

Seated at a table in his favorite coffee shop, Jimmy, a young man barely 18 could easily be mistaken for a younger student. His first semester at college was ending, and he reveled in the freedom of being his true self. Coming from a small town in Kansas where he felt suffocated, Jimmy, always slender and delicately built, found solace in his art and daydreams rather than in sports or with other boys.

Now living in the big city for school, Jimmy embraced his true identity with a newfound girlish flair during the Christmas break. Leaving behind the constraints of his past, he relished in the freedom to express himself. His once-short hair now cascaded longer, and he didn't shy away from applying lip gloss when the mood struck. Wearing more gender-neutral, pastel-colored attire, Jimmy was still in the process of exploring his identity, not yet totally femme.

Jimmy's mind wandered and he giggled as he stared at his laptop screen, leisurely sipping a hot pumpkin spice latte, cherishing the thrill of wearing pink panties beneath his street clothes.

Erik, known as Mr. Jones, by his students, was making his way back from shopping when he decided to stop for a cup of coffee. Recently divorced and a professor at the local college, Erik's marriage had succumbed to the typical boredom of a long-term relationship. In the process of self-discovery, he found himself increasingly drawn to more feminine men.

To his pleasant surprise, Erik spotted Jimmy in the coffee shop, a charming young man who never failed to catch his eye. Being aware of the usual exodus of students heading home for the holidays, Erik wondered why JImmy was still here.

After getting his coffee, Erik approached Jimmy's table, observing the boy's adorable cute face absorbed in his own thoughts. "Hey Jimmy," Erik said with a friendly smile. "I thought you'd be back home by now. Why are you still in town?"

Startled, Jimmy glanced up, his eyes widening at the unexpected sight of Mr. Jones standing before him. "Oh, uh, hi, M-M-Mr. Jones. There's not really any reason for me to go home—I'm happy staying here," he stammered, a hint of his childhood stutter resurfacing. Mr. Jones seemed to have a peculiar effect on him, evoking a sense of vulnerability that Jimmy hadn't experienced since he was a little boy.

While Erik generally encouraged others to address him by his first name, he found amusement in Jimmy's submissive demeanor and decided to test its limits. Lately, Erik had been indulging in fantasies involving Jimmy and other young, submissive men. With a mischievous glint in his eye, he suggested, "How about addressing me as 'Sir' instead of Mr. Jones, Jimmy?"

A faint blush tinted Jimmy's cheeks as he responded, "Yes, sir," his gaze fixed on Erik with those large, captivating light blue eyes. The shy acknowledgment excited Erik, hinting at a growing connection between them. A tension hung in the air, a new dynamic developing, adding an intriguing layer to their interaction.

Sitting down at the table without waiting for an invitation, Erik observed that it was a shame for Jimmy to spend the holidays alone. "Why don't you join me at my place for a while?" he suggested, adding, "We can enjoy our coffee and have a chat." Jimmy, filled with excitement and eagerness, readily agreed, and soon they were heading out the door.

Erik courteously held the car door open for Jimmy, who continued to address Erik as 'sir' during the drive. Upon their arrival, Erik adopted a commanding tone, directing Jimmy to retrieve the shopping bags from the trunk and follow him. Jimmy blushed once again but complied with the instruction. The thrill of being spoken to and treated like a girl overwhelmed him with excitement, a fluttering sensation building in his belly. Erik was thrilled with the way this was progressing.

Stepping into the apartment, Erik held the door open, guiding Jimmy inside with a firm hand on the small of his back. Erik loved the sight of Jimmy's slender figure, particularly the view of his tiny firm ass. The striking contrast between them only heightened Erik's appreciation, with his tall and muscular body compared against Jimmy's petite 5-foot height.

Motioning towards the living area, Erik said, "Make yourself at home, Jimmy." Seated in the living room, Erik sat right beside Jimmy on the couch, presenting him with a tumbler of whiskey over ice. "Happy holidays, Jimmy. Take a sip and relax,"

Erik's encouragement carried a strong and authoritative tone as he placed his hand on Jimmy's knees. "You understand why I invited you over, don't you?" he inquired, his demeanor taking on a more serious note.

Jimmy felt his heart racing and his breathing was getting deep, almost a moan. He couldn’t help it as he looked into Eriks eyes and he felt so excited. Jimmy could feel his little cock getting hard and he knew he wanted this. His fantasy about being with a real man was coming true. Erik was excited too and he wasn’t going to pass up the chance to have this toy for himself. Erik leaned in and kissed Jimmy. Pushing Jimmy back into the couch as he held his head in his hands. Erik pushed his tongue into Jimmy's wet mouth as they kissed.

Erik gazed deeply into Jimmy's eyes. "You desire this, don't you, Jimmy?" his tone carried a subtle menace.

