked, too, but I was so intimidated, by Steve and by her, that my cock was flaccid and pathetic. Christie undid the cuffs and then clipped them again, so that my hands were cuffed in front of me. “What do I do?” I said, so dazed and lost.

“Masturbate it, honey,” she said. I tried and it didn’t work.

She looked to Steve questioningly and he said, “You can try.” She got down on her hands and knees, gorgeous butt hanging up in the air, head down by the floor near my cock. She put her warm, wet mouth around it. Her voluptuous lips wrapped around me and sucked down my shaft. She took my whole flaccid cock into her mouth and sucked and massaged it gently. She moved down and sucked on each of my balls. She worked me over lovingly and passionately. This girl that I loved, who had just beat me and began to feminize me, was now on the ground before me, degrading herself below me. And still, I could only get half-hard. My cock puffed up but I couldn’t of fucked anyone. She suckled at me for minutes before she finally stopped.

“That’s so pathetic” she said pityingly, sitting her butt back on her thighs.

“You see, Evie, you’re really not a man. Just having a cock doesn’t make someone a man.” I was so aroused and confused and ashamed that I just started sobbing. “Stand up,” he command. I struggled up and stood shuddering before them. Christie stepped away and came back with a beautiful, diamond-encrusted, waist-circlet. She took it and wrapped it around my slim waist, resting above my big butt. There was an extra net of diamonds on the front, connected by a single line of them to the circlet. She gently ran the line down to my cock. This extra piece had three bands: the first wrapped around the base of my cock, below my swollen testicles, the second above the testicles, and then it ran up by a line of diamonds to the head of my cock, and another band wrapped around just below the head. It was on a material that had a little stretch to it. They all linked together and locked with a little lock mechanism that hung behind my balls. She locked it with the key.

“We want you to be able to become aroused and cum, but we need to train you to cum from your bottom like a good girl,” Christie said. “So this will remind you of that.”

Steven wrapped his arms around my waist and Christie stepped back up. We sat on the couch, me between Steven’s legs, and she squatted before us with her heels. He kept his arms wrapped around me from behind. She had some type of plastic thing in her right hand that looked a little like a glue gun and a little like a stapler. “Do you want to be a very pretty girl?” she asked.

I nodded, “yes.”

She wiped my nipples and bellybutton with alcohol and something else, and then clipped both of my nipples. I yelped and sobbed in pain and as I did she clipped my bellybutton. The pain was searing. I looked down and there was a stud through each of my nipples. Christie attached a diadem to my bellybutton, similar to her own. She stuck white ‘X’s of medical tape over each of my piercings. “Fuck,” I moaned.

“It’s to symbolize you’re owned, Evie,” she cooed to me. I looked at her with passionate, pleading eyes. She leant lower, pushed my legs up, spread my bottom apart, and sucked on my anus, covering it in spit and tongue fucking it.

“Christie, no, I’m dirty!” I moaned.

She looked up and met my eyes. “I love you, Eva.” She stepped away and came back with a large enema plug and enema bag. Steven hooked his arms under my knees and lifted my legs up. She pressed the plug into my anus and I let out a moan. She lifted up the bag and squeezed. Warm, wonderful water started flowing through it into my colon. She pulled me back down onto my knees as my stomach was being filled with water. “Arms above behind your back,” she said. I winced and did it, clasping them there. She stuck a needle in my fat butt-cheek. “This is your first hormone injection. Now, get his pants off with your teeth and take his cock into your mouth.” My stomach was swelling out so much from the enema that I looked like I was just beginning to show a pregnancy.

“This is so crazy…” I blurted out. “I can’t believe we’re doing this.”

“Do you want his cock in your dirty slut mouth or not?” Christie snapped, but a faint smile traced across her lips, and I realized that I’d almost grinned back.

“Yes,” I said. And I did it. I got his belt easily enough, struggled with the button and zipper, and struggled some more getting them down. Then I tackled his boxers, nuzzling and working them down with my teeth. After some focused attention, his cock finally fell out of them and hit me in the face. Christie knelt down beside me and we began to suck it together. The first time I took a man’s cock into my mouth was with another woman, with the love of my life. We sucked, licked and salivated over him, kissing each other as we wrapped our plump, wet lips around his cock head, running up and down his shaft, taking turns deepthroating his meaty dick. Christie started spanking me as we passionately made out with ourselves and his cock. It felt really good.

“Look, Steven,” Christie said, “His cock is so hard now. And it’s so much smaller than yours. He would’ve lost anyway.” Mine was just under five inches. Steve’s was, at my best guess, over nine. And it was nearly twice as thick as mine, which was ridiculous. She shoved a large white plastic bucket behind me, then made me get on my hands and knees and back up over it. She pulled out the enema plug and commanded: “Expel, baby.” And I did. All the dirty butt water squirted and flowed out of my anus and I felt immense relief but also pleasure. I crawled back to Steve’s cock.

“You make a really gorgeous girl, Eva,” Steven said. “Your hair is perfect, and you have a really nice body, and that’s a really pretty circlet your have around your waist.” I blushed and kept sucking his cock and he stood up over me. “Come on, let’s get that big, gorgeous bottom up here,” he said, and he lifted me up effortlessly. I put my arms around his neck. His strong hands were on my enormous bottom, supporting me. My plump, soft thighs wrapped around his muscled abdomen and I interlocked my feet behind his back, right above his muscled butt. I felt Christie’s warm tongue and mouth on my anus again, and then, with her aiming his cock and pulling my butt apart, he slowly lowered me onto his himself. I could feel a pressure against my tender hole. It was intense and enormous and warm and wet. His cock head was much bigger than the radius of my entire anus.

“Oh fuck,” Christie cooed.

“Oh fuck, fuck, fuck…” I moaned. It felt like an eternity as my moist hole hung, poised and straining, over his rock hard, monstrous intruder. And then, slowly, my tender, taut butt-flesh began to give way, bit-by-bit. He was penetrating me. “Oh God!” I screamed out in a very high, girly voice and buried my head in his shoulder. He was turning me into a woman.

“There, there, sweetie,” Christie said. She ran her hands over my bottom, spanking it and stroking it to try to easy my erotic excitement. She slipped her fingers around the sides of Steven’s cock, massaging the taut flesh, and then licked there with her warm, wet tongue. She ran her hands and lips all over my body, caressing and gently stroking with her nails and kissing and licking. She necked me gently and warmly but firmly, then pulled my head up from his shoulder, brushed my hair out of my face, and kissed me very warmly and passionately. And as the love of my life did this, her husbands cock breached my most sacred and tender barrier and pressed into my colon. I gasped violently and she kissed me again.

“Steven, Christie, I’m about to explode!” I pleaded. He didn’t respond, only walked, holding me firmly, back towards their bedroom. It was rich, deep colors and a large bed. I saw a picture of The Dream of the Fisherman’s Wife hanging on the wall. He lay down on the bed with me on top of him, and my butt slid a few more centimeters down his cock, impaling me deeper. My pathetic cock was fully erect and straining incredibly pleasantly against the bands she’d locked it in. Christie clamped her firm, elegant hand very hard around the base of my cock, and Steve forced his cock all the way into me. I had nine inches of a man inside of my butt. He began pounding me. Sweat poured off my body. The pressure in my cock was immense. There wasn’t even any stimulation going to it—all pleasure was radiating from deep inside my anus. “Do you want to cum just from butt-sex, whore? Do you need to cum, slut?” Christie whispered into my ear. She peered into my eyes, piercing me.

“Oh God I really do! Please let me Christie!” I sobbed, letting it all pour out.

“Say what’s happened to you.”

I considered carefully, trying to think with her hand clamping my cock and that enormous rod pistoning in and out of my gaping butthole. “I was a man, and my body was girly and feminine, and I was beaten by a girl, and overpowered, and completely overcome, and now I’m being fucked like a slut—and somewhere, deep inside of me, this was my dream. I…I love it.”

“And what are you now?” warmly.

“I’m owned—your slut fuck servant girl. I was given a chance to be Steven’s wife, but I didn’t take it like a stupid cunt, and so now I’m a fuck slut servant girl. And I’m going to be owned and used by you forever.”

“You may cum, slut,” and she released her hand from the base of my cock and cum and ecstasy exploded out of me.

“I love you, Mistress Christie,” I said as that cock still pounded my butt. And she bent over, enormous butt hanging sultrily in the air, and licked up every pool of my cum sprayed over Steven’s stomach. Then she sucked the rest of it out of my cock. She rose back up, hauntingly beautiful.

“I love you, Servant,” she said, commandingly, and pressed her warm lips into mine, feeding me all my cum back into my mouth, passionately kissing me. And as she fed me my cum, Steve’s cock shuddered, pulsated, and exploded in my ass, flooding my insides with hot, thick loads of cum. He gave me a few spanks as he filled me.

I swallowed my own cum and, gasped and almost squealed girlishly, then moaned, “Fuck I like that.”

“The cum in your mouth or the cum in your butt, baby?” Christie asked.

“The cum in my butt…and my mouth, too.” Steve let me slip off of him and he pressed Christie back onto the bed, beginning to masturbate her. I crawled to her side and kissed her passionately, then sucked at her gorgeous nipples and titties and licked all up and down her body, planting kissed on each sweat part of her. She breathed harder and hard, her body writhing and undulating under Steve’s expert manipulation of her pussy. I pressed my mouth over her ass, licking and tonguing her, then moved back to her mouth, passionately making out with her as she trembled and then exploded in orgasm.

“I’m cumming! Of fuck I’m cumming!” she moaned out as ecstasy flooded her body, and then she collapsed, limp and exhausted into the bed, with me in the same state next to her. Steve lay beside us, gently stroking our bodies. We were all drenched in sweat and filled with euphoria.

“Did you mean it all? Is…is this really real?”

“As real as you make it,” Christie said. “We want you, if you want us.”

“I want you, oh fuck I really want this,” I said.

“We’ll get your things and cancel your lease tomorrow. You’re moving in with us. You're going to live with us as our little girlfriend, our possession, our paramour,” she said, planting a little kiss on my lips with each word on the list. I looked into the eyes of this young woman who I loved, and I knew I wanted to be her pet forever. And then I closed my eyes and gave into her kisses.

