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Becoming a Sissy for the Cowboy

The first time I saw him, he was walking across the road from me. Tight jeans and scuffed up cowboy boots. I didn’t know it at the time, but Dan was the other guy hired to move cattle through the mountains with me. He was attractive – the kind of rugged good looks that turned all the girls’ heads. I wasn’t a girl, but I have to admit that I noticed him right away.

We hit it off, too. He was real easy to talk to, and not an asshole like a lot of the other cowboys I’d worked with. They usually judged me – for not being as tall, as muscular, as manly as they were. But still, I was a right good herder, learned to rope and ride as soon as I could walk. My father was a rancher, and his father before him. I’d come by this life honestly enough.

There’s something so intimate about being alone, way up in the mountains, sitting in the low light of a campfire. We spoke in low voices, telling stories about our lives, our adventures, our families. Neither of us were married, but we talked about our parents and siblings. It was then that I really realized how handsome Dan was. That lighting, surrounded by darkness, left shadows that showed his square, strong chin, cheekbones, and chiseled nose. Those big blue eyes shone in the light as he spoke to me in a low, southern drawl.

I didn’t want him to think I was attracted to him, and I hoped it wasn’t obvious. In fact, I tried not to look too deeply into those eyes or do anything else to betray my feelings. I felt like I could sit right there and listen to him forever. A million stars filled the warm night sky, and it really felt as though we were the only two people left in the world. It must’ve been about midnight as his eyes grew heavy, and we decided to call it a night. We went inside the tent as the fire died down to embers. I flicked on the lantern, and we began to undress, taking off our hats, pulling off our boots and peeling down our jeans.

Dan had an incredible body – a broad, bare chest and muscular arms. His behind was round, and I bit my lower lip as we stood there facing each other in our underwear. I couldn’t help what happened next. I moved in close to him, and wrapped my arms around his neck, pressing my body up against his. He made no move to stop me or to move away, and before I knew it, his soft, full lips were pressed hard up against mine. His warm, wet mouth explored me, his tongue swirling in my mouth. I moaned loudly in response, clinging to him like a little girl. All pretenses melted away – and there was no denying what was happening between us.

“I’ve never wanted a man before,” he whispered as he trailed kisses down my neck and across my shoulders. A fire of desire set out over my entire body, and I could feel my cock rustle in my underwear. I hadn’t been with a man, either, but that didn’t stop my knees from buckling, and I went down on my knees for him.

I peeled down the front of his underwear, and felt no reserve as I took him into my wanting lips. He groaned loudly. I sucked his huge pecker, wetting it with my mouth and taking him again and again through my lips and down deep into my throat. His body shook, and I gripped him hard, doing a combination of a hand job and blow job at the same time. I knew from experience that this felt amazing – at least when a girl had done it to me…

Dan pulled away from me, and gently laid me down on the sleeping bag. I was trembling all over as he began kissing me again, his hands running all over my body. He pulled down my underwear and tugged on my dick, making it even harder than it had been before. I’d always been bi-curious, but I never really thought it would happen. I’m sure Dan never thought he’d be with a man, as he seemed even more straight than I was.

“I wanna suck you off,” he murmured in a low voice as he removed my underwear from my ankles. I tried to maintain my composure, but I was about to explode as those words left his mouth. Then, his lovely, curvy lips were on my cock. I noticeably shuttered, realizing this was going to be the night of my life. I tried not to cum, I really tried, but I could feel myself losing it, and he could too. He stopped, and rolled me over.

“I’ve never wanted someone so bad in my life,” he told me as he licked around back there, preparing me for what was to come.

“Ohhhh,” I moaned as he continued to tease me, whether he knew he was doing it or not. I think he knew – how could he not given all the noise I was making. I just wanted him to take me.

He lifted me up so I was on all fours, and I was so hot and wet back there that I thought I was gonna go crazy. It was at that moment that I felt his wonderful cock nestle up against my back door. I tried to prepare for it, but it was no use. With one thrust, he popped up inside me and I let out a groan as I became Dan’s lover. It hurt like hell – I won’t lie about that. I thought I would die if he kept going, but I thought I’d rather be dead than have him stop. It went on and on, and I clutched that plaid sleeping bag in my fists as he took me again and again. We were sweating, and it seemed so barbaric, so forbidden. As I whined and carried on, he reached around and was tugging at my meat with his rough hand.

“So good, it’s so good,” he told me in short gasps as he continued to plow his way into me. He huffed and grunted, giving me all of himself. We went on like this for maybe half an hour before I was reaching orgasm, and I stuttered.

“I-I’m coming,” I managed to say as I began to jerk uncontrollably. This set off a reaction in Dan, and he thrust deep inside me once more, unloading steams of warm jism up inside my ass as his body convulsed. I collapsed into his strong arms onto the ground. Eventually, we fell into a deep sleep.

I awoke to the sun coming up, and I watched Dan sleeping for a long while. I wondered what would happen, if it would be awkward between us for the rest of the job. We still had six weeks alone up in the mountains together, and to be near him and not have him would be torture. But when he awoke, he smiled at me and pulled me in for a deep, sensual kiss. It was then that I knew everything would be all right.

It’s been twenty years since our time in the mountains together. Dan and I kept in touch with letters for a while, but eventually drifted apart. You know how that goes. I met Christine, and we got married. I heard he got married too, and I knew I’d never see him, never be held in his strong arms or look into those soulful eyes again. But that doesn’t mean I can forget. 
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Sissy School – Forced to Attend

I’d resisted all her attempts. Alyse wanted to turn me into a girl, a little sissy. But, I wasn’t having any of it. She yearned to have me be submissive to her, to wear pretty little dresses and makeup – to satisfy her twisted sexual desires to humiliate me. She even tried to hook us up with some jackass online – they made an arrangement for us all to meet up in a hotel room so he could suck my dick and I could return the favor – while Alyse watched. I refused to go. We were fighting constantly, on the verge of divorce, the day that she drove me to the school. It was our one last attempt to save our marriage.

It wasn’t a real school, of course. It was an underground thing – not literally underground, but no one knew about it. She found out about it on some deep web site – a place where masculine men could go to be trained –transformed- into submissive little sissies. I didn’t want to go, but I didn’t want to lose the love of my life, either. Alyse and I had been together since high school, and a life without her would simply be unbearable for me. With a heavy heart, I let her drive me there and drop me off for one week of intensive therapy.

It was a large building – old, but it had been restored. I took my bag out of the car, and started up the stone walkway. She drove away, without even so much as a look back. I think she thought I would change my mind. I probably would have.

I was met by a tall, blonde woman as I entered the school. She was really attractive, young, with big melons for tits and a big, round bottom. I started thinking maybe this wouldn’t be so bad, after all. Some other men – only about six of us, were standing around not really knowing what to do with ourselves. Little did we know, we were about to lose all control. The school decided everything for us from that time on.