"Yes," Jimmy replied eagerly, almost a whisper.

"Yes what?" Erik pressed, his voice taking on a more menacing quality as he held Jimmy's chin firmly in his hand.

"Yes, sir," Jimmy responded, a hint of apology in his voice. "Sorry, sir."

Erik was rock hard and couldn't hide his excitement. His cock visible in his tight jeans. Jimmy's answer had shown him that he had found the ideal submissive.

Erik commanded “Get up and strip, then get on your knees girl.”

Jimmy found himself stuttering again as he did as he was told. “Y-Y-Yes sir.”
Peeling off his clothes to reveal his pink panties.


Erik loved the panties on Jimmy, it was a nice surprise.
“Leave those on sissy, and get on your knees. I have a treat for you.” 

Following Erik's instructions, Jimmy obediently found himself face to face with Erik's throbbing cock. The stark contrast between their sizes was unmistakable—Erik's impressive member, 7 inches when fully erect, stood as a testament to its masculinity, complete with full, cum-filled balls. In contrast, Jimmy's tiny 4-inch clitty barely extended beyond his panties, accompanied by miniature marbles that could never be called manly.

"Now, Jimmy," Erik spoke with a commanding tone, "tell me why you're down there."

“Um, to suck your cock sir?” Making it more of a question than a statement.
 

"That's a good start, Jimmy," Erik acknowledged, his voice carrying an air of authority. "But I want you to beg to suck it, and I expect your plea to be earnest. Never ask me for anything. If you want it, you better beg. Do you understand me?" The firmness in Erik's voice setting clear expectations for Jimmy's role in their unfolding relationship.

Jimmy's breath hitched, a mix of nervousness and anticipation coursing through him. He looked up at Erik like a puppy. "Yes, sir," he replied, his voice slightly shaky but laced with a genuine desire to comply. A sense of vulnerability mingled with the excitement as Jimmy understood the dynamics unfolding, knowing that his role was to submit, to beg earnestly for what Erik desired.

"Please let me suck your cock, sir," Jimmy pleaded. "Pretty please."

As Jimmy knelt there, his gloss coated lips lightly parted, Erik pressed forward. His swollen cockhead entered Jimmy's wet, warm mouth. As Erik watched from above, Jimmy realized that Erik's cock seemed to fit perfectly in his mouth. It dawned on him that he might have been born for this.

"Well, what are you waiting for?" Erik demanded. "Get busy, girl."

Jimmy got to work, imitating the girls he had seen in adult films. He bobbed his head, creating a mess of slobber and drool dripped down his chin. Erik began thrusting his hips and took hold of Jimmy's head. Jimmy, was prepared for what was to come, he had practiced deep throating a dildo many times when he masturbated.

"Look me in the eyes, Jimmy," Erik instructed. Then, he slid his cock down Jimmy's throat, holding it in as Jimmy gagged on it.

Erik pumped his hips, fucking Jimmys throat like a pussy. God he wanted to do this for so long and now he had a willing throat to use.

"God damn, Jimmy, your throat feels so good," Erik groaned as he continued his throat fucking. The anticipation built, and soon Erik was on the verge of climax, thoroughly excited by the experience. Jimmy's little cockette, surprised even him with its hardness. The unexpected arousal left Jimmy stunned, realizing that he was really turned on by being used like this. In that moment, he realized he would follow whatever instructions Erik might give him.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," Erik groaned as he pulled out, shooting his load over Jimmy's cute face. "Now, lick it all up, bitch," Erik commanded, and obediently, Jimmy followed his instructions, using his fingers to scoop up and swallow every trace. Erik patted Jimmy's head, "Good girl. You did a really good job," while smearing his cock over Jimmy's face. Maintaining eye contact with the kneeling Jimmy, Erik continued, "We need to pick you a girly name; Jimmy won't do. Go get cleaned up and come back here—hurry along, and don't you dare get dressed."

When Jimmy returned still naked with his face cleaned up and looking happy but embarrassed Erik told him to kneel at his feet. “That’s a good girl and that’s where girls belong” “From now on your name will be Amy and you will do as you are told without question.” “Do you understand Amy?” Jimmy replied that he did and in that moment realized that he was now Amy. Amy was both excited and nervous. “Then say it” Erik commanded. Amy replied “From now on my name is Amy, I will do what I am told without question.” Erik patted Amy’s head again. “Good girl”


Erik said “One more thing Amy, I want you to know your place and how you are to address me. From now on you will call me Daddy and be a good girl, now say it” 

Amy looked up at Erik adoringly from her spot kneeling on the floor and said “You are my Daddy and I’ll be a good girl for you.” Erik was thrilled with how things worked out. This was going to be a great Christmas break.

OEBPS/image_rsrc9B.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