END


Feminized by My Bully

Sissy Domination, Submission, Spanking, Humiliation, BDSM, and Ravishment


I'd just turned eighteen the day before my flight crashed. Brett, the boy I crashed with, was nineteen. The flight was nearly empty and we'd been the only two in the back of the plane; there had been a massive storm. It had split the plane, the tail end had broken free of the rest, and we'd somehow glided and crashed into water. I thought it was impossible that we would survive, but before I could even process the fall we had hurtled into water and were sinking to the bottom of a deep lake. Brett had saved me, ripping me free from the debris and dragging me to shore as I floundered, and we found ourselves in deep wilderness. We had no idea where we were. From our flight path and what we could see, we guessed that we were somewhere in Montana, but we weren’t sure. Wherever we were, it was a land of mountain ranges and verdant forest stretching across what seemed like the whole world. We trekked for seven days without finding the rest of the plane or anyone else.

We survived on water and very little food. We both had patches of survival knowledge—Brett more than me—that we used to scavenge roots and berries, and to build fires and stick-and-pine-branch shelters, when natural cover wasn’t available. We huddled together during the nights for warmth, shivering miserably under piles of pine needles and leaves. We only had what we’d been wearing on the plane: jeans, t-shirts, light jackets, and sneakers. Day after day we hiked south, as best as we could judge. And then salvation: on the seventh day we found the cabin. It was as glorious to us in that moment as some new Eden. Brett smashed the lock off the door with a rock. We figured it was some wealthy hunter's cabin: the place was stocked with food, drinks, fuel, toiletries, a generator, and a handful of other riches. It had pretty much everything we’d need to survive in the wilderness—except a functioning radio, any maps, or a compass. So we settled in to wait for someone to find us there. We figured whoever used the cabin had to eventually come back, and if they didn’t, perhaps search teams looking for the plane would find us.

I’m tough for a modern teenager, but pretty much everything about me is unfit for survival in the wilderness. I was on the dance team at my school. I’m five foot seven. I have a petite upper body, small waist, and delicate hands, wrists, feet and ankles. The only thing that isn’t dainty about me is my bottom and thighs. I have a naturally thick, plump butt and a fat set of thighs to match. It all jiggles and sways when I move and often makes casual pants and gym shorts uncomfortably tight and revealing. My blonde hair, large brown eyes, and delicate facial features don’t help with my masculinity—I look at best androgynous, and at worst very feminine. I’ve even been mistaken as a girl from behind by my own girlfriend and by many guys. It’s humiliating.

Brett excelled in all the sports I had failed at. He was over six feet tall and very muscled. He'd often bullied me throughout our time at school, although I'd always thrown it back at him spitefully—managing to never be completely humiliated. He'd gotten in a lot of good jabs on me over the last few years, though, and had even begun dating my girlfriend the day after she broke up with me. He was on the football team and I, because of my dance practice, was on the cheer squad. We had been across the country for a special, end-of-the-year exhibition game, and that’s how we ended up on that small, empty plain together: the team’s original flight was overbooked and we were the two who happened to get bumped.

The day after we reached the cabin we went out exploring and found another piece of plane in the forest, partially un-destroyed: it was the luggage chamber. The plane had very few people on it, but it had been carrying checked luggage for other flights. We moved the remaining luggage to our new cabin to search for anything useful or valuable. We quickly became bored there over a few days. We had a few old mystery books that we read through and a chess set that Brett repeatedly beat me at. There were also a few pornographic magazines.

The cabin had two stories: a main floor with a kitchen, bathroom, and leisure area, and a loft. There was one king-size bed in the loft and Brett had said it was stupid for both of us to not sleep on it. We also grew accustomed to walking around partially clothed or even nude. Brett had started it—I thought maybe to intimidate me, but he argued: what did it matter with no one around and limited clothes and ways to wash them? Nakedness was expedient. It was cold outside and there were patches of snow, but within the cabin it was warm—it had a fireplace and the generator if we needed it. It was more than comfortable enough to walk around nude—sometimes I even got sweaty.

Brett started increasingly making fun of my body and particularly my "fat, bubble butt." He often told me that I looked like a girl. He had even said I looked like a "fat, butt slut" who "wanted it." He asked me often if I was gay or desperately trying to attract men with "that booty" since I wasn't man enough to get a girl. “Come on,” he said, “I know you must do squats to maintain that thing,” and I had blushed because it was true. I was even kind of proud and turned on, despite the humiliation, by how cute my fat butt was. Still, I grew increasingly uncomfortable at being objectified by him. I tried to tell myself the teasing was just out of boredom, but I didn’t quite believe it.

On our fifth day at the cabin I woke up in the middle of the night and Brett was masturbating to my ass. I had gone to sleep naked but with my own blanket covering me. I was rolled away from Brett. When I woke up the blanket has fallen away, revealing the elegant curve of my back and my enormous, plump bottom. I tried to cover myself and turn around but he shot his hand out and placed it on a fat butt cheek, holding me where I was and pulling it away a little to reveal a glimpse of my tight anus. "Don't move," he whispered through gritted teeth, and I didn't. He finished a few minutes later and I felt warm cum splatter across my pale, fat, buttocks. For some reason it sent a shiver through me, and I felt the strangest twinge in my cock and deep inside my anus. I was very nervous and revolted, too, but for some reason I acquiesced. I eventually fell asleep with confusing feelings still churning inside of me.

The next day Brett was out in the main room, sitting by the fire. He was still naked. I'd been careful to wrap a sheet around my body to cover my cock and even my nipples, but it clung around me almost like a dress, over-revealing my curvy body. I didn't have any clothes in the bedroom loft so I had to walk out in only my makeshift covering.

"I want to fuck that fat butt," he said, looking at me. I was too nervous to respond. For some reason my heart was racing in my chest. I was very intimidated by Brett, still, I realized. But him treating me like this was giving me other feelings, too. "You're clearly attracted to big cock, and it's not fair that you get to look at mine while I don't have a big, nice, fat butt to fuck."

I was afraid he was pulling some joke on me. "Can you please just stop?" I said.

He persisted. I tried to argue him down for a few minutes but he kept arguing around me and telling me I couldn't stay at the cabin if I wasn't going to be a team player. He gave me a choice: "What do you want? You can choose to be a man and leave the cabin; or you get to stay at the cabin, lose your honor, give up your anus, and be completely humiliated."

"…I want to stay at the cabin, but…" I mumbled. I hardly realized I was saying it by the time it was said.

“Don't worry—I'll give you a test first, and, if you pass it, all of this stops, and I even stop making fun of you. Okay?"

"Okay."

"I'm going to spank your bottom roughly—naked and raw. If you don't get aroused by that, then I'll know you're not a real girl and I won't want to fuck you. Okay?"

"Okay," I mumbled, turning red. It sounded like the best deal I was going to get. I stood there awkwardly. Yet I felt the deepest, strangest excitement in my stomach.

"I'm not going to bother spanking your ass if you don't bother to present for me. You can get out if you're too lazy to do that."

I bit my lip, then said hesitantly, “Okay, Brett, I’ll present for you.”

He told me to get in the tub in the back of the cabin and shave my legs and bottom. Reluctantly I fetched a razor and soap and went to the big, brass bath. The tap connected to the generator and a small hot water tank, and luxuriant warm water ran out of it. I began shaving my warm, pale skin. I had very little hair on my body to start, but it felt very strange shaving it all off. I even shaved my armpits.

And then something mortifying happened: the shame, the smooth skin of my fat thighs and butt, the abject humiliation…it all built up and my cock became aroused and half-erect. It was sickeningly humiliating. My face burned red and I tried to crouch in the water to hide it. Brett walked over haughtily. "Stand up, cheater," he commanded, but there was a glimmer in his eyes, and just the hint of a grin.

"Brett, please!" I squealed, cute and embarrassed.

"Do you want me to add even more smacks on your juicy ass? Because I’m already planning on spanking you thoroughly."

I shook my head and slowly, reluctantly stood up and exposed myself to him.

He looked at my erection disdainfully. "Congratulations: you failed the test before it even started. Classic you. Beg me to still let you get tested with spanks."

"Please Brett, please let me be spank-tested," I said, and I realized tears were suddenly running out of my eyes from shame and frustration—yet at the same time the arousal was still there, churning deep inside of me. He stepped outside, came back with a handful of snow, held me in place with a hand cupping my bottom, and pressed the snow to my cock. I gasped cutely, shivered—my booty shaking against his firm hand, and my erection shrunk.

"Come on! Get to it! Get slutty for your daddy—don't keep me waiting!" Brett snapped, cracking a spank over my butt and making me yelp a little. I tried to work quickly. I tidied up my hair—making it a proper pixie cut, I put on very light makeup and lipstick from the recovered luggage, and I lotion-ed. My cock got erect several more times throughout the process and each times he shrunk it back down with snow to allow me to reset and carry on. "Oil it," Brett commanded when I was done with everything else. I went to the kitchen area and covered my body in glistening, smooth, slippery cooking oil.

“Do you like it like this?” I said, looking back over my shoulder to see him gazing at my oil drenched booty.

“You’ll have to wait and see,” he said. The way he was looking at me, it was obvious that he liked it a lot. “Is that the best you can do?" I glanced away from Brett, biting my lip and blushing. We both knew there were several suitcases, recovered from the wreckage, with lingerie in them. I selected a girl's pink lacy thong and outline bralette (it had just the strings, leaving my puffy, flat breasts and pert nipples exposed). The thong was incredibly snug—it strained to wrap around my plump flesh and pressed and rubbed against my naked, oiled sphincter very pleasurably. I felt so much like a woman. It felt incredibly wrong and vulnerable, but also sexual. He told me to dance in front of him and I gyrated and writhed around, spinning before him, shaking myself, arching my back, and presenting my fat ass. He seemed to reach a breaking point and said in a low voice, "C'mere". He put his hands on my waist and yanked me over to the bear rug in front of the fire, hard. He sat and tugged me down across his legs. My smooth, flat, oily stomach slipped back and forth on his hard thighs.

And then he was spanking me. Powerful slaps cracked down on my ass. My back was arched and my bubble butt hung up in the air, shaking and trembling from spanks until it was bright red with hand prints. After several minutes straight on my butt cheeks he spread my ass and spanked my anal ring until it was tender and puffy and swollen. He spread my legs and spanked my fat thighs, taint, and back. I moaned and writhed underneath his erotic beating. My cute, plump lips were open in an “O” and drool trailed out of them. He spun me over and pinched my oiled, tender nipples while I stared up at him intently and passionately. My back arched over his legs. "Are you aroused?" My body betrayed me: my cock was erect, rock hard—almost uncomfortably hard, and straining against my little thong.

"Yes, Sir."

"Why?"

"From being shaved, dressed up, and oiled for you, sir, and most of all from getting spanked by you."

