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SIZE QUEEN

Ryan’s new neighbours, Madelyn and Terry, are the very definition of a hot couple, and he can’t help but feel a little intimidated by them, especially given how awkward and shy he is.

But when Madelyn knocks on his door unexpectedly Ryan feels a sense of excitement. But the excitement soon turns to fear when he realises the very private package he’s been waiting for has been delivered to her by accident. And, worse, she’s opened it...

Ryan has a very special, and very private hobby. He collects toys, private toys for his pleasure. He’s not hurting anyone, and he has fun, so there’s no harm, right?

And what does it matter if his collection features many strange, bizarre, and monstrous toys? They’re fun, and he enjoys them.

So when Ryan orders a very special, and very large toy to add to his already vast collection, he cannot wait for it to arrive, but it has to be custom-made to his specifications so it’s going to take a while to be delivered.

Ryan is only slightly distracted from his waiting by the arrival of a young, hot couple moving in next door. They seem nice enough, but Ryan is shy and introverted and too timid to really interact with them.

But then one day Madelyn, his sexy new neighbour arrives at his door with a package and an apology. The package was addressed to Ryan and she opened it by accident.

Ryan realises to his horror that his stunning new neighbour has discovered his dirty secret. He’ll do anything for her if she’ll keep it a secret.

But Madelyn has seen what’s inside, and she’s had an idea.

She asks Ryan if he really plays with such impressive toys. Can he show her? Because if he’s that talented she has a favour to ask of him.

Her husband, Terry, has a birthday coming up, and she’d love to surprise him…

Ryan is shocked, but he is drawn to the offer, intrigued. And so he accepts.

So begins his journey of training and feminization to get him ready to be Terry’s gift. Ryan finds himself caught up in a whirlwind of discovery and pleasure as Madelyn prepares him to become her husband’s Size Queen...


One

I stood and stared at my bed, the clothes laid out on the covers, and I felt my whole body grow hot, a rush of feelings and emotions. I giggled and my cheeks turned pink.

So much had happened in the last few days. It had been a whirlwind adventure and now… now the big day was finally here. I was so excited and nervous and eager that I couldn’t stop my hands from shaking.

All I needed to do now was get dressed and…

Just the thought of what came next sent a thrill through me. Could I really go ahead with the plan?

I took a deep breath and exhaled a slow sigh. I knew the answer.

YES.

There was no doubt in my mind. Even as bold and as daring and as wild as the plan was, I knew I was going to go ahead with it.

Though I hoped for a positive outcome, a happy ending to my adventure, I still wasn’t sure how it was all going to turn out. How would Terry react? What would he say when he saw me? What would he do?

That thought made my blush deepen. I knew how I hoped he would react, what I hoped he would do.

Still, there was uncertainty there. The whole plan had been conducted in secret, a surprise, and though Madelyn had been there with me every step of the way, reassuring me, guiding me, encouraging me, I was still anxious about it.

What if it went badly? What if it was all a terrible idea? What if it was all a big mistake?

I chuckled, forcing myself to calm. Madelyn was confident the plan was a good one, that it would work, and that was good enough for me. It had been her idea in the first place after all, and she knew Terry better than anyone.

As I looked over the outfit she’d chosen for me I couldn’t help but remember all that had happened, everything I’d been through to get here, all the help she’d offered me, all the advice and assistance and training. I thought back to how it had all begun, and my blush deepened.
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A knock at the front door snapped my attention from my game, and I hit pause before hefting myself up off my sofa, grumbling slightly that my evening ritual had been disturbed. It had been a crappy couple of days and I just wanted to spend the evening playing dumb video games to let my brain rot.

The knock came again, repeating, not demanding or urgent, more curious. It was too late for deliveries and I wasn’t expecting anyone, so I wondered who it might be.

As I reached the front door I stopped to check through the peephole wanting to be cautious, but I felt a swell of relief when I saw my neighbour, Madelyn. She was looking almost nervous, but as beautiful and as charming as ever, and she was alone.

I felt myself blush slightly. She always had that effect on me, ever since the first time I’d seen her, ever since the first time I’d almost collided with her in the hallway as I’d been moving in.

“Hi there.” She’d said, catching me as I almost dropped the box I was carrying.

I’d looked up and seen her and gone wide-eyed. I was dressed in sweat pants, an old, baggy, faded t-shirt, and worn-out sneakers, sweaty and filthy from moving boxes and furniture, while she’d stood there looking beautiful, dazzling, a stunning woman dressed in a slim-fitting dress looking… flawless.

She’d introduced herself and her husband, Terry, a man a couple of years older than her, tall and built, broad, handsome. As individuals, they were stunning, as a couple they were… breathtaking.

Madelyn and her husband Terry lived in the apartment opposite mine, a large three-bedroom apartment that was vast and lavish compared to my one-bedroom studio, and they were both charming and charismatic and welcoming.

I’d felt very awkward around the pair of them, but they’d both insisted on helping me move in and getting to know me. Madelyn had made tea and sandwiches, helped carry some of the lighter boxes, while Terry had made short work of the heavy boxes and the bulky items of furniture I’d struggled with.

I’d thanked them both, and several days later had even dropped off flowers and chocolates to thank them again. After that we’d become friendly, stopping to chat and catch up whenever I’d seen them in the hallway. It was nice to have friendly neighbours, and even nicer to have hot friendly neighbours.

Yet, I’d never seen them socially. Had never spoken to them outside of bumping into them in the hallway. Why was Madelyn at my door this late?

I opened the door and greeted her, feeling as nervous around her as ever.

She looked amazing. Her long black hair was tied back, her tanned skin flawless with a subtle glow to her cheeks, and her brown eyes shone even in the dull fluorescent light of the windowless hallway.

She was dressed simply, a black skirt down to her knees, heels, and a red sleeveless top, the neck low cut to reveal just a hint of her cleavage. I couldn’t help but stare for a moment, mesmerized by her figure, her long smooth legs, her wide hips, her full ass, the ample swell of her chest. She was gorgeous.

“Hi… I… hi…” I managed to mutter.

I was so nervous around her. Beautiful women always had that effect on me, and Madelyn was very beautiful. I never knew how to act, or what to say, so I always came across as awkward and clumsy.

It didn’t help that, despite being in my early twenties, several years out of college, I’d only had minimal experience with girls and women.

I’d dated a few times, had even had a couple of long-term girlfriends, but none of it had gone anywhere. I’d been too timid and shy, too self-conscious.