Our bags were taken from us and stuffed into some sort of closet. We were then told to undress, and we pulled down our jeans, pulled off sneakers, and peeled off t-shirts. I was only wearing my underwear when we were told to remove those as well – we were to be completely naked. None of us were very happy to be standing there nude, but it was worse when all of the nurses filed into the room. They had us standing in the center of the room, and these women encircled us, laughing and pointing at our penises. They taunted us and giggled, while we tried to cover ourselves with just our hands.

“You’ve all been brought here because your penises are too small – too small to satisfy women. That’s why you’re here. You’re not good enough – and you don’t measure up. Because of this, you are going to be forcibly feminized. Your only value from now on is to be girls, to suck cock, and to offer up your tight little virgin asses to real men. Do you understand?” the hot blonde nurse explained to us, and I’d never been so terrified. I wondered if the other men were as reluctant as I was, but by the horrified looks on their faces, I could tell that they were. The room was a bit chilly, and we were made to stay there and be laughed at for quite some time, while we were lectured on how unsatisfied our women must be in order for them to drop us off at sissy school, and how puny our dicks were.

“Now, you are going to be prepped for sissy school – by having your pussies shaved,” the bossy blonde finally announced, and we were all led into the next room where there were what looked like hospital beds with stirrups attached to each. I climbed on top of the white-sheeted bed, and put my feet up into the stirrups. They were cold and metal – silver in color. Six of the nurses came in to shave our pussies. Mine was a short brunette with the face of an angel and really big titties. I laid there without a stitch of clothing on as she lathered me up with white, creamy foam and began the seemingly impossible job of shaving me with a razor. She lifted up my half-hard penis and moved it to the side as she did her job. I was absolutely mortified. When she finished shaving my groin and my legs and chest, she made me turn over and shaved my back, my ass, my nut sack and down the backs of my legs. When she was done, I was bald – just like a girl.

Once we were shaved, we were taken one by one into a dressing room. There, I was forced to put on some sort of crotchless lace panties and a very short plaid skirt. The little white blouse they gave me to wear only went down to my navel, and had short, ruffled sleeves. I was put into white high heels, and I almost fell over. The hair and make-up was next – long, flowing locks were attached to our heads and our faces were made up like hookers – very red lips, black eyeliner, and red rouge on our cheekbones.

As I was escorted down the hallway, I caught a glimpse of one of the other guys that had just been brought in. He was unrecognizable from the football macho guy that he’d been just a couple hours before. He was struggling to walk in high heels, and he looked up at me for only a second before training his eyes once more on his feet as he tried to keep from falling.

Next, I was brought into a room where there were three muscular men – very tough guys who looked like they belonged to a biker gang or something. They were dressed in leather pants and white t-shirts.

“Here’s our pretty little cocksucker,” one of them said as I was shoved into the room and the door was closed. I just looked at them, and they stared back at me, leering. I realized how ridiculous I looked, and that made me self-conscious. One guy, with shiny, straight black hair, took a seat in a chair and unzipped his zipper, releasing the most enormous cock I’d ever seen. It was like twice the size of mine.

“Down on your knees, sweetheart,” he told me, and I reluctantly got down so that my face was in his lap.

“Your middle name is gonna be cocksucker by the time you get out of this room,” he told me as he leaned back in his chair. I’d never sucked off a dong – had no idea how to or even if I could bring myself to do it. I just stared at his big dick, and then he grabbed the back of my head and pushed my mouth down on him to gobble his meat. I worked my way up and down on his shaft as the other two guys watched, making lewd comments the entire time.

“Faster – make it wetter,” they told me as I tried to do my best. But it wasn’t good enough. The guy I was blowing pushed his entire cock down into my throat and left it there while I gagged and tears came to my eyes. I couldn’t breathe.

“Look – I got it all the way down her throat,” the one guy said proudly as the others laughed.

“I can’t wait to drive my cock down her throat,” one of the others said, and then the other one repeated the same refrain.

“Suck my sweaty balls,” the guy I was servicing said, and I went down and took his hairy nutsack into my mouth and sucked on it. I really was beginning to feel like a girl. I was in there for a long time – and gave three blowjobs that day. They made me suck down all their cum as they grimaced and shot hot creamy goo down my throat. Afterward, I had to lick them clean as well. I wouldn’t have thought it, but I had my own little hard-on hiding underneath my skirt by the time I was allowed to leave that room.

I fell asleep on a cot next to the other new students – we were all tired – and none of us wanted to talk about what had happened that day, what we had done. As I drifted off into sweet oblivion, I wondered what the next day would be like.

We knew we were gonna be fucked up the ass.

All the men that worked at that place had huge dicks – they must’ve put an ad in the paper offering jobs to guys with the biggest shlongs. They were the men, and we were the girls. I didn’t know if it would happen today or in a few days, but I knew it would happen. We were there to be dominated, trained as sissies, and that was definitely going to be part of it. My ass hurt just thinking about it.

My bull was a tall, blonde guy that was hung, and I mean hung. We’d spent the entire day being taught to be little ladies – how to walk sexy in heels, how to bend over to let men look up our short skirts, and how to cross our legs when we sat. After the femdoms taught us how to act like women, we went to meet our bulls – the men who would be continuing our education. That’s when I met Sam, the man who was going to teach me to ride his lightning rod. I tried to walk as sexy as possible as I stumbled my way into his room. I knew if I didn’t act right – do and say the right things – there would be hell to pay – and definitely more training and punishments.

I teetered my way in high heels across the room and over to the bed to sit next to this man who, quite honestly, looked like a greek god to me. He was fine, but I was still trembling as I imagined the monster piece of meat he must be packing in those khaki trousers. He was wearing a polo shirt that was navy, and he ran a strong, tanned hand through his curly blonde locks as he admired me.

“Nervous?” he asked me in an almost kind way, and I just nodded timidly – like I’d been taught.

“That’s ok – it’ll be all right – nothing to be nervous about,” he continued on as he ran long, tanned fingers over my exposed thighs. Goosebumps popped up all over me, and I felt like jumping up and running out the door. Before I could, curvy, warm, wet lips were on mine and he pushed me back on the bed, climbing on top of me. I’d never kissed a man before – quite honestly I never thought I could. But it made me feel tingly, almost like kissing Alyse, but definitely stronger, more passionately. Oh, God – I could feel an erection popping up under my little school skirt! How could this be happening to me?

We were all over each other – I kissed down his neck and pulled at his belt buckle with a desperation that I’d never felt for anything in my life. I knew exactly what to do, going down on his long penis as soon as it was unleashed. All the while his fingers played with my crotchless lace panties under my skirt, stroking me, teasing me. I sucked up and down on him, and worked the sensitive head of his huge cock with my tongue.