“Do you want me to stop?”

I bit my lip, thinking. “No,” I said softly. My eyes trailed down to his cock and it was rock solid. It felt so big and hard up against the side of my abdomen. I sat up slowly and straddled his lap with my thick, oily thighs. He kissed me, firmly and surely, and I opened my wet, warm mouth to him. His arms went around my back and mine around his neck. His tongue explored me and for minutes we passionately made out. I slipped off of his lap, lowered my head down, and wrapped my warm, plump lips around the tip of his hard cock. I was so aroused by then that I didn’t even think or hesitate. I was the first cock I’d ever had in my mouth. I suckled at his head, then sucked and licked and kissed and sucked, working it until I was brave enough to press it into the back of my mouth and down my throat. He gyrated and face-fucked me—saliva pouring out of my mouth and lubricating his already oiled cock—and he continued to spank me occasionally as he fucked my mouth.

After a few more minutes it was too much for him to resist. He picked me up and threw me over his shoulder like some brute carrying off a princess—too inpatient to even command me to walk. Before I knew what was happening he had carried me back to the now empty tub and set me in it. He went to the kitchen, returned with a large glass wine bottle, tugged my panties aside, and plugged the bottle into my anus. It breached me roughly, he forced my head down until I was on my knees and my face was pressed into the tub, and tipped the bottle up. Warm water glugged out of it and rushed into my colon. It was an exquisite, warm, incredibly overwhelming feeling. The water pressed and conformed to every inch of my insides, pressing me in places that had never been pressed. By the time the bottle was done I was so full that I felt impregnated. My pale, flat, svelte stomach was bulging out a little, like a pregnant woman, and I was moaning sluttily at the sensations. He tugged the bottle neck out of me and said “Squat up in the tub and expel,” and I did. I struggled up, moaning and gasping at the fullness inside of me, and as my anus tipped down and lowered I lost control—I couldn’t have held the liquid back if I wanted to. It violently breached my sphincter and gushed out of me and I cried out in alarmed arousal. *It’s going to break my bottom!* I thought stupidly.

By the time I was done he was back with another full bottle. He plugged it into me again and by the time it was done I was sweaty and trembling. I felt almost feverish from the strain and the warmth of the water. This time I couldn’t hold it at all, and even when my anus was tipped up the water squirted out of me bit by bit, running over my thighs and stomach and cock, until he told me to squat and expel again. He filled me a third time and told me to squat and hold it. I tried—whimpering pathetically and almost sobbing out, but squirt after squirt escaped me. “Please, Brett!”

“Please what?”

“Please let me expel water from my anus!” I cried desperately.

He waited a few moments, then said, “Do it!” and spanked me powerfully as I expelled, making my squatting ass jiggle and ripple with his blows as the fluid once again violently breached my sphincter and gushed out of me. As soon as I was empty he was carrying me back to the rug in his arms. He had a vice-like grip around my fat, slippery thighs and slim waist. He laid me onto my back. Three of his fingers went down my throat and I puked up saliva. He pushed my legs apart and up so that they were near my head, then his wet hand flashed down, tugged my thong aside again, and began working his fingers into my swollen, newly washed sphincter. He worked them rapidly in-and-out. His other hand choked my throat, telling me to stay in place, then roved over my body, pillaging me as he willed. My cock was rock hard. So were my nipples—puffed up and aroused. My body writhed and undulated under his ministrations. "Oh—it feels like my butt's going to explode!" I gasped out urgently.

"You think you're going to cum anally?”

I nodded urgently, “Yes!”

“Not yet," he said and tugged his thick fingers out of me. I wriggled around and bucked at the absence left in my butt. He was on me in a second: kissing up and down my body, sucking at my nipples, spanking my bottom and thighs, and French kissing my feminine mouth deeply and forcefully. And then he shoved my legs even farther back and slowly pressed the head of his cock to my anus. "Still pretty tight, slut." He slowly began working it in and I gasped and moaned as he stretched me. "You're so tiny compared to me. Your cock is pathetic.” It was true, his cock was nearly double mine in length and girth. “You're no longer a man, do you understand? You're a woman now. Your fat butt's going to be my personal fucktoy—it’s only for masturbating cock now."

I nodded with humiliation and strange excitement. "Yes sir!" I moaned. He spanked me and pressed his dick into me, and I cried out passionately. Then he pulled me up into his arms, my fat thighs straddled his pelvis, and I arched my back and flailed my fat, jiggly ass up and down on his long, girthy rod. We balanced like this: his arms and hands gripping my jiggly ass and thighs and arched back; me bouncing and gyrating; sweat and oil soaking us; bodies bumping and pressing and sliding; both tensed on the verge of ecstasy. His fat dick was punching the shit out of my prostate and pressing even further into the tender recesses and corners of my anus. I lost track completely of how long he fucked me for. It could’ve been minutes or an hour. We remained tensed and gyrating like that, pleasure crashing through us. I let out sweet, tender, girly little moans and gasps, trying to handle the immense size of the thing inside of me. I had never had this sensation before—the feeling of having an alien thing inside of my anus, spreading it open, stretching my sphincter, straining against my rectum.

“You like that? You like Daddy’s cock inside of you baby?” He said.

“Yes, Daddy, yes, yes, yes!” I moaned out, almost squealing as I desperately flailed my wet ass up and down on his cock, my entire body craving every ounce of pleasure and satisfaction—yearning to explode and throw myself over the edge. It was as if his cock was a key, and plugging it into my asshole had unlocked something in me. All of my passions and desires had broken free and overcome my embarrassment and trepidation.

“I fucked your girlfriend, you know. You have a better ass than her.”

“I want to have a better ass than her!” I moaned pathetically. “I’m jealous of her. I want your cock for myself!” I confessed. “Please fuck me, please fuck me, please fuck me Daddy! I’ll be your good little slut!” I was blushing profusely over my pale face and body at what I was saying, but I was too aroused to stop myself. Brett wrapped his arms around me—squeezing our warm bodies tightly together; my jiggly curves rubbing on his hard muscles—and pistoned his cock in and out of my anus furiously. I gasped and moaned violently, almost sobbing in ecstasy as I clung to him. “Oh fuck, Brett, I’m going to explode on your cock—you’re making me cum from my ass!” I gasped, and as I spoke his cock engorged even more and erupted within me—an enormous amount of hot cum flooded my girly, pulsating hole and I gasped and moaned and then exploded in my own orgasm, spraying warm cum all over my pale stomach and thighs. Our bodies shook and writhed as we came together, and then he laid back and I collapsed on top of him. My soft, sweaty, exhausted body trembled against him.

“You just came from anal-only stimulation. That must mean you like it,” he said.

I felt his cock pop out of my ass, and cum ran out of my sphincter and drooled down over my crotch, cock, and balls. It was warm and it made me feel so dirty and hot. My ass made his cock cum, I thought, and for some reason the thought filled me with pleasure. I reached back delicately and felt my anus. It was gaping open, completely stretched out, and destroyed from his hard dicking of my butt. I was easily able to dip two, then three fingers into myself without even touching the sides of my hole. They came back with cum on them and I sucked it off like a slut. I looked back into his eyes as I sucked. “I…I loved it.”

He pulled me tight against his body and kissed me, firm and hard. I gave into him again and we made out as the tremors of post orgasmic bliss washed through us. We lay like that for a while, making out, then resting, then making out again. When I stopped shaking I sat up and straddling his crotch with my lissome legs. I rubbed my hands over my stomach and fat thighs, collecting my cum and then sucking it off my fingers, trying to look sultry and seductive. When I was done with my cum I reached down and started collecting his semen from my ass, then sucking it up, too. “Is this what a slut does?” I asked him, putting on a sultry pout.

“You know exactly what sluts do, you little dirty whore,” he said with passion in his eyes. I finished eating the cum out of my ass and bent down, licking the last of my cum up from where my body had smeared it onto his stomach. I swung off of him and knelt on me knees at his cock, bending over it.

“I guess I should clean my dirty ass off of your cock, huh?” I said.

“I guess so,” he said. And I wrapped my warm mouth around it, sucking up and down, deep throating his still half-erect shaft. When I was done he pulled me back up to lay on top of him. “I like your slutty body laying on top of me,” he said.

“I like laying on top of you,” I said. I reached back again and felt my ass. It was still gaping open whorishly and covered in my saliva from me rubbing my wet fingers against it to scoop up the cum. He reached a hand down, too, and we fingered my ass together as we made out. I had two finger in, he had three, and that just barely managed to stretch it—that’s how much I was gaping from his cock. We lay like that for minutes, slowly intertwining our fingers and working them in and out of my butt.

“You’re pretty fucking cute, you know that?” he said.

“Yeah, I guess so,” I purred. He stood and lifted me up with him, and I wrapped my legs around his waist and my one arm around his neck, keeping the other at my butt. We went to the tub; we were both already aroused again. He stepped in and lowered me down onto his cock, and I giggled and smiled. He fucked me there, hard, for another half hour until we both exploded again. Then he turned on the tap and we both luxuriated in the hot water, soaking and intertwining our bodies.

“I’m not going to stop fucking you once we get back, you know,” he said.

“I guess I’m just going to have to learn how to take it, Daddy,” I said cutely, and he pressed me into a kiss.

We were in that cabin for a long time—weeks—but we were eventually found. As for who found us and what happened when they did—that’s another story. But we eventually made it back to civilization. It turned out the rest of the plane had survived, too, in case you cared about that. The pilot was able to glide the front section, insanely enough, into a watery crash landing many miles past where our tail section had splashed down. Everyone else besides us had been at the front of the plane and they survived the impact.

By the time we were found I’d been fucked in a hundred different ways. Thoroughly fucked, like the dirtiest whores. Brett had completely tamed me and taught me how to be his good girl. He wasn’t my enemy anymore: he was my master. I was his pet. And I loved it. It’s going to be deeply humiliating when Brett shows my ex-girlfriend what a shameful slut I am, but I’m intensely turned on at the thought of it. I can’t wait to be Brett’s secret maid and sex servant—his girlfriend and paramour. I’m a butt slut. I worship cock. I love submission.