In the end, all my relationships had gone nowhere because of one reason. Me.

I was very aware that I was the problem. Yet, there was really nothing I could do to escape myself. As I stood facing Madelyn, my neighbour, I felt very aware of my shortcomings which only made me feel even more flustered around her.

She was tall and beautiful, stunning, and Terry was tall and handsome, rugged, but I was… I was not any of that.

As a child, I’d been just like all of my friends. We’d been children, alike, but as we’d all hit puberty differences had started to emerge. My friends had all grown taller, broader, gained muscle. Their faces had changed, become masculine, handsome, and their hands and feet had gotten larger. They’d gotten hairier, had gained muscle, and I… I’d been left behind.

At first, I’d just assumed I was a late bloomer, but as the years had passed that hope had dwindled until, a few years ago, I’d given up on it completely. I’d come to accept that I would always be short and scrawny, slim, with a soft face and small, delicate hands.

I’d come to accept that I’d always be somewhat of an inadequate man. I’d made my peace with that. I wasn’t happy with it, since as a man I knew I was supposed to be tough and tall and muscular, rugged, handsome, but it was the stark truth, and there was no escaping reality, so it was better just to come to terms with it.

Yet, there was no coming to terms with the effect that Madelyn had on me. I was in awe of her.

She was taller than me, and she was in heels while I was barefoot, which only made her even taller, and she loomed over me, the beautiful thirtysomething-year-old woman smiling at me. Why was she even at my door?

“What… what brings you here? I… can I help you?”

Madelyn just smiled.

“I think perhaps you can.” She said, her smile widening. “But first… I have something for you.”

She pulled something out from behind her back. A package.

My heart skipped. It was the package I’d been waiting for, the one that I thought had gone missing.

That package was the reason I’d been so grumpy, so down. I’d thought it lost, but… it had just been delivered to the wrong apartment.

I felt a swell of joy, relief. I’d been waiting months for that package.

And then my heart sank. The package was open. If it was open then…

“I think maybe you should invite me in.” Madelyn said. “So we can talk.”

The tone of her voice was soft, kind, almost sweet, but the words, the open package, sent a chill down my spine. I opened my mouth to speak but no words came.

Instead, I just stepped back and held the door open and let my hot neighbour into my apartment, not quite sure what I was letting myself in for.

[image: ]

“I suppose I should apologise.” Madelyn said.

She was sat on my sofa, sat next to me, close, and we were alone in my apartment together. My heart was racing and I could smell the dense scent of her perfume. She smelt so good.

Even in my situation, my hot, older, married neighbour in my small apartment alone with me, my package in her lap, the tape cut, the box having been opened, I couldn’t stop myself from feeling attracted to her. I knew I never stood a chance with a woman like her though.

Women like her went for men like Terry. They went for tall, muscular, handsome men. Not men like me. And definitely not men who ordered…

“You see, I have a bad habit of not really reading labels on boxes that come to our apartment. Terry loves to send me gifts to surprise me and I’ve gotten so used to it that whenever a box shows up I just open it expecting it to be for me. Well, it’s got me in trouble a few times but I never learn my lesson, and well… I suppose I should just say sorry.”

Madelyn smiled at me. She was beautiful, and her smile made my heart skip. She lifted up the box and offered it to me.

There was no anger in me, no annoyance. I was just glad to have my package and terrified that maybe she’d looked inside.

Part of me didn’t want to know. But I knew I had to ask. I had to be sure, because not knowing would…

“I might have looked inside too. Sorry! Really. I just… it was only when I looked inside that I paused and… well… that’s when I realised it probably wasn’t for me and I looked at the label. I’m really, really sorry.”

My heart sank. She’d looked inside. That meant…

I took the box as she offered it to me and put it on my lap. I looked down at it, unable to even look at my hot neighbour. If she looked inside then she knew. She knew…

I could feel my cheeks burning, my throat and chest hot. I could feel the shame rising, the embarrassment. I’d kept this secret for years. No one had ever found out, not even my girlfriends. I’d never told anyone.

And now… now my next-door neighbour, the hot older married woman from across the hall knew. Not only did she know, but she’d seen my latest purchase. The one I’d been so excited for, the one I’d been waiting months for.

She’d seen it. She knew.

“I… I can explain.” I managed to mutter, my words choking me. “It’s a gift. A joke. For a friend's birthday.”

I grappled for an excuse. Anything that might put even the slightest doubt in her mind. I just needed an excuse.

I looked up at Madelyn and she smiled at me. It was clear from the look in her eyes that she didn’t believe me. Not for a second.

“It’s okay Ryan. You don’t need to make excuses. There’s really nothing to be embarrassed about.” She said. “Hell, when I saw it I was even a bit curious. I mean… it’s pretty impressive.”

She was grinning. My hot, older, married neighbour had opened my box, my package, had seen what was inside and she was grinning at me. She didn’t seem perturbed or put off or disgusted. She didn’t seem phased in the slightest.

It was not the reaction I’d have expected. Madelyn had opened the box, seen what was inside, and she looked… curious.

“Do you… do you have others like it?”

My blush deepened. She was looking at me with such bright eyes, such a dazzling smile. I could feel my body growing hot, a deep throbbing core of shame and… desire.

Was I getting excited? What was wrong with me?

I stared at Madelyn and it was clear she was waiting for an answer. She wanted to know if I had more…

My blush spread to cover my entire face, my throat, my chest and… I nodded. Her smile widened.

“Oh my god. Can I see? Will you show me?”

I bit my bottom lip, feeling alive and alert in a way I’d not felt before. The shame, the embarrassment, the excitement were all mixing together to make a potent cocktail of emotions. Slowly, I nodded.

“I… I suppose so.” I said.


Two

I left Madelyn alone on my sofa and went through to my bedroom to fetch out the locked suitcase with the rest of my collection. Just picking it up, feeling the familiar weight of it, the heft of it, made my body throb with an almost Pavlovian response.

I’d never shown my collection to anyone. Had never shared my secret with anyone, and now…

Now I was actually considering showing my hot, sexy, older, married neighbour all of it. What was wrong with me?

But then, it was so hard to resist her. She was beguiling, mesmerizing, plus she’d already opened the package with my newest purchase in it. And my newest purchase, the one I’d been waiting months for, was by far the worst of them.