I really didn’t know how this whole thing was going to play out. The new guys had heard rumors about sissies being tied up to be taken for the first time. Some bulls gagged their sissies to keep them from screaming, while others just let them cry out the entire time. One guy even stuffed your panties in your mouth to keep you from making too much noise. I wondered what Sam would do to me as I sucked his dong as best I could. It was then that he pulled me back up and began kissing me. It was so warm and wet, it made my toes curl. His warm breath was in my ear when he asked me.

“Do I need to tie you up?”

“No, no – I’ll behave,” I told him, not wanting to be restrained.

“Are you sure – because I’ve been punched in the face before – with someone else,” he explained, but I shook my head back and forth, indicating no again.

“OK – we’ll try it without then,” he told me as he rolled me over onto my stomach and pulled down my lace panties while pushing up my skirt. He kissed all over my back and his lips were massaging my ass. Then I could tell he was reaching for something, and I heard the lube spurt out into his hands. He massaged himself all over with it, and then applied more to me. He rubbed it all over my ass, my package, and even my pecker. Most of all, he applied a dollop to my asshole, and I was grateful that he wasn’t going to try to dry-fuck me.

“It’s ok, little one – it’ll be all over in a minute,” he tried to reassure me, but I was so nervous I was literally stiff. I could feel an intense pressure back there, and a burning as the head of his cock burrowed its way up inside of me with one thrust. I grabbed the sheets on his bed, my mind exploding. I tried not to cry out, but it was impossible.

“Ahhhh,” I yelled out as he racked his pelvis against my ass, taking me fully and making me his girl. I’m not so sure the lube worked, because it still hurt terribly. My body trembled as I tried to crawl across the bed on my stomach to get away from him, but it was no use. He rammed that big dick even farther up my ass the second time, and it just kept happening again and again. My eyes watered, and I couldn’t help it. I burst into tears.

Sam reached around and grabbed a hold of my little penis and began stroking it, and that helped a bit. He massaged my balls between his fingers, and continued to fuck my tight little hole. Then he gave one final big thrust, hitting my prostate and causing me to come all over his hand as he pulled at my dick. He came right after that, filling me with his love cream.

Sam kissed me – warm, wet and slow – afterwards, and I fell asleep in his arms, relieved to know my transformation was complete. I was now a sissy boy.

Alyse came and picked me up, and we went home. The school assured her that I would do whatever she said, with whomever she wanted, from now on. That made her smile. When we got home, she told me that she’d been in touch with that guy online again, and he was going to be meeting us on Saturday for a date.

“Sure – that sounds good,” I told her as I began making our dinner.

Cuckolding – Watching My Wife and My College Roommate

It all started when I introduced my old roommate, Russ to my wife, Sonya. I hadn’t seen Russ in years – not since college, but we found each other on Facebook a couple of years ago, and then he looked me up when he moved to LA. I was working as a music executive, and he talked me into getting him a job. I had no idea how my association with Russ would affect my marriage to Sonya. But I guess no good deed goes unpunished…

I should’ve seen it coming, actually. That first night at dinner, they couldn’t keep their eyes off each other. Sonya’s a beautiful woman, with long, flowing dark hair and almond-shaped brown eyes lined by thick lashes. She has high cheek bones, and full lips that any woman would kill for – and a body to match her perfect, oval face. I knew she was out of my league from the beginning, but that didn’t stop me from pursuing her – and making her mine.

I almost felt like a third wheel that night at dinner with my old friend and my new wife. They just seemed to hit it off – like they’d known each other all their lives. We drank wine, and the low candle light flickered as we laughed and shared stories about our wild college days. Still, I noticed that a kind of sexual tension hung thickly in the air – but I brushed it off to being my imagination, and being an overly jealous newlywed with a much younger, much hotter wife.

Our intimacy went to hell right after that night. We quit making love, even when I tried to initiate it. I started badgering Sonya, asking her what had changed, what was wrong. I couldn’t get an answer out of her. Then, one night after a few drinks at home, she eventually came out with it.

“I’m going to fuck Russ,” she told me, and I just about swallowed my tongue along with the brandy I’d been enjoying.

“What?” was all I could come out with.

“I’m going to fuck Russ – and I’m telling you this because I think you deserve to know,” she continued on, sipping nonchalantly on her glass of red wine.

“Why? Why are you saying this?” I questioned her, not understanding what the hell was going on.

“I just want you to know – and you can be there or not – that’s up to you.”

“I can be there – what? What are you saying?” I fumbled on, trying to grasp the situation. My mind was blown – who says this kind of shit?

“I mean – you’re my husband – so you can watch – if you want,” she told me in an equally cool manner. I just wanted to shake her – she seemed so calm about the whole thing – and I wanted to kill somebody.

“You want me to watch?!!!” I yelled at her, completely losing it at this point. I stood up from my chair and walked over to the sink, smashing my glass of brandy into the sink.

“You don’t have to watch if you don’t want to. I just thought you might. I really didn’t think you’d get this upset – I thought you’d be happy that I was honest about it. I don’t want to go behind your back,” she said, standing up and walking over to stand behind me as I slumped down over the sink. I stood up and turned around to face her.

“You don’t want to go behind my back? What – are you fuckin’ kidding me? Why – because we have so much trust in our marriage? Is that why we don’t make love anymore? Because you wanna fuck my best friend?!!!” I continued on my tirade.

“I thought it might turn you on,” she said more quietly now.

“Turn me on? You fucking Russ?!!!” I was unable to comprehend any of this – why would I want to share my wife – with anyone?

“Well, it’s gonna happen – so…just let me know…what you decide,” she said as she turned away from me and walked back into our bedroom to go to sleep. She slept, but I was up all night.

I thought about it for seven hours, but still came up with nothing. She was going to sleep with Russ, and there was no way I could stop it – that much was clear. I could just let her go and do it – and try to forget about it. But, I knew I never could. I’d go crazy – drive myself nuts – wondering what they were doing. So, what was my other option? To watch my college roommate fuck my wife.

I was hoping they’d hook up once, get it out of their systems, and that would be the end of it. Sonya and I could get back to living our normal lives. Maybe I could spend less and less time with Russ, and kind of just phase him out of our lives all together. That’s what I hoped, anyways. I told her I’d go with her and watch, but that I didn’t like the whole thing – at all. Sonya was satisfied with this, and their rendezvous was set for Friday night at the Hilton next to the airport. I certainly wasn’t going to do it at my house.

Sonya and I drove to the hotel in silence – what was there to say, after all? She was dressed in a hot little number – a black mini dress that I’d bought for her, with sheer black stockings, and four-inch high heels. Her long, shiny black hair hung down to her ass. She looked incredible, and I secretly wished she’d done herself up for me – but she hadn’t.