END


Feminized by an Alpha Male

Sissy Domination, Submission, Spanking, Ravishment, and Love


I was out running on an early spring day when a car roared up behind me and I met the boy of my dreams. I was on a small, quiet road that led past some forest bordering the local university. I live in a college town by the beach on the East Coast, if you want to take a guess at where I am. I was sweating and my long, lissome legs glistened in the sun. I heard the purr of an engine and glanced back to see a red Porsche convertible approaching me. It slowed as it came up alongside me and stopped, and I slowed to a walk and stopped next to it; I was about to turn off into the woods and I assumed they wanted directions before I went. The guy driving it was young but his body was tanned and rippled with muscle. He had blond hair and green eyes and his posture immediately conveyed a deep self-assurance. He was wearing a burnt-red wife-beater, white board shorts, and, I could see from peering over his door, very expensive white canvas sneakers.

He looked back at me, eyes examining me closely. I’ve always been athletic, but I’d been sick a long time and had only finally gotten better three months before. I had spent that time regaining my physical fitness. My body had lost all of its muscle, and while I was now lithe again, I hadn’t really built much upper body strength. I’m five foot seven, with short brown hair, brown eyes, a little button nose, plump lips, delicate features, and pale skin. My hands, feet, ankles, shoulders, and my body overall had always been dainty for a boy. Even as I began exercising again my figure remained svelte, except for one part: my bottom and thighs were enormous—they always had been; all of the little fat I had seemed to collect there. I’d always been strangely pleased by that—although a little embarrassed and self-conscious too—and as I worked back my fitness I’d been drawn to exercises that particularly complimented my already plump butt: cycling on the gym bike, then squats, leg lifts, and running. I threw myself into them joyously. In fact booty and cardio exercises were just about all I did. The rest of my body remained soft and slim, including my smooth, pale stomach.

I’d always considered myself a just about normal guy. I liked girls, though I had very little experience with them. I had had only one girlfriend, and I’d only had sex with her a few times, and that was two years ago. I was too timid in my pursuit of girls and too nervous about relationships. My fetishes were normal, though—at least, they were in real life. On the internet they were strange and obscene. I’d managed to fill much more of my life with porn than I had with dating and the more pornography I watched the weirder my tastes became. It started with futanari, then traps and sissies, and somewhere along the way femdom and feminization came in. At some point I gradually started fantasizing about being the girl instead of banging the girl. Eventually I was fantasizing about being ravished by men or women as their cute trap fucktoy. I was mortified by all the dirty things I looked at online and never planned on telling a soul about it. I liked my position as a standard, normal, respectable boy among my friends.

But sometimes I would try to go without masturbating, and I would get really horny and do stupid things. The day before my run, for example, I had been so turned on in the shower that I had shaved my cock, crotch, and bottom, including my asshole, completely smooth—except for a cute little square landing strip ending about an inch above my cock. I’d shaved my legs, too, and armpits. I usually didn’t dare shave my legs, but all of my friends were gone from school for the summer, and I figured I could wear pants most of the time to hide it.

That morning on my run I had been even hornier, and, on an empty stretch of road, I had tugged my boxer-briefs up into a wedgie in my ass. I pulled them all the way up, so my butt cheeks popped out the bottom and the fabric curved over the top of my ass, leaving only a strip down the center wedged up against and covering my anus. It felt really good running like that with it pressing and rubbing against my newly shaven, smooth, sweaty asshole. I was wearing blue running shoes with no-show socks, grey stretchy running shorts that came down to about mid-thigh, and a loose white v-neck.

I tugged my shorts up, too, until they looked like girls’ high waisted ones—the waistband came up to my belly button and the bottom hugged around my ass and just barely covered the end of it. My shirt hid how high they were pulled up, but they were tight enough against me to show the ample jiggle and bounce of my bottom as I ran. It was really slutty, but I figured there was enough deniability if anyone tried to make fun of me—I’d just claim they rode up as I ran. And in a way I didn’t care about being made fun of anymore—I was just so glad to be healthy again, to be back to my life, and I wanted to do whatever I desired; to live life to the fullest; to follow any passion, no matter how reckless. Maybe that’s why I was willing to do what I did.

I was so horny and caught up in fantasies that as vehicles approached I added a little extra sway to my hips and bounce to my step—slightly accentuating my already somewhat feminine gate and making my nearly exposed bottom jiggle and shake even more. It was a small thrill of exhibitionism. I never thought I’d actually get attention for it, even though that was the fantasy—even for someone to yell something like faggot or slut would’ve been exhilarating—a little acknowledgement of the femininity in my body and lewdness in my movement that I for some reason craved.

That was how the car found me: dressed up and putting out like a huge, desperate slut.

I looked back at him as he looked me over. He seemed so relaxed that it made me relaxed, though I thought, Great, some dumb college freshman douchebag to deal with, and he has his dad’s car! I was preparing for some barb that the muscle-bound, gym rat, douchebags always seemed to try—some attempt to outman whoever they were conversing with—and regretted that I still had my shorts pulled up, leaving me vulnerable to criticism. But then he spoke and my world flipped upside down—which was great with me; I was pretty tired of the world I was in.

“You have an incredible body, and I’d love to take you back to my place and have sex with you, if that’s alright with you” he said, as calmly as if he was asking the time of day, or asking me out to coffee.

I had never felt such arousal and excitement rush so naturally through my body—as if my fantasies had crashed through the walls of reality and suddenly anything was possible. I felt myself blush profusely and my mouth dropped open, stupidly forming a cute little “O.” A dozen different impulses raced into my brain and collided into a mental gridlock: He’s making fun of you: retaliate. No, he’s a serial killer: run. This is leading into a prank: defend yourself. Oh, but what if he actually wants to fuck me? Fuck, I could be as slutty as I want. But I’m not gay and sleeping with guys is shameful and embarrassing! No, it’s all a misunderstanding; you confused what he said: ask him to clarify… Several long moments passed with my mouth gaped open and him calmly considering me from the car. My heart was hammering in my chest harder than when I was running.

Finally I spluttered, “I…uh, I’m not a girl, just so you know. I don’t want to offend you—I wasn’t trying to trick anybody.”

“I know,” he said. “But damn you could be, and I like your womanly body,” he said it with a warmth that made it compliment, not a barb. I closed my mouth and leaned back quizzically, trying to regain my thoughts.

“How old are you?” I asked.

“Eighteen. How about you?”

“Twenty three.”

“Nice.”

“Can I see your license?” He calmly fetched his wallet from his pocket and handed the license over to me. He was actually eighteen. I handed it back. I had a dozen different warnings screaming in my head—that this was a cruel joke, or something more dangerous—but my arousal overpowered them all and pushed me forward, out of control. “How far away is your house?” I asked, and we both smiled for just a moment at the glimmer of recognition that we had found a person whose desires formed a perfect concinnity with our own.

“Not far—maybe twenty minutes,” he said.

And then I did something crazy. I said yes—as quick and easy as that—like a jump off a cliff: “Well, why not just follow me into the woods,” I said, doing a girly half turn and waving towards the path. The idea had flashed into my head and filled me with yet more arousal and I hadn’t resisted it. I can’t believe I’m doing this, I can’t believe I’m doing this, I can’t believe I’m doing this…

“Alright,” he said with a hungry grin, and stepped out of the car. He was a good six inches taller than me, at least. “Are you shaved all the way up, baby?”

I smiled and nodded to acknowledge my dirty secret.

“Are you cleaned out today?”

“Um, no, not necessarily…”

He put the car roof up, looked around his interior, and grabbed a large water bottle. The car was pulled over enough to clear the road, and he locked it and stepped up to me. He offered a hand and I took it—he turned my grip so I was in the feminine position and shook my hand. His hand was warm, dry, and firm. “I’m Brent.”

“I’m Ash.”

He let go of my hand and gestured forward, “After you.”

I should’ve been more nervous—hooking up with a guy randomly on the side of the road in the middle of a run was something out of my wildest fantasies, and it didn’t seem possible in real life. It seemed like if anything he was playing a cruel frat bro “prank” or planning to murder me. But he had such a natural warmth, confidence, and charisma that I somehow wasn’t even really worried, especially about it being a humiliating prank. A frat bro wouldn’t be this good at this if it was just for a cruel joke. Serial killers can be charismatic, though, I tried to warn myself, but my body was pulsating with excitement and arousal and I had no real desire to stop this. Curiosity alone would’ve carried me forward, in a way. I realized my cock was already swelling to erection in my tight shorts.

I walked before him into the forest, plump booty swaying side to side. He reached out his hand and laid it firmly and surely against my lower back, like you would to guide a girl through a bar, and goosebumps rippled across my flesh. My heart was still pounding and I was covered in a profuse scarlet blush. “Have you ever done this before?” he asked.

“No—I’ve never, um, been with a guy. Only a girl, a few times. Have you?”

“I have experience with girls, which I think will be very relevant here.” The dirty suggestion made me embarrassed and turned me on even more. He’s going to fuck my butt! I thought with delight. I wanted him to do more dirty talk.

“Well, you’ll have to break me in then I guess; I have a virgin ass.” I made sure to stand straight to keep the curve in my back as I walked—popping my bottom out as far as I could to present for him. I swayed my hips as much as possible as I walked, making my ass swing and jiggle. It was incredibly thrilling putting on a show in front of a real, live man. He reached his hand down and rubbed my fat cheeks and I gasped happily to encourage him, then he grasped the bottom of my shorts and tugged them all the way up my fat butt crack. They rested on the top of my ass like my underwear and my whole bottom was left hanging out naked except for a thin strip down my crack to cover my anus. He put his hand over my naked butt, cupping fat handfuls as I walked.

“That’s better,” he said. My cock had already grown throbbingly hard.

“I really like that, thanks. No one’s ever grabbed my bottom before or given me a wedgie like this. Having your hands on me feels really good,” I said, almost gasping with my arousal. His hands were rough and callused and felt incredible pressing and tugging my pale, soft flesh. He could see from my blush and my heaving chest that he was having an intense effect on me. We came to a few soccer fields and crossed them. I was incredibly aroused at the exhibition of my body and also terrified at being spotted but thankfully they were empty in the morning. We crossed back into the bigger woods on the other side and started going uphill into the forest.

“It’s not far,” I said. “Do you go here?”

“Maybe next year. My family has a beach house so I’m here for the summer. Do you go here?”

“I just graduated.”

“Do you often let freshmen fuck you?” he teased.

I blushed again and recoiled at how bold and open he was being about our plans. But I wanted to get to flirt with him. I looked back over my shoulder with a smile: “I guess I do when they know how to take what they want,” I said with an attempt at a sultry voice. It felt so good being teased and embarrassed by him.

“You like being teased, don’t you?”

“Yes. Very much,” I said breathlessly. “I think I would like anything you do to me.”