I’d begun my collection in my late teens, curious after reading a story online. I’d ordered from a website that promised anonymity and had set the delivery for a weekend when I knew my parents would be out. It had been small and cheap and simple, but still, it remained to this day one of my favourites, if only for the memories of those first magical discoveries.

After that, I’d been unable to stop. I’d bought more when there was a chance, when I had the money and I could make sure my deliveries would not be found by my parents.

When I’d moved out to college I’d been able to order new additions to my collection more frequently, hunting out unique and interesting custom designs that I couldn’t resist, and I’d been able to enjoy my collection more often. It was at college that I’d really been able to savour my collection, yet there’d still been limits.

I’d had housemates, had been around too many people to fully relax, which is why I’d been so excited to move into my new place, to finally get my own apartment.

I’d been eyeing my latest purchase for ages, had ordered it the moment I’d signed my lease knowing it would take months, and still, I’d had to wait weeks after moving in for it to be sent.

But then it had gone missing. The fact it had vanished in the post is what had put me in such a bad mood over the last few days. Only it hadn’t vanished. It had been delivered to Madelyn, my neighbour, by mistake, and she’d opened it, seen it, and now she wanted to see the rest.

And I’d said yes…

Why had I said yes? What was I thinking?

I chuckled as I carried the locked suitcase out of the bedroom and into the living room. I knew exactly what I was thinking.

She was hot and sexy and dazzling. That’s what I was thinking. I never could say no to beautiful, demanding women, and to top it all off the whole situation had me so bewildered and turned on that I could barely think straight.

I’d said yes because a hot woman had asked. Because I was horny. Because…

I felt a surge of excitement run through me. I giggled.

Ever since I got the notification that the package had been sent I’d been saving my energy for when it had arrived. That had been six days ago. Six days without release. Six days of waiting. By now I was so frustrated that I could feel my hormones and my urges wresting control from my rational mind.

It was like I was under a spell. Like my primal needs had taken control. I’d said yes because part of me was turned on by the idea of showing my hot, older, married neighbour my collection. Part of me was imagining that Madelyn might…

“That looks heavy.” Madelyn said as I stepped into the room.

I chuckled, aware of the implication. It was heavy.

I dropped it down and looked at her. I was still blushing. Only now it was made worse by my other reactions.

“You really… you really want to see?” I asked.

Madelyn nodded.

“I’m curious.” She said. “You don’t have to though, not if you don’t want to, but… I have a sneaking suspicion we might be able to help each other.”

I’d been having second thoughts about unlocking my case, even as fuzzy-headed as I was, but the way Madelyn said help broke me. The idea of her helping me lit my body and my brain on fire.

I took a deep breath and opened the case.
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“Shit… there’s so many!” Madelyn said. “And they’re all… so well made! These must have cost you a fortune.”

I nodded. They had. I had over the years spent far too much on my collection, had gotten into the habit of buying more and more expensive custom-made additions, but none of them had been as unique or as expensive as my most recent purchase.

Madelyn sat staring at the contents of my case. My collection. The many, many fake cocks I had collected over the years, the various shaped dildos and toys that I’d purchased.

I couldn’t believe it. My hot neighbour was staring at my secret shame. My sex toy collection. What was she thinking? What did she think of me?

Did she think me some kind of pervert, or…

“I just… there are so many different types. When I opened the box and saw that one it blew my mind, but these…”

She was grinning, staring wide-eyed. Without another word, she turned to pick up the box she’d bought over and opened it. She tugged out my newest purchase and held it, comparing it to the ones in the case. Just seeing it in person made my body throb.

My first toy had been simple and basic. A boring ordinary dildo. I’d read about the prostate and anal play in stories, and it had fascinated me to the point where eventually I’d given in and ordered a toy to see if it really was as good as the stories I’d read had made out—and my mind had been blown to discover it was even better than the stories made out.

That was what had really started my obsession. Playing with my ass with toys was a pleasure unlike anything I’d felt before, and all too soon it was all I could think about, all I could focus on. I managed to function well enough, getting decent grades at school and college, getting a job, even making friends and going out, going on the odd date, but really all I wanted to do was stay at home and play with my butt, with my collection.

Over the years I’d bought more and more elaborate toys. The first few had just been ordinary dildos but higher quality, or with extra features, but eventually, I’d discovered the world or fantasy sculpted toys. Cocks based on monsters and mythical creatures, cocks that were elaborate and fascinating, with unique textures and shapes.

My first monster cock had been another revelation, and after that, my obsession with toys, and my ass, had only gotten worse. I’d been unable to control myself. I’d bought more and more dildos, each more fantastical than the last, and, over time, they’d gradually become larger and more elaborate, more detailed and ornate, longer, thicker, heavier.

Which had led me to my most recent purchase. The monster cock that was bigger than anything I’d ordered before. It was massive, far longer and thicker than my cock, and larger than anything I’d played with before. I’d been so excited about its arrival that I’d not played for almost a week. No release.

I was so pent up, so frustrated, so excited, I felt like my head, and my balls, might explode. Seeing my new toy was enough to send me spiralling. My cock grew hard and throbbed. Did Madelyn know what she was doing? Was she teasing me? Was she mocking me? Or maybe…

“And you play with all of these? These are all for you? I mean…”

Madelyn turned to face me. She held my newest toy in her hand, hefting it, almost threatening.

“You were planning on playing with this?” She said.

I blushed. I nodded, slowly. The act of confessing made my whole body throb and ache.

“How fascinating.” She said. “I mean, it’s pretty big. How do you even make it fit?”

My blush consumed me. I was lost for words. Madelyn watched me, grinning. It was clear she was enjoying making me squirm.

She shifted, leaned closer towards me. She raised her hand and held my new toy out towards me. The sight of the thick, heavy, long, monstrous cock in her small dainty hand made my body shudder.

For months I’d been imagining what it might feel like. I’d been saving up for days to make the most of it when it arrived. And there it was, in front of me, and it was even more exciting in person. I wanted to reach out and grab it. Wanted…

“Would you show me?” Madelyn asked.

My body blazed hot. My cock throbbed, swelling, so hard it hurt. I could feel the need and the hunger deep inside, ravenous.

Slowly I nodded.

“I… I suppose.” I said.

I couldn’t stop myself.
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It had not taken me long to get ready. I was well-practised at it so that it was almost second nature.

Still, as I was preparing I couldn’t quite believe what I was doing. I was getting ready to use my newest toy in front of my hot, sexy, older, married neighbour. I was getting ready to play with my ass with my newest monster cock in front of Madelyn.