We met Russ at a small table in the bar – he was already there when we arrived. It was weird – there’s no other way to describe it. We all knew what we were there for, but no one said it out loud. I wanted to grab Russ by the neck, drag him outside, and beat the fuck out of him. But, I didn’t – I couldn’t. This was something my wife wanted, and if I were to lose it, well, I’d probably lose her as well. We had a few rounds of drinks to loosen things up, but I don’t think it really helped. At least it didn’t help me any.

“Shall we go up to the room, then?” Russ finally asked, looking over at me. I just gave him a cold, stern stare in response – I certainly wasn’t going to act like I was happy about it – or giving permission for it to happen. Sonya grabbed her black clutch purse, and stood up. She headed towards the front desk, and Russ followed closely behind her. I walked along behind them, and once she got the key, we headed up in the elevator. No one said a word.

As we entered Room 314, Sonya told me she’d gotten a room with two queen size beds so I’d be comfortable.

“Great,” I replied in a sarcastic manner, as I sat down on the edge of the bed. For a brief moment, I considered turning on the TV and watching the sports channel while they had at it. But, I didn’t. I decided I’d watch – maybe that would make one or both of them uncomfortable enough to back out of the whole thing. Probably not, but I was gonna do it anyways.

Sonya turned off all the lights except for a small lamp on the bedside table, and she pulled a red scarf from her purse that she covered the lampshade with. This created a soft glow in the darkened room, and although it was dark, you could still make out the figures. I wondered if I could go through with it, or if I’d stand up and have a fit like a raging gorilla. I made up my mind to control myself – I wanted this to happen and be over – to be behind us. And I’d never talk to that dirtbag Russ again in my life.

The two of them embraced, kissing each other deeply. Apparently, they were just going to pretend I wasn’t there at all. His hands were all over her – on her waist, rubbing over her round bottom, and working up to squeeze at her large, but firm breasts. Sonya’s arms were around his neck, kissing him, sighing loudly as his hands explored her. I thought I would lose it when his hand found the bottom of her black dress and disappeared up between her legs. It seemed to go on and on, and then he peeled her dress all the way up and over her head.

My cock came to attention as her curvy figure, dressed in black lace panties, a black bra, and black stockings held up by stretchy black lace around each thigh, was revealed to both of us. His hands squeezed at her breasts as his mouth trailed kisses down Sonya’s long neck. I shifted in my seat, but they paid no attention to me. Sonya went to remove her heels, but Russ stopped her – telling her to keep them on as he picked her up and positioned her laying on her back on the bed.

I could feel my blood pressure rising as Russ undid his black belt, and began unbuttoning his shirt. In a moment, he was completely naked and climbing on top of my beautiful, young wife. I grabbed onto the bedspread I was sitting on and just squeezed – almost involuntarily. Sonya groaned as he kissed down her neck and down into the valley between her breasts. He unhooked her bra and flung it to the floor, before taking one hard red nipple into his mouth and sucking loudly. I was pissed, but strangely turned on at the same time. I certainly didn’t want to be, but watching them was causing more reaction in my body than just rage.

Russ sucked on both her titties, making her whine and rub her legs together. He kissed down over her flat stomach and then moved down to lick her bare thighs. Her eyes were closed, but I could hear Sonya breathing heavy as he teased her into a frenzy.

“oh, yes – oh, yes,” she murmured as he kissed her thighs. Then, as he slipped his thumbs under the sides of her black lace panties, he looked over at me with a sly, smug look on his face. He kept looking at me as he pulled her panties down over her knees and then off of her feet, still in those high heels. I was breathing hard myself as he spread her wide open, showing off her delicious pussy with that racing stripe of black hair down the middle that I loved so much. Her hands reached down and rubbed his blonde hair as he began sucking on her engorged clit and plunging his tongue inside of her again and again. Her head rolled from side to side as he pleasured her – and all I could do was watch. It was like a bad dream – a very erotic nightmare. She moaned and groaned, and I just rubbed at my lap, trying to make my boner less visible.

Once he was finished eating her out, Russ made Sonya suck his cock, which was a bit larger than my own. He sat on the side of the bed, and she knelt down to take the head of his dick in her mouth. He held the back of her head as he deep-throated her over and over again. I thought she would gag, but she didn’t.

“God, your wife is good at sucking cock,” he told me as he sat across from me on the other bed. I thought I would dive across and start choking him, squeezing his neck until he turned blue. I managed not to, and after about five minutes, he let Sonya stop giving him that blowjob.

It was then that he positioned Sonya on the side of the bed, and pushed her down onto her back.

“You want this, Baby,” he asked her in a seductive voice, and she just groaned loudly in response. He bent up her legs, and entered her hard, suddenly, as she gasped loudly. I was like in a daze, just staring at his naked back and muscular buttocks as he buried his big veiny cock into Sonya over and over again, making her body tremble as he pumped her.

“Oh, your wife has such a wet, tight, hot little cunt,” Russ told me as he fucked my new wife. I didn’t say anything, I just wanted it to be over. My own dick was so hard I thought it would bust through my slacks, and I rubbed at it to try to quell the desire. The sounds of Sonya’s lovemaking certainly didn’t help my situation any. Or Russ and all his dirty talk.

After they fucked for about half an hour, Russ started pounding her hard, faster – making her scream. A few deep thrusts later, and he came hard, spewing hot cum up inside my wife’s body and she convulsed in a long, almost unending orgasm. Afterward, Russ went into the bathroom to wipe himself off, and Sonya began to dress, picking up her panties off the floor and pulling them on as I just looked at her. I still couldn’t believe any of this had happened, even though I’d watched the entire thing.

Sonya and I drove home in a silent car, and it took hours for my erection to die down. She just went straight into bed, apparently fully satisfied by Russ. Then, an interesting thing happened a couple of weeks later.

I ran into a friend of mine from college. We were in the same bar one night, and we started catching up. I hadn’t seen Jim in a really long time. When I asked about his wife, he just shook his head. Jim proceeded to tell me that my college roommate was a fuckin’ douchebag. Russ had shown up out of the blue, and begged him for a job.

“And you know how he thanked me for getting him that job? By ruining my marriage – that’s how. I hate that fuckin’ asshole.”

Yeah, I know the feeling.

Read On for MORE Bonus Sissy Stories for Your Enjoyment…

Transformed

Chris stared at Sam for what seemed like forever, but in reality it was only one full minute. Still, he’d made up his mind. This was the woman for him. Chris wasn’t like other guys, those ones that sleep with as many girls as they can, and are forever on the quest for the next one – the better one. He was a one-woman man, and he’d decided on Sam from the very start. He’d sat across the room from her in Chemistry class, freshman year of college, and been captivated by her smile. Such pretty bow lips, and an incredibly bright smile.