He brought his mouth up right behind my ear and neck, letting his breath wash over me as he spoke: “Look at this thick ass and thighs—and how you were running around and dressed. You’re practically begging to get fucked aren’t you? Have you ever anally masturbated before?”

I blushed and smiled. “I’ve fingered my bottom before—just with two fingers; it was really tight—and I spanked myself,” I confessed. “It felt really good, although it was disappointing having to do it to myself.”

“That’s really fucking hot,” he said. “Man, you’re a desperate, sexual slut, aren't you?”

“Yes.”

I led him off the trail and we walked another five minutes, talking casually about books and movies and island life. He was smart and quick and interesting. It almost felt like being on a date. His hand grasping my pale, fat ass radiated arousal through me continuously. We reached a little pine-needle lined clearing in the forest, about ten feet across. I’d found it wandering a few weeks ago. It seemed secluded and unfrequented by hikers but there was still a thrill of being naked and fucked there, where anyone could stumble across me.

He put his hand on my waist and spun me to face him as soon as we were in the clearing. “Fuck, I’m so turned on from squeezing your butt and watching you walk!”

“Really?” I said, happily.

“Really,” he assured me. “Do you even realize how hot you are?”

“Not really,” I said. I was smiling shyly. I’d never been given these types of complements or attention.

“Can I kiss you?”

I nodded, blushing and shy again. I was embarrassed by how timid I was being compared to him, even though I was older and should’ve been more experienced. He didn’t seem to care, though. He pulled me close to him, our bodies pressed together snugly, and his hands reached down and groped my exposed butt. I submissively clasped my arms behind my back—making it clear he could have his way with me—closed my eyes, and tilted my head up, and gently and firmly he pressed his lips to mine. I’d never been kissed by a boy before. He was really good at it, forcing my plump lips around with his own solid mouth, his tongue expertly exploring my mouth and intertwining with my own tongue.

“I’ve never been kissed by a man before,” I said shyly, and smiled. He smacked my bottom, pulled me in even closer to him, and kept kissing me. I felt so soft and vulnerable in his strong, firm arms. It was just so exciting to be touched by another person after being alone for so long. His hands roamed over me, grabbing and slapping my pale flesh. It felt incredible. “I love you feeling up my dirty, slutty body while we kiss!” I said passionately.

“Do you want to compare our cocks?” he said. “The bigger one gets to fuck the loser.”

I nodded eagerly, blushing with excitement. “Yeah, that would be so fucking hot.” We both already knew he was going to fuck me, but the extra humiliation of losing a contest and getting fucked because of my pathetic cock size was intensely arousing.

He released me and tugged his thick, enormous cock out of his pants. It was almost completely erect already. Mine, however, shrank as I hesitantly tugged it out, going limp as I exposed it. I felt an intense blush rush across my face and, strangely mortified, I tried to masturbate to get myself erect. It was embarrassing and awkward masturbating in front of him and my cock refused to respond. His stood throbbingly erect in front of me.

“Are you having trouble getting aroused?” he asked.

“Fuck, no, Brent—I’m so fucking aroused. I…I really like you grabbing my butt. And I like you kissing me. I think I’m just intimidated by you—my cock was hard before,” I blushed admitting it, but it was true; I was intimidated by his cock compared to mine. He watched me masturbate for a while; my face was burning with shame. I felt so emasculated not being able to get hard in front of him.

“This is so embarrassing,” I blurted out.

“I don’t need your cock to be hard for how I’m going to fuck you,” he said. “But don’t think this gets you out of the contest,” he teased. He tugged me close to him and lay his cock next to mine, clasping them together in his firm hand. I gasped at his firm, rough hand clasping around my shaft. My soft cock was pathetic next to his thick, hard, enormous, throbbing one. Even if I’d been erect his cock was nearly twice as large as mine—I was just under five inches at my biggest, and he looked to be nine inches, easily.

“Fuck you’re really big,” I muttered. He pushed my pathetic, limp cock around with his throbbingly erect one, squashing it and dominating it. “This is so humiliating. Fuck it’s so hot. I fucking love this, Brent.”

“Looks like you lose our contest. That butt’s mine,” he said, grabbing a handful of my fat ass.

“Well, it was yours anyway,” I said with a smile. He kissed me for that. Then he spun me around and bent me over against a tree at the edge of the clearing. I wrapped my arms around it, pressed my face against the wood, and kept my back arched to pop my butt out for him. He was feeling up my naked thighs and exposed bottom.

“Fuck I love that you shaved your legs and ass; that’s so slutty and hot,” he said. “You’ve never had anal sex before?”

“No, I’ve only been with a girl a few times, and never a guy. Anally I’m a virgin.” He pressed his naked cock against my exposed ass and ground into me and I let out a moan to show I liked it. He was insistent and forceful and quick. He pulled down my shorts then my underwear—peeling them over my ass then tugging them all the way off. I gasped a little at being exposed then bit my lip. He kissed me and dipped his fingers into my mouth and I sucked them. When they were covered in saliva he brought them down to my naked, smooth anus and rubbed it, coating my hole in my own spit. A man’s fingers are rubbing my naked asshole!

“You like humiliation and teasing?”

“Yes, I fucking love it—that’s so hot,” I said eagerly, a blush coming to my face.

He kissed me again, sweetly and tenderly. It was so strange kissing a boy. “Time to clean your dirty asshole, you slut,” he breathed into my ear.

“Yes, sir,” I said. I stayed pressed against the tree but I brought my hands back and tugged my fat buttocks apart, giving him a bullseye shot at my sphincter. He opened the water bottle he’d brought and slowly, gently pressed it into my ass until my sphincter opened to it and slipped around it. He pulled me away from the tree and pressed me down until I was on my knees and my face was pressed into the ground. My ass hung above the rest of my body, exposed in the air. He tilted the bottle up and squeezed it and water flowed into me. I gasped. The feeling was incredible. It rushed around my insides and pressed on every curve and crevice within me. The water was warm from sitting in his car. The pressure was intense. “This feels so good!”

He rubbed his hand over my fat, naked ass, shaking and spanking it from time to time. He emptied half the bottle into me then took it out. Water gushed down over my thighs, escaping my asshole before I clenched down. “Sorry!”

“It’s okay. What do you think?”

“It feels so good! It’s so much pressure. It’s really intense. I think…I’d really like to see what anal sex felt like with an enema inside of me.”

“We can make that happen.” He grabbed me by the hair and had me crawl to the edge of the clearing. “Expel,” he said, and I let the water gush out of my ass, moaning lewdly for him as I did. It felt so exciting to be slutty in front of him, and the water felt incredible rushing out of me. He led me back to the center of the clearing, pressed the bottle back into my hole, and emptied the second half into me.

“Fuck! It feels like you’re impregnating my ass!” I whined passionately. “It’s like my butt’s pregnant.” He reached his hand around and cupped my swollen-out stomach—just slightly bulging from how full my ass was.

“You are a dirty little slut, aren’t you?” he said, delighted. “I made a good choice stopping for you.” I was relishing finally getting to act like a little slut in front of someone instead of just in my own private fantasies. And he likes me doing it! I thought with a thrill. I decided to throw away and ignore all inhibition and embarrassment—I didn’t want to waste this experience. When he was finished filling me and tugged the bottle back out of me, I rolled over and lay on my back. I pulled my legs up near my head and spread them wide open. I felt sweaty and feverish from the strain of holding the water in me and my body and my asshole were trembling with effort. His eyes seemed to drink in my exposed body.

“Do you like this?” I said, trying my best to be sultry.

“Fuck yes. You’re beautiful.”

“You know how to compliment a girl. You know…anything you want is yours. You can do whatever you want with my body—touch anything you want…penetrate whatever you want. My bottom is completely yours to use…I…I really like you, I think. I want to give you my anal virginity.”

“You are so fucking hot,” he said ardently. He stripped out of his clothes until he only had his shoes on. His body was gorgeous—lithe, tanned, and rippled with muscle.

“Your body is incredible!” I blurted out cutely. “You’re so much hotter than I am—I can’t believe I get to have you pressed against me.”

“You have no idea how hot and slutty your fat, soft body is,” he said passionately, and laid down over me, pressing his body into mine and kissing me. His hard cock squashed against my pathetic small one and he made out with me passionately. “You want this dick in your butt?”

“Yes, please!”

“Beg for it.”

“Please put your big dick in my dainty little asshole! Please fuck my fat butt! It needs your dick! I want to be plundered by your thick cock! Ravish my dirty body! I’m a naughty little slut—I deserve anal punishment!”

“What a good whore,” he said, and pressed his cock against my asshole. It strained and I gasped and moaned. It hurt but I was intensely aroused, too. He strained against me but my sphincter was too tight. “We have to stretch your virgin bottom so I don’t hurt you too bad,” he said. He moved to my side and had me suck on his fingers again, then he buried his pointer finger in my ass. I leaned my head back and moaned.

“That feels incredible!” He slowly worked his finger in and out, then inserted his middle finger along with it. They were big and callused and they tugged and stretched my sphincter very pleasurably. He kept working them in and out, slowly and surely. As I became comfortable he started to go faster, watching my face carefully for pain or pleasure. Water squirted out as his fingers undulated in and out of me. It felt incredible and went on and on and on. Minutes passed with him finger-fucking my butt on the forest floor. Pleasure began radiating out from my bottom through my whole body. My cock was still limp but it was filled with intense pleasure, too, somehow.

“You like that—getting fingerbanged in your bottom?”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I squealed as his fingers slapped into me. I wriggled and trembled in pleasure. He shoved a third finger into me, stretching my anus taut around him. I was feeling pretty overwhelmed—like when you’re picked up by a wave and spun by it before slamming down, but I just kept on spinning. He reached down and pinched my nipples with his free hand through my sweat-soaked shirt, then he tugged my shirt up and ran his hand over my naked stomach down to my little patch of pubic hair. He tugged on it and teased at it, then cracked some spanks down over the naked backs of my thighs and my jiggly booty. “Oh…” What was his name again? “…Brent, this feels so good! I love getting spanked by you.” I looked at him with bright, wide eyes and smiled a genuine, earnest smile. It was scary letting myself be vulnerable and open with someone else, especially in such an embarrassing, vulnerable setting, but I didn’t care—I realized that I really liked him, there was a warmth in my heart beyond physical stimulation, and I wasn’t going to be the one to keep us at arm’s length.

He gazed into my eyes with his own vivid green ones and smiled back. A small but genuine smile. We both held there for a moment, relishing the delight of finding someone whose wants and desires were in perfect synchronicity with our own. He sunk his fingers in up to the knuckles, my mouth gaped open into a cute little “O” face, and he pressed his lips back over mine.