My heart was racing and my head was spinning, yet it was like I couldn’t stop myself. I was so horny at the idea, so turned on by the thought of her watching me, and maybe more, that even if I’d wanted to stop I’d not have been able to.

In all the years I’d been playing with my ass, building my collection, I’d never told anyone about it, let alone show them. I’d not even been brave enough to share details of it online, though I was a regular on certain forums and message boards.

Yet now… now I was about to play with my ass with my newest toy in front of my neighbour. A woman I barely knew. The hot, older, married woman from across the hall.

It seemed impossible, unreal, but as I stepped into the living room there she was, sitting there, waiting for me. She was still grinning, almost eager. I felt a thrum of excitement run through me, making me shiver.

“Am I okay to stay sat here?” She asked.

She was still sat on the sofa. I nodded.

“I… I’ll be on the floor anyway. It’s easier.” I said.

I had a towel with me, a bottle of lube, and my newest toy freshly washed. I’d taken my time to clean myself thoroughly, and had then applied lube inside as well as stretching slightly with my fingers—all part of my regular routine, a routine that made play more fun.

I was shaking, terrified, anxious, but also eager. In all the years I’d been doing this I’d never shared it with anyone. Not even the two, brief girlfriends I’d had.

My love life had been a barren desert, just me and my toys. I hadn’t minded too much, and had accepted it almost—it was easier in some ways, given how self-conscious I was about my body, and about what I enjoyed, aware of my perversion—but I was still human, and I still ached for that connection.

And now Madelyn was offering me that, even if it was in a slightly unusual form. She had opened my package by accident, had discovered my newest toy, and now she wanted to watch me use it. She wanted to watch me play with my ass, wanted to watch me fuck myself with the monster cock.

And… I was going to do it. I’d agreed. In my horniness, my desperation, my excitement at the situation, finally having my newest toy in front of me, not having cum for days, I’d agreed. I was going to perform in front of my neighbour. Was going to play with myself in front of Madelyn.

“I… I need to get naked though, from the waist down at least. Is that okay?” I asked.

Madelyn chuckled, kindly.

“You really are quite cute and innocent despite this depraved collection? I like it. Yes, it’s okay if you get naked from the waist down. I’d assumed that’s what I’d be seeing when I asked for you to show me.” She said.

I blushed at that, realised how silly I sounded. To distract myself, keep myself busy, I put my toy and the lube down, laid the towel on the floor in front of Madelyn, and began to strip, tugging off my trousers and underwear.

Once I was naked, from the waist down at least, I put the massive cock in the middle of the towel, the sight of my newest toy making my heart flutter and my ass clench. I felt wet and slippery and empty after preparing myself. My cock was hard.

“I… how do you… what…”

“Just do what you normally would.” Madelyn said. “But… if you want to perform for me I’d like that too.”

Her words sent a thrill down my spine. Perform?

Could I? And then I smiled. I was embarrassed and timid and anxious, but at the same time, I was more excited than ever. I’d been aching to try my new toy, and having Madelyn present, watching me, had only made it more intense. I might never get the opportunity again, so… I was going to make the most of it. I was definitely going to perform.
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I got down onto my knees on the towel, facing Madelyn, and began to lube my toy, smearing a generous dollop of the thick, creamy, slippery liquid over the head and the shaft. Just handling it, the thickness, the length, the inhuman shape, it made my cock throb and my hole clench.

Exposed as I was, kneeling in front of Madelyn naked from the waist down, I was very aware of how much smaller I was than my toy, my hard dick tiny in comparison, but I didn’t care.

The way she was watching me excited me, thrilled me. I bit my bottom lip and shifted, lifting myself up and moving forwards to hover myself just over my toy, gripping the glistening head with one hand to aim it.

I took a deep breath. I’d done this numerous times before, had fucked my ass with toys many times, played with my ass regularly, but this was the biggest toy I’d ever had. I didn’t know if it was going to fit, but at the same time I wanted to put on a show, to impress, and I wanted it. I wanted it inside me, was desperate for the pleasure and the release. I would make it fit.

So, I lowered myself down until the slippery head ran along my crack and the tip pressed at my wet, stretched hole. Just the sensation of the very tip entering me made me moan out loud.

“Fuck, you look so hot. Who knew you were such a slut.” Madelyn said.

I blushed, squirmed, but I couldn’t stop myself. Not now. Not now I was so close to finally feeling my new toy inside my ass after waiting so long.

The thrill of being watched, seen, exposed, the shame and the embarrassment of my secret being discovered, all of it combined to make me feel more excited than I ever had before. My cock throbbed and I sank down, the tip slipped deeper, stretching my ass open.

“Fuck…” I whimpered.

I looked up to see Madelyn watching me, staring at me. Yet, there was no disgust, no judgement, just curiosity, amusement, and… arousal. Her cheeks had flushed pink and she was breathing heavily.

She was getting turned on watching me take my monster cock in my ass. That thought thrilled me, spurred me on.

I sat more of my weight down and my toy slipped deeper, stretching me wider and wider, filling me. Pleasure surged, bright and hot and mind-numbing. It had been so long since I’d played, since I’d fucked my ass, and I’d been so looking forward to this new toy.

My cock was aching, drooling precum, and I sank down lower and lower, taking more and more of the monstrous cock into my tight, slippery ass. It felt so good, even better than I’d hoped, the pleasure enhanced by the fact that my sexy, older, married neighbour was watching me fuck my ass with my massive toy.

As I sank down I felt my ass getting tight, stretched to the limit, stuffed full, but there was still more. Just a little more. I wanted all of it. I wanted to feel every last inch stuffed inside my ass, wanted to feel everything it had to offer.

I took a deep breath and forced my weight down. There was pressure, a twinge of pain, and then pleasure, bright hot giddy pleasure as the very last of it slipped in, slipped deep, fucking me.

“Gods… fuck… so big…”

I was muttering, drunk on the pleasure. Madelyn watched me closely, staring at me. Her gaze lit a fire in me and I began to work my hips, work my ass up and down, riding my new monstrous cock.

“Fuck you are so sexy. I never knew what a nasty little slut you were, but I’m impressed. And you took all of it so easily. Who’d have guessed my cute new neighbour was such a size-queen.”

Her words scalded me, turned me on, drove me to ride the monstrous cock in my ass faster, harder. I slammed my ass down, grinding my hips, clenching. I was breathing hard, panting, heart racing.