Chris finally managed to build up the courage to invite Samantha to go out for what he hoped would be a romantic dinner, the start of something. They met at Mario’s; the chicken parm there was fаntаѕtiс. They’d both ordered the same thing. The conversation just flowed, as though they’d known each other from day one, аnd аftеr ԛuitе a fеw drinkѕ they rеаllу ѕtаrtеd tо rеlаx.

Samantha, not wanting to lead him on, somehow managed to let Chris in on her secret: she was a undergoing transformation. Chris was surprised, to say the least, but strangely, it didn’t change anything. He knew it might be complicated, but Chris still wanted Sam.

Chris wаѕ аttеntivе аnd flirtаtiоuѕ in a niсе, ѕubtlе way as Samantha simply ѕtаrеd аt him асrоѕѕ thе tаblе. She соuldn't hеlр it. Sеxу, ѕtrоng but kind, funnу аnd ѕо саring. He’d caught her еуе, too. Chris dоtеd оn her  - treated her like a lady, in an old-fashioned, but still-so-nice way. He’d pulled out her chair for her, and was so polite, unlike most men she’d met. He ѕmilеd ѕhуlу аѕ if hе knеw hоw she fеlt. Hе made her fееl likе thе mоѕt dеѕirаblе girl in thе room. Samantha seemed all woman to Chris, so delicate and so feminine.

Chris grinnеd bасk аt her, mаking her bluѕh fоr nо арраrеnt rеаѕоn. Did he know juѕt hоw muсh she wаntеd tо fuсk him. Thе ѕеxuаl tеnѕiоn wаѕ аlmоѕt unbеаrаblе, and Samantha bесаmе аwаrе оf thе рulѕе in her neck аѕ she mullеd оvеr thе роѕѕibilitiеѕ in her mind. She wаѕ nеrvоuѕ, еxсitеd, аnd …аnxiоuѕ… аnd a littlе ѕсаrеd whаt thе еvеning might bring. Thе ѕсеnаriоѕ thаt were rасing thrоugh her mind аrоuѕed her all the more. They finished dinner, and exited the restaurant walking together, Chris’ hand on the small of Sam’s back. He drove them back to his place in a silent car, both contemplating internally what was about to happen when they arrived there. He unlocked the door, and held it so that Sam could enter the apartment.

Samantha gasped softly as Chris approached her and ran his large hands down her smooth arms, over her small back, and landed on her curvy rear end. A surge of electricity rippled through her entire body from head to toe. Her head spun, and it wasn’t just from the red wine. Everything about Chris was intoxicating. To her, he was a masterpiece – better than the best thing she’d ever imagined. He gently picked her up, taking her to the bedroom, and setting her down on his bed.

"You are so beautiful," he whispered against the inside of her thighs, the soft flesh prickling with goose bumps as he pushed up her black mini dress. Chris then planted a kiss on her small cock through her lacy lavender panties, causing her to gasp. She’d never been touched this way before, never had this reaction to anyone.

He continued to kiss his way across her hips and up her flat tummy, pausing to notice her belly button piercing. It was a little butterfly. Sam wrapped her legs around his waist, planting her ankles on his muscular back as his lips found her neck. Her eyes were closed, and she could not see, but it didn’t matter anyway; Sam was lost in the moment, a moment she’d waited for – for a very, very long time. She grabbed for the button on his jeans, and undid it, as well as the zipper. Chris wiggled his way out of them, revealing plaid boxers. His t-shirt came up over his head and found its way to the floor. His muscles rippled as he wrestled with Sam on the bed.

Sam’s cock pushed and strained against the tight panties and his much larger cock bore through the loose fabric of his boxers. She slid a small hand down her body and grabbed a hold of his veiny cock, stroking it gently through his boxers.

He let out a soft groan before his tongue slid its way into her mouth, spiraling and dominating her own. She let out a small moan and pushed her hips forward involuntarily. It was as if he were a puppeteer, controlling her with his mere movements and sheer will. She placed her free hand on the hard pectoral muscles of his chest and just ever so slightly dug her nails into his skin. She smiled against his lips and in one quick motion, he pulled at her panties, tearing them away with ease and tossing them aside. In response, her now-free cock stood erect, pressing against her wrist as she continued to stroke his penis with even more force.

He pulled away, leaving her feeling a rush of longing as if he was going to disappear. Chris peeled down his boxers, removing them. She pulled her legs back and slid further up the bed, resting her head against the wall and biting her lip, just imagining what would transpire. Stroking his own cock, Chris made his way toward her and stopped next to the bed. She crawled toward him, like a lioness ready to make the kill. Gently, he guided her mouth to his cock and she eagerly leaned forward, resting her smooth round bottom on her calves. As she slid his thick member into her mouth, he pulled back on her raven hair. She stared up at him, as she worked her way up and down his shaft, teasing the sensitive head of his penis with her tongue. He smiled down at her and whispered softly between moans of ecstasy, "Now, that's a good girl." Her cock twitched and a slender stream of precum began to make its way from the tip down to her cleanly shaven testicles.

As she continued to work his cock with her lips and tongue, he grew more forceful and his grunts more savage, animalistic. He grabbed a fistful of long, black hair and began pushing her against his cock. She moaned, almost gagged, and ignored the drool sliding down her chin as she loved his cock. In the back of her throat, she could feel his penis convulsing, and the sensation sent her head spinning. She began to stroke his cock and focused her tongue’s attention on his hairy testicles, placing a hand on his muscular thigh as she did so.

His body was tense, and he made beastly sounds unlike anything she’d heard before. In a flash, he pulled away and knelt, grabbing her hips and spinning her to lie on her stomach. He leaned forward and kissed the side of her neck, his cock pressing against her ass and his broad chest forcing her down into the mattress. She gasped and moaned, pushing her ass against his cock and arching her back. Her body was not her own. It was his to do with as he pleased. He slid a finger across her tight pink hole and she felt the shockingly cool sensation of lube being dripped onto it. Gently, he slid his finger in and out, ensuring the little hole would be well lubricated to please his aching cock.

"I can’t believe this," Samantha moaned as he pushed against her virgin hole.  He leaned back, spreading her ass with both hands and slowly began to push his massive cock into her tight little hole. She moaned and screamed into the pillow. With a final, excruciating push he thrust his cock fully inside her. She let out a scream as he let out mindless groans of intoxicating pleasure. Sam whined as he took her again and again, feeling as if she was going to black out.

A torrent of sensations now blossomed within her. She drooled and moaned as Chris pumped back and forth within her. He filled her to near bursting with his large prick, and she felt her knees go weak with each thrust.

"Does that feel good?" he finally asked her in a now-raspy voice.

"Ooohhhh!" she managed to moan. She continued to struggle to take him inside of her again and again when he pulled her up to hands and knees. Chris began slamming his muscular hips against her as the whole thing started over once again.