“MmmMmmm,” I moaned. “I think I’m ready to try your cock again.” All the dirty talk made me blush and cringe every time—even though we were alone in the woods and already doing dirty, sexual things—it still felt strange saying things so far outside of normal conversation. I was normally nervous and embarrassed just to watch this stuff alone in my room, much less have it done to me by a stranger I’d meet a half-hour before. “Um, should I maybe help you lube your cock? Maybe…I could use my mouth? I mean, I’m not good at blowjobs—I’ve never done one before…”

“You want to put your mouth on my cock?”

“Um, yes. I would love that.”

“Damn you are so cute. If you’re not very good we’ll have to let you practice a lot then, huh?”

I grinned. “Yeah, I guess so.”

He tugged his fingers out of me—leaving my hole just slightly gaped open—and stood up before me. Water rushed out of me until I managed to clench closed again. I got onto my knees and strained to keep my ass shut. It trembled, but I managed to keep the rest of the enema in me. I made sure to keep my back arched to give him a pleasing view of my booty as I worked. I can’t believe I’m going to put my mouth around a cock! It’s just so strange and unusual a thing to do—I might as well have been jumping off a high-dive for how hesitant I was. I’d been so culturally conditioned to not put my mouth on genitals, especially men’s genitals. It’s an act that goes against all social mores. But desire told me otherwise. Slowly, hesitantly, but with an eagerness coming up from deep inside, I leaned forward and delicately laid my full lips against his throbbing cock head. I’m doing it! My mouth is touching a cock! Oh my gosh! Once I’d made first contact a gate in me broke down and desire flooded through to drive my actions.

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

His answer was to push me gently onto my back and spread my legs up and wide apart. “If you kept doing that was I was going to fucking explode in your mouth; I need to fuck you, now. You’re so fucking hot and perfect.”

I gave him a shy smile. “Please do it! Please Fuck me!” I begged, eager and delighted. He moved between my legs and slowly, surely pressed his bulging cock head against my naked sphincter. I moaned and wriggled a little. His cock slid away and he repositioned it. I was still really tight, and the pressure felt nearly overwhelming. “You alright?”

“Yes! Keep going!” I urged. My heart was already racing and I sucked in rapid gasps, trying to breath through the pain. Bit by bit my anus stretched over him and pain turned to warm pleasure. Finally he popped into me and my butt slid over the ridge of his cock head. “OoooOooo!” I moaned. I was flushed with arousal and pouring off sweat.

“Does it hurt?”

“It hurts but it feels so good! Don’t stop—I want it!” He kissed me and we made out as he continued to press into me. It felt incredible being penetrated with the enema still filling my anus. His hard, solid cock combined with how the water filled every fold of my insides was a strange and wonderful combination. His cock stirred the water around in me. We took it really, really slow. We occupied ourselves by passionately and inventively making out, experimenting with all the ways we wanted to kiss each other and explore each other’s mouths. After perhaps a quarter hour he finally bottomed out in me. His patch of pubic hair above his cock was teasing and tickling my stretched anus. His testicles rested against my bottom. I looked at him, almost in shock, my mouth hanging open in an “O” again.

“You have nine inches of thick cock buried in your fat bubble butt. How does that feel, Ash?”

“It’s so full! So much pressure! I fucking love it,” it was getting pretty hard to talk and think.

“Good girl. Your bottom is so tight and warm fat. It feels really fucking good being stuffed inside of you. I’m going to pound your ass so good.” He slowly rolled his hips and tugged his cock back out of me, until just his head was inside, then he pressed back in. He fucked me with long, slow strokes. My heart was hammering in my chest. I really felt feverish and overwhelmed—the trees and sky were spinning above me. I was vividly awake and also dizzy. My curvaceous body was slicked with sweat. He began to pick up his tempo just slightly. With each stroke his cock head pummeled my virgin, untouched prostate; my anal g-spot.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned sweetly. I was still, strangely, really intimidated by being naked in front of him and his massive cock, but the pleasure was so intense in my butt that even my timid cock started to get erect again. Intense pleasure was flooding my body and only increasing as my fucking went on. He started to move even more rapidly, his balls smacking against me, his thighs and stomach slapping into my bottom and the naked backs of my own thighs. Wet sex noises filled the clearing. His fat cock pushed into my soft, open asshole again and again and it felt so incredibly good.

It was a very different kind of pleasure than cock masturbation. Even at the very beginning it felt pretty good, but as it continued it started to feel more and more incredible. It came from the fact that I was being stretched, and that I was being opened wide by his cock then closing again after him as he pulled out, then being opened back up again. For some reason it just felt incredible. Just having him inside of me, stuffing my bottom over-full, felt incredible, really. One stroke felt incredible. The fact that he could pummel in and out of me repeatedly for minutes on end was absolutely mind blowing. It was crazy to me that such pleasure was possible.

I felt like I was melting with ecstasy. Our bodies were slicked with sweat and sliding pleasurably against each other. His hard muscles pressed into my soft curves. I heard a slutty, girly moaning through the haze of dreamy arousal drenching my mind and, slowly, I realized it was coming from me. I’d lost all pretense and defense against him and given myself over completely. “Your bottom feels incredible on my cock,” he whispered into my ear, then sucked at my neck, making me moan even more.

“My body wants you—it wants you inside my asshole!” I moaned lewdly. I kept my legs back and spread wide apart to give him a straight target to hammer with his cock and to let my butt gape open when he pulled out. I kept my arms stretched submissively above my head. He sat back on his knees and kept pummelling me as he took my shirt and shredded it open. I let out a shocked, cute gasp, like some heroine out of a bodice ripper. He tore it all the way off of me and wrapped his mouth around my nipples, sucking and licking and nibbling them. “Fuck that feels really good!” He pinned my hands where they were above me and moved his mouth to my naked, shaved, exposed armpits. He licked them up and down with his rough tongue then kissed and sucked at them. “Oh fuck!” I gasped, surprised and unexpectedly stimulated. “That feels so fucking good!”

“Your body feels good, you perfect, fat whore,” from the way my body responded and eyes lit up he could already tell that I liked being demeaned and humiliated, and I did. I loved being called names and I could tell he was doing it to increase my pleasure.

I was lost in him probing my ass until a twig snappedright at the edge of the clearing. A woman was standing staring with wide eyes; her mouth dropped open when we both looked over at her. She was gorgeous: tall, buxom, and absolutely voluptuous. She was thick in all the right ways. Her shirt looked like it was straining to keep her breasts contained, and her jeans strained to stretch over her generous bottom and thighs. Beautiful auburn hair tumbled in locks down to her breasts. Her features were delicate and lovely, topped off by a cute button nose and bright green eyes. She was wearing faded, high waisted jeans; a tight blue top; and blue and yellow track shoes.

I gasped, turned my head away from her, and clapped my hands over my face. We all just paused for a moment, breathing in the silent clearing. I was mortified and I could feel a blush spreading across my whole body. She looked young but I was terrified she was some type of trail monitor or university official and we were going to have to hear a long, unbearable lecture about public indecency and other things. Then she spoke and I was able to relax a little. “Oh fuck!” she finally managed to gasp out. “I’m so fucking sorry—I didn’t mean to snoop—”

“Yes you did,” Brent said in a teasing tone.

“It’s just so fucking hot…you’re banging the shit out of her!—or, him, I guess.” I peeked at her through my fingers and saw she was flushed with arousal. What are the chances of not finding a prude or someone on a power trip? I thought with relief. I hope she’s not crazy. Brent’s cock was still buried and throbbing in my bottom. “Can…can I watch you fuck?” She had a gorgeous, throaty voice.

“With that body, you can do whatever you like,” Brent said. “What, are you a freshman here?”

“No,” she said, slightly embarrassed, “I’m an adjunct psychology professor. I’m twenty four.”

“Do you promise not to tell anyone anything about this?” I asked.

“Yes, I swear. Not a word to anyone!” I hesitantly took my hands away from my face. Her eyes went a little wider. “Hey, I know you—you took my Psych 301 class last year. I…um…failed you out mid-semester.” She had, I remembered all of a sudden. I hadn’t recognized her in a different context. In the class she had been buried under large, frumpy outfits and big glasses, and her hair had always been done up in a bun. We’d had a discussion about my grades that had turned into a huge argument in her office and she’d kicked me out of the class—though I was going to flunk out anyway. I was terrified at being recognized now.

“Please don’t tell anyone!” I begged.

“I won’t, not a word! I had no idea that—you’re so hot. You’re body is incredible.”

“Do you want to join in?” Brent said.

“No, I couldn’t. I’ll really just watch, if you don’t mind.”

“That’s fine, on one condition: you have to touch yourself. You can rub yourself over your pants, but you have to do that.”

She blushed and bit her lip, then said, “That’s so fucking hot. Yes, okay.”

He turned back to me and tugged his cock out of my butt, leaving me gaping open needily. “You want to keep getting fucked?”

I wanted to say “no”; I was incredibly nervous and self conscious about having an audience. But my ass and cock were desperately throbbing and I felt an intense need for explosion and release. I didn’t think I could bear walking back home with that feeling in my ass unsatisfied, and now that I’d taken a cock, solo masturbation just seemed completely unsatisfying. Plus, deep inside I was very, very turned on by this gorgeous girl watching my shame and sexual humiliation. I nodded my head vigorously in response to his question. “Please pound my butt! Please put it back in!”

“Good girl,” he said. He lay on top of me and rolled us over, so I was on top of him and my fat thighs were straddling his waist. He lined up his cock with my asshole and I worked myself backwards onto his dick. It felt so good going back in. “Give me your hands,” he said, and pinned my arms behind my back, leaving me completely vulnerable to his cock. He held me tightly against his chest and started to roll his cock in and out of me with his hips. He quickly got up to a steady, continuous, intense pace. His stamina was incredible. It felt so good being pressed against his warm, muscular body. I was quickly sweating and trembling again.

I looked over and saw the girl; she was sitting with her back against a tree, masturbating passionately over her jeans. Her face was flushed and her eyes roved over my curvaceous body. “Can I take pictures to masturbate to later?” she asked. Brent said yes and I tried to protest but he spanked me and then choked me a little bit with a firm hand around my throat.

“Now, if you didn’t want pictures taken of you, you shouldn’t have been a huge slut, now should you?”

“No, Brent. No, sir,” I acquiesced. She quickly had her phone out and snapped pictures of my fat, naked ass getting fucked.