It felt so good as I worked it in and out, thick and long, the inhuman bumps and ridges, the shape of it pressing on all the bright spots inside me, teasing in and out of my tight entrance. I stared at my hot neighbour, Madelyn, and the way she looked at me made my pleasure even greater.

I wanted to perform for her. Wanted to show her what a size-queen I really was. I slammed my ass up and down, squeezing, clenching, milking my toy for pleasure, my hole quivering, the inhuman sculpt pressing on the bright spots of pleasure inside me.

My dick throbbed and I could feel the pleasure swelling. I was so close. I was…

“I’m going to cum. Fuck… it feels so good. I’m going to cum.”

It had been so long since I’d had release, pleasure. I’d been saving it all for my new toy, and now it was inside me and it was even better than I could have imagined, thick and long and hard, filling me, pressing on all the hot spots of pleasure inside my ass.

And… Madelyn was watching me. She was watching me fuck myself, watching me act like a slut, a size-queen, and it was hotter than I ever could have imagined.

“But you’ve not even touched your cock. Do you mean you can cum from just…”

But it was too late. The pleasure was too great.

I worked my ass up and down, grinding my hips, and I felt the pleasure swell, filling me.

I slammed down, took the monster cock deep, and I clenched, grinding, and then…

“Fuck…”

I was cumming. I was cumming hard. I was cumming from just fucking my ass. I was cumming from fucking my ass, riding a monster cock, while my hot, sexy, older, married neighbour watched.

I was a pervert. A slut. A size-queen.

And it felt good.

“Fuck… so good…”

I ground down, cumming hard, my cock oozing cum as I took my massive toy deep in my ass, hole stretched, stuffed full.

Madelyn smiled at me.

“Fuck that was hot!” She said. “I never would have imagined you would take it all so easily. It’s a pretty big toy. Who knew I had a pretty, slutty, size-queen living next door, and one who can cum with just having their ass fucked.”

I blushed at her words, still basking in the bliss of my climax. I squirmed, milking the last shudders of delight from my new toy. The whole of the monstrous toy was still stuffed inside my ass and she was grinning at me.

“You know, watching that has given me an idea.” Madelyn said. “And I think we could help each other out, if you were willing to listen to an unusual offer?”

I stared at her, my ass still full of my toy. I’d just cum, and my head was clearing, and I was hit by the shame of what I’d done.

Yet, at the same time… the way she was looking at me had me intrigued.

“And I think, given what I just saw, you’d very much enjoy the offer I have to make you.”

Madelyn’s smile widened, and she shifted, moving with grace and poise, a twinkle in her eyes. She was so hot.

I’d only just cum, but just looking at her was turning me on again, my ass still stuffed full. My heart skipped a beat and I nodded.

“I… I’m curious.” I said.

I’d already gone this far, fucked my monster cock in front of her, so what harm was there in listening to her offer?


Three

I cleaned up first, and got dressed, then made the both of us coffee. I was still flush with what I had done, the post-orgasm clarity making my shame and embarrassment more acute, but Madelyn seemed nonplussed, and perhaps only more curious after having watched me.

As I sat down, she began to explain just what she had in mind. My eyes went wide and my blush deepened. I giggled, then laughed. But Madelyn did not laugh.

She sat still and silent and watched me closely, waiting for my reply. I was stunned and lost for words.

I hadn’t quite believed Madelyn was being serious when she explained her offer to me. I thought she was joking, perhaps even making fun of me or trying to trap me so she could mock me.

Yet, the way she’d talked, the way she looked at me, it was all so serious. I shifted under her gaze. Her smile did things to me. It made me feel flustered and shy, coy, small. Could I really say yes?

“What do you say, Ryan? Are you willing to help me?”

I giggled, squirming. Her offer was… obscene. I couldn’t say yes, could I?

Yet there was just something about her that made me want to say yes, something about the offer that intrigued me. It was one simple word and then…

My head spun.

Madelyn had a problem. A very simple problem, and she figured I could help her.

Though Madelyn and Terry had been married for years, and were very happy together, committed, with a wonderfully rich and vibrant love life, there was one small thing missing. Terry, her handsome, rugged, masculine husband, was an ass man.

He was into butts. And he was into butt stuff.

Only Madelyn wasn’t.

She’d tried a few times. Had tried all the lists of things that were meant to make it better, to make it easier, had bought toys to help her warm up and stretch, and though Terry had always been patient and had always reassured her that she never had to enjoy anal sex, or let him play with her butt, she knew he wanted it, and she knew how much he loved her butt, how much he loved butts in general.

So she wanted me to help. But… she hadn’t exactly explained how.

“Please, Ryan? I know you’ll be able to help me, help us. When I saw that toy I was curious, and thought maybe… but then, seeing you play with your butt, watching you fuck yourself on that massive monster cock, watching you cum from just playing with your ass, I knew you’d be able to help. Please? You looked so hot and so sexy, and it was clear you were having fun, so I know you’d enjoy it too. I just know you’d be able to help me, help us, you just need to say yes. I’ll do all the work and you just need to be you and…”

“What… what is it exactly you want me to do?”

Madelyn chuckled.

“Oh, yes, of course. Sorry, I’m so excited after watching you and my head’s buzzing with so many ideas I’ve forgotten myself. You see I’m not into butt stuff in general. It hurts too much and it’s just not fun, and, well… Terry is really quite well endowed so when we’ve tried I’ve never been able to get him to… to fit in my ass.”

I blushed as Madelyn spoke. My head was full of images and I couldn’t help but shift as I felt myself getting excited. The thought of Madelyn and Terry fucking, of him trying to fuck her in her ass, made my head spin.

And knowing he was well endowed was just more information than I needed. How well endowed was he? And why did that thought feel like it was stuck in my head?

“So, well, we’ve kind of given up. He never complains because he’s just such a sweetheart, but I know he still thinks about it and I know he still wants it. He’s such an ass man it’s hard for him to hide it really. And, well… I just want to do something nice for him. I’m his wife, and I love him, so I want to do something nice for him.”

My face felt as though it was on fire. There were so many thoughts in my head that I couldn’t think clearly.

“So… you want me to teach you how I do it, how I learned to enjoy it, and how I manage to fit… fit such big toys in my ass?”

Even just saying it made me hot, flustered. Thinking about helping my hot, older, married neighbour train her ass so she could take her husband's massive cock was enough to make my cock throb even though I’d just cum. My ass, still stretched, gaping, slick with lube, clenched.