Her eyes were half open and she gasped loudly as sweat beaded across her body. Her little cock swung back and forth, precum dancing on its tip. She arched her back until she thought it might break, and she just clawed at the sheets. She had to will herself to stop biting her lip before it bled. She lost all control when his big hand found her cock, never pausing to slam into her as he began to stroke it. Her toes curled and cramped and she felt her testicles become tight in preparation to cum. "Oh my god," she hissed, the rest of her body becoming limp and bobbing with each of his thrusts.

He released her cock and thrust fully inside her, causing her to choke and gasp, before grabbing under her knees and lifting her up into the air. His cock never left her and he began to lift her up and down on her cock. She became nothing more than a sheathe for his cock. As if she were a doll, he pumped her up and down on his cock, never slowing down. Sam realized his assault no longer hurt, and she welcomed every time he buried his penis up deep inside of her. Chris set her back down on the bed, but kept fucking her so hard. Finally, she could feel him tensing and they both knew he would soon cum. She mentally begged him to never stop loving her and began rapidly stroking her own cock.

When he was on the brink, he took one final plunge, the deepest inside of her, and began cumming, spraying hot seed up deep inside of his woman. Still stroking her own meat, Sam came hard at the same time, unloading into his sheets below her. Before her cock had finished draining, Chris rolled her over onto her back and laid down on top of her, covering that lovely face with soft kiss after soft kiss. It was just the beginning of a lifetime.

MoRE SToRIES FoR YoU…

SISSY BOY – At the Club

My beautiful wife Randy and I were going to the club for a Halloween bash. She thought it would be fun to go in drag, but I wasn’t sure about it. Randy assured me that after she dolled me up, no one would be able to recognize me.  I decided to give it a shot – she was going to be a motorcycle dude, all in black leather with a bandana on her head and aviator sunglasses. Randy picked out my little number – black nylons, a black mini skirt, and a sleazy low-cut red top. I had to shave my whole body, of course, but I was up for it. It was only for one night, after all.

Randy did my makeup, and I’ll have to admit it: I looked like a pretty hot chick. You really couldn’t tell, and I was surprised at that. Randy teased me, saying I had a thin nose and nice, curvy lips – feminine features. I objected to that, but when she put that straight, long blonde wig on me, I really couldn’t believe the effect. I could definitely pass.

The club was hopping when we walked in – my motorcycle rider and I. The music was so loud that it filled my head, and there were strobe lights dancing colors around the huge room. We headed up to the bar, pushing through the people as we made our way.  We started the night off with a few shots of whiskey. I felt like I was in college again, except for I was wearing a skirt. We started grinding on each other, and I could feel piercing eyes around the room looking at us. A few more shots later, and we were both officially drunk. I’m not exactly sure when I lost track of Randy, but all of a sudden she was gone.

It was then that I saw her – not Randy, but a seriously hot brunette who was wearing a short, silver sequined dress. She had really long legs, and smooth black hair. And the most beautiful face I’d ever seen. She had these big blue doe eyes, fringed with dark lashes, high cheek bones, and pouty red lips that were just soooo kissable. I couldn’t help but stare at her. Being drunk, I’m sure I must’ve just been gawking at her with a look of awe on my face. She was looking at me, too, and then walked right over and took me by the hand.

I didn’t know where we were going, and I was kind of shocked. I looked nervously over my shoulder for Randy as this beauty in silver pulled me along through the crowd towards the back of the club. I didn’t see Randy anywhere. I should’ve stopped, but my resistance was low and I wanted to follow her just to see where this would lead. I was woozy, and it seemed like I was in a dream or something. Like it wasn’t real.

I hesitated as we approached the ladies room, but she pulled me along anyway. She shoved me into the last stall, and her lips were suddenly on mine, so plump and so very wet. Her hands were in my hair, my long wig, and I had my hands firmly on her rounded ass that was so perfectly accentuated by that silver mini dress. I was so hot for her I thought I was gonna lose it right then and there. She kissed my neck and slowly moved down to lift up my skirt and peel down my black stockings. My veiny cock was in her perfect red lips, and she started sucking on me. I don’t know if it was the alcohol or not, but it felt like the best blowjob of my life. She cradled my hairy nuts so tenderly, and just when I thought I would cum, she turned me around and positioned me bent over onto the toilet seat. It was then that she gave such loving attention to my back end – with her mouth. I was going insane, having never had that done before. I was panting and moaning and groaning, my elbows resting on that closed seat lid. What an amazing girl.

“Oh, Baby…oh Baby,” I murmured as she did her job back there. I’d like to say I thought about Randy and our marriage – our vows. But I didn’t. I was drunk, and lost in the most complete ecstasy of my life. I was so hot and wet back there, I didn’t know what to do. Who knew being in drag could be so fuckin’ sexy. Anyway, it was at that point that she stopped, and I turned around to sit down on the seat. I was still pretty dizzy from the shots when she lifted up her beautiful sequined gown to reveal her own huge, rock-hard cock. I should’ve known – no woman had ever dragged me into a bathroom for a sexual encounter before. I looked up at her beautiful face, and I could still feel that hot, wet spot on my behind. It was at that point that I had to make a decision.

I looked at her big cock, and then her lovely face again. I closed my eyes, and took the dark plunge when I took that enormous piece of meat into my mouth and throat. I grabbed her round, bare ass as I did so, and lavished her penis with so much love that she started to buck against me as I sucked her off. She was all shaven down there, and I rolled her balls in my hands as I licked up and down the shaft. It was incredibly hot. Finally, I stood up and kissed her softly, deeply on the lips. My tongue darted around inside of her mouth, rubbing up against hers, and I knew what was coming next – I was about to be sissified. I was going to be this guy’s sissy boy, for real. I won’t say I wasn’t scared, but I must’ve been more turned on and curious than afraid of having my ass violated. It was still so moist, and there was definitely a desperate wanting, a desire back there for…something. I turned around and bent over once again, with my elbows on the closed seat cover and tried to prepare to get that big missile. She licked around back there some more, priming the pump so to speak. I was primed, and ready. And all of a sudden, scared stiff.

I could feel her position it up against my virgin asshole, and had second thoughts for just a moment before she pushed deep inside of me. It hurt so bad, I was sure I would faint or die or something. I held tight to the sides of the toilet as I moaned and whined from the manmeat that was plowing my tiny little hole back there. I wanted to cry like the little sissy boy I was. I started wondering how I’d gotten myself into this position, dressed as a girl with makeup on, bent over a toilet seat and being fucked up the ass. My legs trembled as I continued to take my punishment – I was sure it would get better eventually. I was so filled up back there, and he pumped so hard and so fast. And the pain was so intense, I could feel tears welling up in my eyes.