“You can slap that butt if you want,” he told the girl. “Come on—grab a handful.”

“Really?” she said, excited and hesitant. But she didn’t need to be told again. She crawled over to us on her hands and knees and admired my jiggling ass as it got pounded by that thick cock. She tentatively laid a warm hand on the expanse of my pale butt. I let out a little extra moan. She grabbed a big handful and tugged it around. “Fuck, he’s so hot,” she breathed out. She raised her hand and cracked a spank down on my bottom, then rubbed it in thoroughly. It felt really good, and it was so humiliating and so hot being spanked by a gorgeous girl while I was being butt fucked. My own pathetic cock was throbbing and erect by now. She cracked another slap down on my bottom and rubbed it in. I let out another extra moan. “You like that, don’t you, you slut?” she teased, hot arousal in her voice.

“Oh fuck yes,” I moaned sweetly. She began spanking me rhythmically as I was fucked; rubbing and slapping and squeezing; turning my pale bottom red with outlines of her hand. Brent’s cock was absolutely pummeling my hole now, too. The sound of flesh slapping against wet flesh filled the clearing again. The warmth in my ass was spreading through me again, filling my whole body with ecstasy. I felt like I was going to burst and explode. I hadn’t known it was possible for a body to feel so much pleasure. I whispered sweetly into Brent’s ear. “I can’t take it anymore, Brent, I’m going to explode on your cock.”

“Cum, you fucking slut. Cum—let it go,” he said, rubbing his big, rough hands over my slick, nubile body and holding me tight against him. I flailed my fat bottom up and down on his cock, desperately helping him fuck my asshole to orgasm.

My face furrowed with overwhelmed pleasure. The girl kept spanking and rubbing my sweaty butt and thighs. “You’re making me cum from my ass!” I said, in shock that it was actually happening, and an orgasmic wave burst from my anus and crashed through me. I gasped and sobbed and hot cum squirted out of my cock across our stomachs. I tugged my arm free of Brent’s grasp, reached behind me down to his cock, and masturbated the bottom part of the shaft furiously.

“Fuck!” he said. “Good girl, baby—yeah, just like that.” I masturbated him hard, most of his cock still buried in my ass, and I made cute little gasping sounds in his ear. The girl had collapsed next to us, masturbating furiously, and her body writhed and tensed, then orgasm rushed through her. I clenched my butt around his cock—clench and release, massaging him as I masturbated the base of his shaft, and then I felt his cock spasm and expand, and warm cum gushed into my anus. The wave of my own orgasm was still coursing within me and we kissed and made out passionately as our orgasms crashed through us. The pleasure went on a long, long time. Finally I collapsed again his chest, going completely limp. We were all silent and still for a long time.

The girl eventually got up and appreciatively massaged my wet, sweaty bottom. “I love having your cock in my booty,” I whispered dirtily to Brent.

“I really like fucking you,” he said, and pressed his lips to mine, sealing the comment with a kiss. I giggled sweetly and smiled at him.

“That was so fucking hot,” the girl moaned.

“I want to see you again,” Brent said.

My eyes lit up and I smiled shyly. “I want to see you again! I was worried you wouldn’t ask.”

“How could I fucking resist,” he said, moving his hands down to my ample butt. “Your body is perfect, and you’re a perfect, dirty little fuck slut.”

“I want to be your little whore; you’re anal fuck pig; your little slave!”

“I’m going to make you all of that,” he said, kissing me again as his hands roved over me. “And my girlfriend.”

I paused and smiled again. “You want me to be your girlfriend?” I said happily.

“Do you not want that?” he teased.

“I want it terribly badly! I never thought I would meet someone like you. I want to get to have sex with you everyday.” Word spilled out of me, truthful and unmoderated.

“Fuck, you’re so hot, Ash. You’re such a sexy, cute girl,” I sat up, grinning, and stayed straddled over his crotch with my fat thighs. His half erect cock was still plugging my anus and I ground my thick ass around on it, teasing and stimulating him as we came down from orgasm.

“Make out with each other,” he said to me and the girl. She came closer to me on her knees.

“Is that alright with you?” I asked.

“Fuck yes,” she said. “You’re so fucking cute,” and we eagerly pressed our mouths together. Her mouth was softer and more submissive than Brent’s, though more dominant than mine. It felt really nice kissing her. Her hands came out and groped my body, running over my waist and lower back and chest, squeezing my booty and pinching my pert nipples. “Your nipples are so hard and aroused,” she moaned. I reached out and pulled her closer to me. She’s so gorgeous and I can touch her wherever I want! I thought with glee. I squeezed her large breasts, ran my hands over his slim waist and back, and groped her enormous ass and thick thighs.

“You’re so fucking hot,” I gasped.

“So are you!” she moaned back. Brent’s cock finally popped out of my ass. He tugged my fat buttocks apart and I reached back, felt my hole, and gasped. I was gaping wide open, very shamefully. I could easily stick my fingers past my sphincter without touching the edges of my ass. It stretched open in a sort of slutty triangle.

“Your cock destroyed my ass! I feel so naughty!” I said, flushed and smiling at him. I could feel warm cum slowly oozing out of me and running down my taint to my balls.

“Why don’t you feed him my cum out of his butt,” he told the girl.

“That’s so dirty!” she said, but, tentatively, she reached her delicate hand back to my opening. I felt her fingers firmly rub up my taint and back to my gaping ass, collecting the cum. She had a puddle of it in her hand and she brought it to my mouth. I felt so filthy and revolted but I couldn’t resist the eroticism of it. I pressed my mouth to her palm and slurped up my boyfriend’s cum. She reached back and dipped her fingers into my anus, then brought them up again. I sucked them clean.

She brought her hand back and pressed her palm to the lower edge of my gaping sphincter. “Expel, baby,” she said. I moaned sweetly and strained with effort, and more cum oozed out of my sloppy hole. She fed me again and again until I had swallowed all of his cum, leaving my asshole only sticky with a sheen of it. She rubbed her hands over his hard abs, then my smooth, flat stomach, collecting my cum and feeding it to me, too. Then, slowly, hesitantly, she pressed her lips to mine, tasting my slutty mouth. She licked over my lips and the outside of my mouth, too, cleaning it up. “Fuck that’s hot,” she moaned.

Brent pulled me down and kissed me again, then ran his hand over my body a final time. He patted my ass and I swung my fat thigh off of him. He sat up and we kept making out, like two young lovers, struggling to pull away from each other. Finally we did.

“I’m Brent, by the way,” he said to the girl.

“I’m Miranda,” she said.

“I’m Ash,” I said.

“I’ve never done anything like this,” she said.

“Me neither,” I admitted. “I literally just met him on the road like an hour ago. I was just out for a jog.”

“That’s so hot,” she said. “You have a really, really girly body. It was really hot seeing you get fucked like that. You’re just so naturally submissive and slutty. I mean that in a good way—because I really like it.”

I smiled. “You’re really cool. I’m sorry I picked a fight with you last year.”

“I’m sorry I gave you bad grades—if I’d taken a second to notice that body you would’ve gotten…very special treatment.” She fished a pen out of her pocket and wrote her number down on Brent’s hand. “That’s my number, and my office is three thirty-seven B in the psychology building, if you ever want to…stop by.”

Brent took the pen from her and wrote his own number down in big letters across my stomach. “Um, I hope I’ll see you around,” Miranda said, and turned back to the trail. She turned back at the edge of the clearing and ran over to me for one more kiss. Brent grabbed her ass as we kissed and massaged it, running his hand down to between her legs and squeezing and rubbing her pussy through her jeans. “Fuck,” she moaned in pleasure, then finally turned away. “I’ll be waiting for you to look me up!” she called as she disappeared back towards the trail.

Brent pulled me close and kissed me. We made out for a minute or two. “You need a ride?” he asked.

“No. But I’d like one.” He got dressed and I tugged my little shorts and underwear back up over my gaping, sticky bottom. My shirt was shredded beyond use. I followed him back out of the woods, my pert, cute nipples exposed to the world. I brushed the dirt off my naked thighs and legs and stepped into his car. He drove confidently and very fast, and he knew the area well—I only need to tell him my address and he knew the way without further directions.

“I really would like to see you again,” he said.

“I’d like to see you, too. Really. So bad.” I put my number into his phone and for my contact picture I unclipped my seat belt, turned around in the seat, knelt on my knees, pulled my shorts and underwear down, and snapped a shot of my naked, sweaty bottom. “So you don’t forget about me,” I said cutely.

“Ha. ‘Forget.’ I know where you live now. You’ll be lucky if I don’t climb in your window and fuck you all night.”

“Fuck, don’t tease me!” I whined.

“Do you live with your family?”

“I live with my stepdad right now.”

“I’d like to see you tomorrow. Are you free?”

“Yes. Absolutely.” My heart raced in excitement. He actually likes me!

“Do you have any panties or girly clothes?”

“Um, no. I’ve always been too embarrassed to get them.”

“Well, you’re my girlfriend now, and I expect you to dress to please me. Do you understand?” He knew already that I loved being ordered around.

“Yes, sir,” I said with delight.

“Good girl. I’m going to take you to a lingerie store and a few other spots to go shopping. I’m going to buy you a lot of new clothes that I want you to wear for me.”

“I don’t have a lot of money…I’m not sure if I can pay you back.”

“You don’t have to. It’s all on me. I own that bottom now. I’m going to pay to dress it up slutty like it should be. You can pay me back by working your butt on my cock.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, smiling at him cutely. “You better buy me a lot of stuff, then—so I have to work very, very hard to repay you.”

Over the next weeks I would get dressed up, evaluated, and humiliated at the lingerie store; get arrested by mall security in nothing but panties, heels, and a bralette—and get treated very lewdly; have a shameful encounter with my stepfather; meet Brent’s stepfather and stepmother for dinner and get treated like their slut; and start a passionate three way relationship with Brent and the voluptuous, lascivious Miranda.

Brent’s car roared up and stopped outside of me house. I leaned over and kissed him sweetly. “Thanks for the ride,” I said, and stepped out of the car. I tugged my shorts up so half my ass was hanging out and rolled the top down, so I only had a very skimpy amount of fabric covering my pale flesh. My spanked booty was still red with hand prints. I started to walk away, then I turned back and cutely ran around his car to the driver’s side, leaned in, and girlishly kissed him for the whole neighborhood to see, if they were looking. His tongue pressed into my mouth and he groped my naked, wet, pert nipples. We kissed for a long time until I finally pulled away. “Promise you’ll come back—I want to get fucked by you again so bad. I need your big cock in my butt!”