Madelyn chuckled, though, then shook her head.

“Oh, no, sorry I’m still not being clear am I? No, I don’t think any training will help me. I’ve tried so many times that I’m confident now that I just don’t like my ass being played with, and I’m very confident that Terry will never be able to fit.”

I stalled. Then what kind of help did Madelyn want? What…

“Yet, I don’t think that just because I don’t like getting fucked in my ass Terry should spend his whole life missing out. He loves anal, so it seems unfair of me to deny him that even if I can’t be the one to provide it for him.”

I stared at Madelyn, confused. She smiled at me.

“And that’s where you come in. That toy you used on yourself, that big monster one, was about Terry’s size, and you took it with ease. You took it and you clearly enjoyed it. So I was hoping… maybe you could be the one to provide him with a little fun.”

I blinked. My head spun. Was Madelyn really suggesting?

“Look, I’ll be honest, we’ve both noticed you never really go out, and you never have girls or boys over, so we know your love life is fairly quiet. This would be fun for you too. Seeing how you enjoyed that toy I just know you’d have fun with Terry. He’s about the same size as that toy and, well… he’s a lot more active and responsive than silicone. Though even I had to admit his anatomy is not quite as fantastical.”

Madelyn chuckled. Her laughter broke the tension.

My face was burning, chest tight.

She was… she was asking me to fuck her husband? She was asking me to let Terry fuck me, fuck me in my ass? First, she’d told me he was obsessed with butts, with anal, and then she’d told me he had a massive cock, and now she was asking me to let him fuck me?

I couldn’t believe it. I had to say no. There was no way…

I opened my mouth to speak but the words stalled in my throat. Something in me refused to let me voice my refusal.

It was true my love life was quiet—or, more accurately, utterly dead on arrival, so I was still a virgin in pretty much every way that counted—and the only intimacy I had was with my toys, yet… Terry was a man. I’d only ever dated girls. I was… straight, wasn’t I?

Yet at the same time, I couldn’t deny how much I loved playing with my ass. I’d not masturbated by playing with my cock in months, perhaps even years, and the thought of a real, flesh and blood cock fucking me, cumming in me had been a common fantasy. True, they were normally more mythical than human, but I couldn’t pretend I hadn’t watched porn while playing with my butt, fantasising about the well-endowed men or women I watched.

The thought of getting fucked made my body throb, and Terry was a very attractive man. Was Madelyn really telling me I could fuck her husband, that I could let him fuck me in my ass, use me to satisfy his craving for anal sex?

And… why was my body responding to that idea?

There was a fluttering in my belly, my ass clenching, wet and stretched. How would it feel to get fucked? How would it feel to have a flesh and blood cock inside my ass, a real human fucking me back as I fucked them, throbbing inside me, cumming inside me?

I’d never done more than kiss a girl before, and now here I was considering…

“Well Ryan, what do you say?”

My cheeks were hot.

“I… I’m not sure. I mean… toys are one thing. And… he’s your husband. How do you know he’d even want to… I mean… I’m a man and…”

“Oh, I know he’ll want to. After watching you ride that toy he’ll definitely want to, and he’ll very much enjoy it, as I know you will too. Just think, we can all help each other out. You can help me satisfy my husband's craving for anal without me having to put up with the pain and the mess I don’t enjoy, he can enjoy having a tight ass to fuck, and you can… well, watching you cum so hard while riding just a silicone toy I know what you’ll get out of it.”

Madelyn chuckled again. I squirmed.

“I suppose… maybe… I might be curious. But… what was your plan? How would you…”

“It’s his birthday in a week.” Madelyn said. “Which means we have a week to get you, his gift, ready for him. If you agree.”

I blinked.

She wanted me to be his birthday gift. She was going to offer me, my ass, to her husband as a birthday gift. The thought thrilled me, making my cock throb. It was so hot…

“Do you agree? Will you help me?” She asked.

I took a deep breath, bit my bottom lip gently. Then, I nodded.

“I’ll help you.” I said.

Madelyn broke into a wide, beautiful smile.

“Perfect. We can get started tomorrow.”


Four

Madelyn arrived at my apartment the following evening with a large bag and as I opened the door she stepped in without me needing to invite her. She was beaming, positively bustling, and her excitement came off her in waves, making me feel light and fizzy.

I still couldn’t believe I’d said yes, that I’d agreed to help her. I’d not been able to stop thinking about it since she’d left.

I’d agreed to help her by offering my ass to her husband. I was going to let Terry fuck me in my ass to satisfy his need for anal.

Why had I agreed?

The answer though was obvious, and I knew the truth of it, could not deny the truth of it. I was a slut. I was a butt slut, a size-queen, and I loved the feeling of having my ass stuffed and fucked, yet… I’d only ever had toys. I’d only ever fucked myself with toys.

The moment Madelyn had mentioned Terry’s obsession with butts and anal sex I’d been curious, but the moment she told me how well-endowed Terry was I’d been intrigued. I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

Madelyn had said it was almost as big as my new toy, and that was massive, far thicker and longer than my dick. It had barely fit, and it had felt so good stretching me, fucking deep, filling me.

What would a real flesh and blood cock feel like? A real body fucking me back, thrusting into me, overpowering me, cumming inside me. If toys felt so good I could cum easily without even having to touch my dick, then how good would a real cock feel?

I was curious. Very curious. And once that curiosity had wormed its way deep into my mind it was impossible to dislodge, and it only grew stronger.

I’d been curious before, of course, but I’d always been too nervous to do anything about it. I was too timid, too shy, too self-conscious. Now though… now my hot, sexy neighbour was offering me her husband, was asking me to let her husband fuck me, so I’d have been stupid not to say yes, right? It only had to be the once, and then I’d know.

It was just the once, to find out what it felt like. If toys were more fun then I never need to do it again, but if it was more fun then…

My body throbbed at the fantasies that spun out from my curiosity. And… how well-endowed was Terry really?

“Right, I have everything here to get us started.” Madelyn said. “Do you want me to help you or are you happy to do it yourself and have me check you over once you’re done?”

I blinked. Madelyn stared at me, then offered me the bag she was carrying.

“Here, this is all for you. We can go over the basics tonight and then work on getting everything perfect over the next week. Fortunately, we both know you already have the most important skills necessary—that hot ass of yours. I can’t wait to watch Terry fuck you. You’re both going to have such a fun time.”