“Oh, yeah, yeah, you’re so fuckin’ tight,” he whispered in my ear as he bumped and humped me for all I was worth. We were both sweating, and even though I was drunk, I knew I wanted to be loved by him the moment I’d set eyes on him. I wanted him to use me up and throw me out. My ass was soooo sore, but he just kept giving me more and more. His dick hit some magic button up in my ass, and it was then that I started dripping cum out of my own thick, red cock. He reached around and jerked me off, finishing my orgasm as he came hard and fast in my asshole. Wearing a skirt, a blonde wig, and makeup, I took spurt after spurt of his creamy goodness up my ass until there was no more to be taken. I thought of myself as a sissy boy, and it made my own cock jerk – because it turned me on.

I pulled my underwear back on and we straightened ourselves up before exiting the ladies room. I took off as soon as we were back into the crowd, and eventually managed to find Randy talking to one of her coworkers in the front part of the club. As I carefully sat down on the seat of the cab, my sphincter was so very raw and sore I thought I would scream like a little girl. But I didn’t. And I never told Randy, either.

Read on for your next sexy bonus…

Cuckolded and Turned into a Girl by My Tenant and My Girlfriend

I inherited my three-story home from my father when he died, and because it was so large, I rented out the third floor to a guy named Steve. I advertised the apartment on Craigslist, and he called me up. He was a nice enough dude, and I checked his references. He moved in about a week later, at the start of the lease.

It was actually a good arrangement – I worked from home as a writer, and my girlfriend, Elaine lived with me. We lived on the second floor, and were fixing up the bottom floor to rent out as well. I’d only been going out with Elaine for a couple of months, but it was going along well. Then, she got kicked out of the trailer she’d been renting because the owner was selling it. She had no place to go, so I let her move in with me. Everything was going great, until that one day I came home unexpectedly and caught them in bed together. They didn’t even have the decency to stop – they just kept fucking, bodies covered with sweat, and made me watch. That’s when it all started.

Elaine took me the next day to the spa to have all of the hair lasered off of my body. I was bald literally from the eyebrows down. I was really embarrassed, but Elaine told me I had to do it. When we returned home, Steve was sitting on our living room couch, and I was surprised to see him there. That was when they told me that they were going to force me to become a girl. I was reluctant, to say the least, but Elaine made it quite clear that I was now an object for their sexual gratification. I was going to be forcibly feminized by them, and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

I’d never worn girl’s clothing before, but that very night they had me dressed up in a mini skirt, a striped bikini top, and red high heels. Elaine made up my face with her makeup, and I had blue eyeshadow and red lips as well. They even made me wear a long blonde wig - I have no idea where that came from. When my transformation was completed, they made me go out to a bar with them. I could tell that I looked weird, because people looked at me funny as I did my best to walk in high heels. I thought I would die, but I knew I didn’t have any choice.

Later, when we got home, Steve made me sit in a bedroom chair with my legs crossed while he slowly undressed my girlfriend. They were kissing and basically pulling at each other’s clothes while I just sat there and watched. I was so jealous – she was my girlfriend, after all. But Steve and Elaine were both far more assertive than I ever was, and I knew I had to go along with whatever they wanted. For the second time, I was forced to watch as Steve fucked my woman. He did her doggy-style from behind, and then made her get on top and jump up and down on his hard cock. I was absolutely mortified, but if I tried to look away, Steve would yell at me. Her small breasts bounced up and down as he fucked her so hard. She was sweaty, and her long, curly red hair was a mess, but he kept making her do it. Finally, she came, and her entire body shook with ecstasy as her wetness dripped down over his still-raging hard-on. He dumped her off of him to the side, and she collapsed onto the bed, unable to catch her breath.

“OK – you’re up, Princess,” Steve said to me as he motioned me to come over to the bed. I was frozen, unable to move. I certainly wasn’t expecting to join in with them. My cock was so sore, so fuckin’ hard, from watching them screw. I couldn’t even think straight.

“Don’t make me tell you again,” Steve motioned me over to the bed again, and I could feel myself standing up and moving over to sit down next to him. My legs trembled as his warm, strong hand went slowly up my thigh, up my little skirt. I groaned loudly as he took my cock in his hand, and began to stroke me, and thumbing the sensitive head. I thought for a minute that he might give me a blow job. I didn’t know how to feel about that. It was then that he told me to get down on my knees in front of him. I couldn’t believe this was happening. Elaine was watching as I got down on my knees, and took a long look at Steve’s big penis decorated with thick veins. It was just an inch or so from my face. I had no choice, so I closed my eyes and took him all the way into my mouth, my lips wetting the shaft of it as it was buried down into my throat.

“Good girl, that’s a good girl,” Steve whispered to me as I began going up and down on his cock, sucking him off as hard as I could. I never thought I’d give a guy a blow job, and here it was happening. I was sucking my tenant’s cock while my girlfriend watched. And I was done up like a girl, wearing a skirt, heels, and a wig. How did this ever happen? You might think I’m naïve, but I still had no idea what was coming next.

Steve pulled his dick out of my mouth, and pulled me up into a standing position. It was then that he bent me over, face down, over the side of the bed. He lifted up my little skirt, and I could feel that my ass was exposed. Elaine seemed really excited as Steve pushed a moistened finger up into my asshole. I let out a whine as he did so, and it was then that I realized Steve was gonna fuck me – while Elaine watched. And I was scared.

The next thing I knew, Steve’s huge cock was nestled up against my anus, and I tried to imagine what it would be like to be fucked like a girl.

“You ready, little girl?” Steve asked me and I let out a feeble little ‘yes’ before he pushed his big member up into my ass while I yelled. Son of a bitch – I didn’t know it was possible for something to hurt so much. I thought he busted my ass, and I couldn’t help but cry out as he fucked me again and again. My legs shook as I bent over the side of that bed and took my punishment. I was Steve’s bitch, and he could do with me whatever he wanted – while Elaine watched.

“Ooo – this is one tight ass, Baby,” Steve breathed heavily into my ear as he kept banging me hard. His calloused hand was rubbing my cock as he did so. He took me time after time, thrust after painful thrust. Finally, he seemed to stiffen up, and did one huge plunge up inside of me as he came, shooting creamy goo up inside of me. When he came, I came, unloading my cum all over the bedspread that I was lying across until my little cock was limp once again.

I haven’t dressed like a man in over two years now – Steve and Elaine keep me dressed as a girl full-time. Elaine and I do our best to keep Steve satisfied, and he says he’s proud to have two pretty girls all to himself.

Made a Sissy - Inside the Gay Theatre

It was just one day past my eighteenth birthday when it happened. I was walking back from a party when I noticed a group of men standing around across the street from me. I was curious, so I crossed the street, and as I did so, they all seemed to hurry inside. It was a theatre, and I wasn’t really in the mood to go home to bed just yet; I could watch a movie.