“I promise,” he said. I kept my back arched and my bottom popped out and jiggling for him, and he watched me walk across my lawn and all the way back to my door. I spent the rest of the day passionately fantasizing about my new boyfriend and the intense, erotic trials ahead of me.

END
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Feminized by a Futa: Defeated, Sissified, and Taken by My Secret Crush

“I’m being beaten, feminized, humiliated, and anally ravished by my secret, nubile futa crush! I’m trying to resist—it’s so unbearably shameful—but my body craves her mean treatment! I don’t think I can hold back anymore—it feels like she’s going to make me explode with cum!…”

Hayley Parker arrives in Japan to teach English and immediately clashes with the gorgeous Ayame Yamamoto. She disrespects his authority and when Hayley tries to discipline her she humiliates him in front of everyone.

Hayley decides to confront Ayame once and for all but when he goes to the voluptuous girl’s house he doesn’t realize until too late that she’s led him into a trap.

When he won't give in to her dark desires she’s more than willing to beat him into submission in order to control his curvaceous, feminine body and embarrassingly large, sissy bottom.

Will Hayley be able to turn the tables on the disobedient Ayame or will she strip him, humiliate him, and intensely butt fuck him with her throbbing, thick futa cock? Will Hayley actually be shamefully defeated by a girl and used by her in every way possible?

Ayame is intent on taking him, pounding his fat, sissy ass; filling him with her hot, sticky cum; and making him her submissive little sex-pet girlfriend.

A 9,500 word, dirty, intense, passionate futa-on-male story featuring feminization, BDSM, domination, submission, spanking, enemas, bondage, anal and much, much more.

[image: ]

…I collapse onto the shower floor, my cock, thighs, stomach, and nipples pressing into the warm, wet rock. She lays on me and her body presses into mine. It feels incredible—having the weight of this warm, wet, nubile, curvaceous girl pressing against me. She wraps her arms around me and pulls us as close as we can be. She moans in pleasure next to my ear, nibbles at my earlobe, kisses my neck, then turns my face and kisses my lips again and again and again.

…I collapse onto the shower floor, my cock, thighs, stomach, and nipples pressing into the warm, wet rock. She lays on me and her body presses into mine. It feels incredible—having the weight of this warm, wet, nubile, curvaceous girl pressing against me. She wraps her arms around me and pulls us as close as we can be. She moans in pleasure next to my ear, nibbles at my earlobe, kisses my neck, then turns my face and kisses my lips again and again and again.

I open myself to her. Kiss her back. My body responds to her rough fucking without me thinking. I arch my back beneath her, popping my bottom up and opening my wet, shaved hole to her completely. She rolls her hips and pistons in and out of me. Her thighs and stomach slap against my enormous, fat butt, filling the serene yard with the wet, lewd noises of our copulation.

“I’m going to breed your asshole. I’m going to impregnate you there with my hot, sticky, futa cum!” she gasps passionately into my ear. “Fucking admit you love it!” She drives her cock all the way into me and bottoms out against my stretched hole. Her cock reaches places that I’ve never even felt inside myself before. She goes so deep inside of me…
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Cuckolded by a Futa: Interracial Humiliation, Sissification, and BDSM

A dominant futanari. A potent, black alpha-male. A gorgeous, fertile woman and a voluptuous sissy trapped between them. What shameful passions will arise?

Hayley gets defeated, feminized, and ravished by the beautiful, nubile futanari, Ayame. But she isn’t done with him there. She threatens to release all the pictures she took—her enormous cock pounding Hayley’s fat, pale bottom—if Hayley’s girlfriend, Vivian, doesn’t submit to her, too! What dirty things will she do to them in her secluded, woodland home?

Ayame’s muscled, alpha-male bull, Xavier, wants to use Hayley and Vivian’s pale, curvaceous bodies, too. Ayame plans on dressing Hayley and Vivian in scandalous lingerie and cute little outfits and bringing them to Xavier’s opulent penthouse.

Will Vivian resist or will she give in to Ayame, just like Hayley did? Will Ayame and Xavier actually cum deep in Vivian’s wet, aroused pussy, impregnating her? Will Hayley actually be shamefully feminized and cuckolded? Xavier couldn’t actually want to fuck Hayley’s bottom as well, could he? Will Hayley actually submit and let himself be passionately ravished by another man?

A brief, intense, filthy 6,500 word short story featuring futa-on-female, futa-on-male, feminization, BDSM, domination, submission, interracial cuckolding, enemas, fisting, anal, bondage and much more. This is the second book in a series, following Feminized by a Futa, but it can be read on its own as a stand alone.
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…Vivian is trembling in his arms. I can see up her tiny skirt. Her panties are soaking wet. His hands rove over her body, exploring and probing and massaging her. My cock gets throbbingly erect in my own little pink panties as I watch this powerful man claim my girlfriend in front of me.

Ayame reaches between Vivian’s legs and rubs her as Xavier, his hands on her hips, grinds her against the large bulge in his pants. Vivian gasps and trembles in pleasure.

I feel deeply ashamed but so aroused at the same time. I want to touch my throbbing length but I'm too embarrassed to. Xavier seems to sense it. "On your knees, pull up that little skirt, and tug those panties to the side. I want to see your shameful, aroused little cock." I do it. "Now clasp your arms behind your back. All you get to do is watch while I take your sexy little girlfriend here and pound her like she needs."

Shame and anger flood through me but I obey him. I don't know why, but being defeated and humiliated by this man intensely turns me on. It all happens so quickly. He reaches down and tugs her sopping wet panties to the side.

"Tell me what you want, baby."

She's too turned on, too overwhelmed by his power. There's that primordial something about him that strips away the conventions imposed by modern society. "Take me, please take me," moans my girlfriend…
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Transformed by a Futa: Defeated, Sissified, and Taken

“I’m trying to resist my mean futanari bully—but why do I secretly yearn for her cruel, rough treatment? It’s so shameful!”

Hayley has already been shamefully defeated, feminized, and butt fucked by Ayame, his gorgeous futanari rival. Then she cuckolded him when she and her hulking, black paramour, Xavier, took Hayley and his girlfriend and double penetrated them one after the other. Hayley’s girlfriend, to his humiliation, broke up with him and gave herself over to the potent Xavier to be his sexual pet and slave.

Now Hayley’s determined to get his revenge. He enters into a passionate fight with Ayame in the university gym, wrestling in an intense contest where everyone will be able to see the disgraceful defeat of the loser.

Will Hayley get the upper hand and fuck the nubile, voluptuous futanari in all her holes? Could Ayame be gangbanged and bukkaked right there in the filthy gym showers until she’s overflowing with cum? Even if he does win, will he able to resist his deep, secret yearning for having his gorgeous, pale ass pounded hard by Ayame’s enormous, throbbing futa cock?

Even more embarrassing, Ayame ravishing him and filling him with cum seems to have started feminizing Hayley’s already curvaceous, womanly body. Just how feminine will Hayley become? Could he be transformed entirely? Could he submit and be impregnated by his nubile futa lover? How shameful!

An 8,000 word story featuring sissification, feminization, intense male-on-futa and futa-on-male passion, spanking, bukkake, gangbangs, anal, fisting, transformation, impregnation, and more! This is the third book in a series, following Feminized by a Futa and Cuckolded by a Futa, but it can be read on its own as a stand alone.
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…I lift up a trembling hand and knock on Ayame’s door. Nothing happens. Five minutes pass.

This is so stupid. What the hell am I doing here?

And then she opens the door. She’s gorgeous in the early afternoon sun. Her hair is messy and undone. She’s wearing a loose white t-shirt and boy-short panties. She looks at me and only says, “Why?”

“I…I don’t know.” And it’s the truth. I don’t know why I’m doing this beyond that fact that I’m simply in love with Ayame. “I think I’ve been in love with you since the first day I saw you in class. I think…I think I’ve always wanted to be submissive to someone, but I never admitted it, and that made me resist you even more. I…I want you to own me, possess me, fuck—”

And she cuts me off, tugging me forward by my wrist and pulling me into a passionate kiss.

“Shut the fuck up and take that cute little dress off.”

I drop the backpack inside her door, I lift the dress from the hem and tug it over my head. She grabs it, throws it outside, and closes the door. "You're not going to fucking need any more clothes than that cute, slutty little lingerie. You fucking know that you're staying here for the next two weeks, right?"

“Yes,” I say passionately. “That’s exactly what I fucking want.” She presses me back against the door and kisses me passionately, her hands groping my naked body and spanking my exposed bottom. It’s gotten really big and fat from being fed her futanari cum.

“Is this ass hungry? Does it want to swallow some long, thick, anaconda cock?”

“Yes.”

“You want me to feed this fat little booty more futanari cum?”

I’m blushing and I feel feverish with passion. “Oh, fuck yes Ayame!”

She bites and sucks my neck then returns to my lips. My legs are trembling so hard I can barely stand.

“I’m going to butt fuck you until you have a pussy. I’m going to turn you into a girl by fucking your submissive ass and filling you with my thick, futa cum. Do you understand that, slut? You’re going to be completely emasculated by me. Then I’m going to fucking claim that new pussy and impregnate you. I’m going to fill your virgin womb with my futanari seed and make you mine!”

She growls it in her sultry, sexy voice right up against my ear. The words tumble out of her in a passionate stream. She tears off her own clothes and is standing naked before me in moments, dominantly displaying her body without shame. Her big cock is throbbing because of me and she tugs my panties aside, letting my submissive dick pop out. She pushes my cock around with her bigger, dominant one, slapping and kneading my cock and balls with her heavy length.

She lifts me into her arms and I moan in excitement and wrap my arms around her neck—her little princess to be carried away and ravished. “I beat you all along—how shameful for you. Your submissive bottom had lost to me from the first time I fucked you. You just can’t resist the cravings for my cock, can you?”

“No, no I can’t. I fucking love it!” I nearly sob in ecstasy.

“Does this fat, pale, slutty ass crave my cock and cum? Is your asshole addicted to my cum?”

“Yes. My naughty, slut ass wants your cum inside of it so badly!”

“What a naughty, fat little bottom.”

She carries me through her house and out into her backyard. I don’t care who sees us now. It could be the whole world for how concerned I am with it. It feels like it’s been so long since Ayame has filled that want inside of me. I just want to be completed by her—by her cock in my bottom…
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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.
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…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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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.
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…‌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…‌
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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.
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…‌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…‌
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