My face turned pink, and my cock began to harden. I’d not been able to stop thinking about what I’d agreed to since Madelyn had left, but now, having her in front of me again, talking about it, it was even bolder and brighter and I could feel the need and hunger and curiosity in me getting worse.

I shifted, squirming, hot and flush. It was getting hard to think clearly I was so flustered and horny.

“Are you okay?” She asked.

I nodded, but stared at the bag in her hand.

“Yeah, and… I’m… I’m still okay with what we said, with…”

“With letting my husband fuck that tight ass of yours? Good…”

She chuckled and my face burned.

“Yeah, that.” I said. “Just… what’s in the bag? Because if it’s toys then I have loads so…”

“Oh, it's not toys. Like I said I know you have the most important skill down. I’ve seen what an anal-slut and what a size-queen you are. This is to help you with the secondary skills you’ll need. Your ass might be the gift, but a gift needs to be wrapped, right? So… this is the wrapping.”

She was grinning, beaming. I looked from the bag to her, frowning.

“This is to help you look the part. I mean… I know you are a butt-slut, but you want to look like one too, don’t you?”

My head was spinning.

“What do you…”

“Well, why don’t we start simply, and with the basics?” She said.

I nodded. That sounded like a good idea.

“What are the basics?” I asked.

She smiled.

“Come with me to the bathroom, and I’ll show you.” She said.
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“You don’t need to be so embarrassed. After what you showed me yesterday this is nothing.” Madelyn said.

She was right of course. Yesterday I had shown her my cock, had fucked my ass in front of her with a giant monster cock, had cum while riding my newest dildo, but this seemed somehow… even more humiliating.

“Do we have to do this?” I asked.

Madelyn nodded.

“You’re to be a present, right? So, we need to make you look truly special, and if you trust me I will make sure you look absolutely stunning. Don’t you want to look stunning when my husband fucks you in your ass? Don’t you want to excite him, make him hard, get him excited so he gives you everything he has?”

Madelyn was grinning, a sparkle in her eyes. The way she spoke made my heart skip, a tightness in my chest, my belly fluttering, cock throbbing.

I nodded. I really did want that. I was used to feeling so unexceptional and ordinary and plain that the thought of looking stunning filled me with joy. The thought of making Terry hard, exciting him so he would fuck me hard and deep, cum in me, stirred emotions in me, but surely this was going too far.

“But… I mean…”

“Just try. For me. Please?” Madelyn said. “I mean, if you hate it you can back out of the whole thing, but I think you’ll like it. I think if you just try what I have in mind you’ll really, really like it.”

The way she said that made me flustered. She wasn’t forcing me, wasn’t trying to convince me. If I wanted I could back out now. But… I was so curious about how it would feel to get fuck, to have a real flesh and blood cock in my ass, that I couldn’t back out now, could I? This seemed like a small price to pay to have the chance to finally get fucked for the first time in my life.

“I… I suppose we can try it.” I said.

Madelyn smiled.

“You won’t regret it.” She said. “Now, strip, and we can get started.”

And with that, she picked up the pink razor she had brought with her and the can of shaving foam, and she stared at me as I stood there. Realising that if I wanted to continue with our deal, Madelyn’s plan, that if I wanted to get fucked I needed to go along with what she had in mind, I began to strip.

Once I was naked, Madelyn set about working on making me smooth.

I’d never been particularly hairy, a fact I’d always been slightly aware of given my small stature and my slim build, my dainty features, but I’d always clung to what little hair I had, as though it was proof of my feeble masculinity. Now though, I just had to stand there and watch as Madelyn worked to rid me of all of my body hair.

She foamed up my feet, legs, belly, chest, arms, armpits, and even my butt, my crack, and my cock and balls. Her hands, slick with foam, felt so soft and sensual that I couldn’t help but get hard, but she acted as though she didn’t even notice, though as she foamed my cock she did give it a couple of slow strokes, as though to tease.

The touch made me whimper, working my hips on instinct, but her hand moved on too quickly, leaving me very flustered, though I was sure I saw her smirk. My head was spinning, but I daren’t move because after the foam came the razor, the blade.

She began at my feet, then worked her way up, stripping my whole body of hair, the caress of sharp steel sending a thrill up my spine. I had to bite my bottom lip to keep from whimpering, and I could only watch as she made me smooth and soft.

Madelyn shaved my legs, my belly, my chest, arms, armpits, and I could not get over how good it felt. My skin felt alive, tingly, and even the moment of the air currents seemed somehow suddenly sensual. My cock, was hard, throbbed, almost painful.

“Last little bit now.” She said.

And with that, she moved onto my dick. She held it carefully, her grip teasing, and the razor slid over skin. The touch was almost enough to make me cum, my hot, older, married neighbour touching my hard, slippery cock, shaving me, but her grip at the base was just a little too tight so that though the sensation was intense and overwhelming I was never able to quite find release.

“That’s the front, now to finish… turn around and bend over slightly.” Madelyn said.

I looked down at her and giggled, but I did as she said. She released her grip on my cock and I turned around, facing the wall, putting my hands out to balance and support myself, bending slightly at my waist, spreading my legs and curving my back. Just striking the pose made me feel hot and slutty, but then I felt my hot, sexy, older, married neighbour's fingers tease along my crack, tease over my entrance.

My tight, slippery, sensitive, eager entrance.

No one else had ever touched me there before. Sure, I’d played with myself plenty, but I’d never been touched by someone else, and the pleasure I felt was almost overwhelming.

I moaned. I actually moaned, out loud. Then I heard Madelyn chuckle.

“You like that?” She said, voice teasing. “Good. Now, just imagine how much better my husband's cock will feel.”

And with that she pressed and the tip of her finger slipped into me, just for a moment, then slipped out, slipped away, leaving me pining for more.

But Madelyn was done teasing. Her finger was replaced with the razor, and with swift, smooth, efficient movements she shaved my ass and my crack, stripped me of the very last few hairs on my body.

“Done.” She said.

And to prove her mouth she caressed my ass, squeezed, then teased her fingers down my crack again, making me whimper in need and lust. She giggled as I worked my ass back as her fingers teased over my hole, my body acting on instinct, shifting to feel more, but her fingers were gone too quickly.

“Now, why don’t you shower while I get the next step ready? And… don’t forget to moisturise after. We want you soft and pretty.”