It was really dark in the theatre, and I had to pass a few heavy-set men in order to reach a seat in one of the middle aisles. I had just taken my seat when I noticed two men on the screen, kissing. I was pretty uncomfortable with this, and I hoped some women would show up in the next scene of the movie. They didn’t. What followed were graphic homosexual scenes, and it was then that I noticed that everyone in the darkened room, except me, had his cock in his hand and was pulling it for all it was worth. They moaned, they groaned…all along with the actors onstage that were fucking each other up the ass.

I realized I had made a mistake, probably because I’d had a few drinks at the party. I didn’t want to stand up and have to walk past the two big burly guys at the end of my row. I just sat there, cognizant of the fact that I was the smallest, slightest guy in there. It was then that I caught the eye of the large man next to me.

He pushed down the seat next to him and motioned for me to come take it. I froze, not knowing what to do. I looked around, but no one else seemed to notice – they were all too busy playing with themselves and watching that filthy movie. He just kept beckoning me over to him, and I tried to ignore him, concentrating on the gay porn in front of me. My cock stirred in my pants, and I began to fidget nervously. I was just so uncomfortable. It was then that he got up and made his way towards me. I was stuck – to the right of me was the wall, and he was now blocking my exit on the left. He took the seat next to me, and tossed his leather biker jacket into the empty seat next to him.

His large member was in his hand once again, and he was looking at me amorously, at least that’s what I thought. He leaned over to whisper in my ear.

“Get down on the floor,” he told me softly, but in a commanding tone.

“Wh-what? No!” I told him in an indignant voice.

“C-come on, you know you want to,” he whispered, now kissing my neck. My dick jumped in my pants, and I was very nervous. He grabbed my thigh, and his hand practically went all the way around it.

“Now!” he said gruffly, and I knew I wasn’t going to leave without doing it. I hoped no one noticed as I slipped out of my seat and slunk down onto the floor. He pulled me over in front of him. I was on my knees, facing his pecker and I told myself I really had no choice as I lowered my mouth down on top of it. He covered my head with his jacket and I could feel his body relax as I sucked his meat. My jaw hurt because it was so large, and I just couldn’t believe I was doing it to begin with. I had to make it really wet so it would slide in and out of my mouth, and as I did so, my own hard-on got much stiffer in my pants.

“Oh, yeah – good, good, Sissy Boy, swallow me whole,” he taunted me as I took his bumpy member down my throat to a point where I couldn’t breathe. I thought I would suffocate as he left it there, lying in my throat for a good long time. Then, he’d let me come up for a breath. This happened over and over again, and eventually I got the hint that this blowjob was going to last for the entire movie.

I must’ve sucked his dick for an hour when he finally came, filling my throat and mouth with warm, creamy, salty stuff. He even made me clean him off with my mouth before I got to come up and take my seat next to him. I lapped up all that cum, cleaning him off good. His hands reached over to my lap, and he began fumbling with my jean’s button and unzipped them. His big hand slipped inside my boxers, and I couldn’t help but moan as he grabbed my own little cock. He was still giving me a rough hand job when the credits on the movie started to roll.

“Do up yourself,” he told me quickly as the lights came up in the theatre. We both stood up and made our across the aisle and then out of the theatre. It was at that point that he pulled on his leather jacket, and put his arm around my shoulder as he turned me in a westward direction.

“You’re coming home with me,” he told me as he guided me down the dark street towards his apartment.

“No-I-I think you’ve got the wrong idea,” I whimpered to him as he led me along.

“Oh, no – I’ve got the right idea – you know, young guys like you don’t just show up at a gay porn show. You’re curious, right? You don’t know – you’re confused, about what you want. Well, I’m gonna clear things up for you tonight,” he told me in almost a fatherly tone. I knew he must be right – subconsciously, I must’ve known when I walked into that theatre. I must’ve wanted this.

“You’re gonna be gentle with me, right?” I asked him, almost sounding like a child now.

“The gentlest,” he promised as he kissed me on the cheek. We continued on towards his home, his arm still around my shoulders.

We entered a shabby apartment building, and climbed two flights of stairs to his place. He opened the door with a key. It was messy inside, with old cans of Coke and pizza boxes littering the floor. He pointed towards the bedroom, and I went inside. No sooner did we enter the room, and we were all over each other.

I was ripping at his belt buckle, and he was peeling my sweatshirt and t-shirt off over my head. We were like animals in heat, and as we were still trying to get our clothes off, he grabbed me and kissed me hard on the mouth, his tongue diving deep inside my mouth. He reached down, and lowered my boxers, and then stripped off his tight white underwear. He sucked my little dude for just a moment before he savagely threw me over the side of his bed. I was face-down, and practically crying out for it.

His mouth was on my asshole, and I just whined out loud for his cock. I begged him for it. I only got to wonder for a second what it would feel like when he popped inside with just one thrust. My knees buckled, and I cried out from the pain. He fucked my ass long and hard, until I was just so sore. Then, I took my turn, fucking his big fat hairy ass with my little dick. He really seemed to like it. We did it all night long, banging each other, kissing, and sucking cock. Eventually, I fell asleep in his big, muscular arms.

In the morning, when I woke up, I grabbed my clothes, dressed quickly, and silently slipped out of his apartment. He was snoring loudly; I never even knew his name.

Thanks for reading our taboo erotica collection!

More of Our Collection-

Picked as Sissy of the Pirate Ship and Bonus Sissy Tales

https://www.amazon.com/Sissy-Stories-Picked-Feminization-Sissification-ebook/dp/B01LWMYFN5/ref=sr_1_2?ie=UTF8&qid=1474983610&sr=8-2&keywords=sissy+stories

Sissy Stories: Their Little Princess – Becoming a Sissy for My Friends

https://www.amazon.com/Sissy-Stories-Princess-Feminization-Sissification-ebook/dp/B01LVTMQQJ/ref=sr_1_4?ie=UTF8&qid=1474983610&sr=8-4&keywords=sissy+stories

Sissy Stories: Taken to Be Sissy for the Biker Gang

https://www.amazon.com/Sissy-Stories-Forced-Feminization-Sissification-ebook/dp/B01M615A2F/ref=sr_1_9?ie=UTF8&qid=1476127924&sr=8-9&keywords=sissy+stories

ABDL: The Diaper Diaries

https://www.amazon.com/ABDL-Diaper-Diaries-Erotica-Romance-ebook/dp/B01K9HHFFQ/ref=sr_1_10?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1474984931&sr=1-10&keywords=abdl

OR LOOK FOR MORE EROTIC TALES BY AUTHOR SISSY STORIES ON AMAZON – WE PUBLISH NEW ONES ALL THE TIME!!!
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