With that, she rose to her feet and left me, bent over, smooth, dick hard, aching, mind full of thoughts of cock, thought of her husband’s cock. What had I let myself in for?
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The shower was a revelation. The water felt so sensual against my shaved skin that I never would have believed the difference had I not experienced it for myself. It was like my whole body was so much more alive and sensitive.

I rinsed off the foam then washed, my dick hard, my ass quivering, but I managed to stop myself from playing. I had things to do and Madelyn was waiting for me. Maybe later, when she was gone, I’d find time to play with my toys.

After the shower, I dried off, then moisturised my skin with the lotion she’d given me. The scent of it was feminine, intoxicating, and it left my skin feeling sensual and silky. Once I was finished I wrapped a towel around me and stepped out to find Madelyn.

I found her sitting in my living room with the rest of the contents of the bag laid out. My eyes went wide.

“Are you… are you serious?” I said, faltering.

She nodded.

“Absolutely. You’re all smooth now, and you’ll be keeping yourself smooth, right?”

The way she looked at me made it clear what answer she expected. If I wanted to continue with her plan, if I wanted her husband’s cock, I had to agree. And… I really was beginning to crave her husband’s cock.

“Yeah… I mean… yes.”

She smiled.

“Exactly. So, why not make the most of your new smooth, pretty, sensitive body and dress it up so you look your best for Terry? I know what he likes, and trust me, if you wear this he won’t be able to control himself when he sees you and finds out why you’re there.”

I blushed at that. The idea that he’d not be able to control himself, that he might push me down and take me, fuck me, fuck my ass, breed me, made my whole body shiver and shudder, my cock throbbing.

“Plus, I think you’ll look amazing, and I have a sneaky suspicion you’re going to enjoy how this looks and feels on you. So… just trust me, okay?”

I took a deep breath, flustered, giddy. I nodded. I’d come this far, had fucked myself in front of her, had agreed to fuck her husband, let him fuck me in my ass, had let her shave me smooth, so what was one more thing? Was it really that weird to try on stockings, suspenders, panties, a bra, and heels?

It made sense at some level. I wanted to look hot for Terry, wanted him to get excited for me, wanted to get him hard, wanted him to fuck me, so dressing in a way that his wife knew would excite him made sense. Right?

“I’ll do it.” I said.

Madelyn smiled at me.

“Excellent. Now, come here and I can show you how it’s done.” She said.

I did as she said, moved close, and at her instruction, I let the towel drop, shamed slightly by how hard my dick was.

Madelyn did exactly as she said. She talked me through the best way to dress.

My new stockings, black, sheer, with lacy tops, went on first and then my suspenders went on after.

“Stockings and suspenders always go on first, before panties. That way it’s easier to remove panties for reasons, while being able to keep the stockings and suspenders on so you stay looking cute.”

I nodded. It made a lot of sense, and I wouldn’t have thought of it, but the mention of reasons and looking cute made me flustered and horny, my dick throbbing.

I slipped the stockings on, the material smooth and sensual on my shaved legs, then slipped the suspenders on, Madelyn taking her time to show me the knack of the fasteners. With those on I slipped on the panties, shuddering at how snug they felt, the fabric cupping my ass, slipping into my crack, cradling my hard dick, and then I slipped on the bra, the thin lace so delicate it obscured nothing, leaving my nipples and chest clearly visible, so it was more decoration than clothing.

The way it all felt made me feel giddy, fuzzy-headed, and I couldn’t deny that it felt sensual and pleasant on my smooth skin, the fabric so much silkier than any underwear or clothing I’d worn before, and the way it all hugged my body sent a thrill through me.

“Now heels, then you can get a good look.” Madelyn said.

I bit my bottom lip, nodded, blushing. Madelyn put the heels down in front of me and helped me step into them. They were black, like my lingerie set, and very high. I wobbled for a moment before finding my balance. The way they made me stand was… different.

“Oh. My. God!” Madelyn said. “You look amazing. Even better than I hoped and we’ve only just started. Terry’s not going to be able to keep his hands, or his cock, off of you, and you’re going to look so sexy while he fucks your tight ass. I can’t wait.”

Her words made my dick throb. The room seemed to spin. There was a fluttering in my belly.

“Want to see?” Madelyn asked.

I nodded.

“Please.” I said.

“Then let me fetch a mirror.”

She moved, left the room, but returned shortly holding a large mirror that she’d taken off the wall in my hall. I looked at her as she held the mirror up, angling it so I could see myself, and then…

Then I saw.

My eyes went wide. My heart skipped. There were no words.

“Cute, right?” She said.

I could only nod.

Cute was one word.

I’d spend my life living as a boy, an unexceptional, plain, dreary miserable boy, a man no one paid any attention to, but in the mirror… in the mirror was not that person. In the mirror, I didn’t see a boy, a young man. The person looking back at me was not plain or boring or unexceptional.

They were beautiful. They were cute, sexy, hot. And that person was me.

I couldn’t help but smile, shift, posing. I was hot.

The stockings and suspenders made my smooth legs look long and full, and with the suspenders framing my thighs, cinching in my waist, my hips looked wide.

The panties, snug and tiny, barely covering my butt cheeks, made my smooth, soft ass look round and full, peachy, and even the tiny bulge of my hard dick looked cute. The lacy bra was just the cherry on top, making my slim, smooth chest look feminine and sexy, my nipples peeking through the flimsy cloth.

I looked stunning, and with the heels, the way they made me stand, the slight shift in my posture I looked…

“Such a pretty girl.” Madelyn said. “Right?”

My cheeks blushed and my heart skipped. But she was right. I looked… I looked like a pretty girl.

My smile widened, and my cock throbbed in my panties. I looked like a pretty, sexy, beautiful girl. I was a stunning, gorgeous woman, in lingerie and heels, smooth. I had lived my whole life being unexceptional, plain, ordinary, but suddenly I was sexy. I was sexy and I was happy.

I was really, really happy. I couldn’t wait to see how Terry was going to respond to seeing me. I couldn’t wait to find out how hard he was going to fuck me.

“Now, how about I teach you how to walk in those heels? After all, you’re going to want to be able to strut when you show my husband what a sexy, slutty size-queen you are, right?”

I looked from my reflection to Madelyn. I smiled.

The thought of strutting for Terry excited me. The thought of showing him what a sexy butt-slut I was really excited me. I wanted to tease him, get him hard, get him excited. And then I wanted him to…

“Yes. Please…” I whispered. “Please, teach me.”

And Madelyn did.


Five

That night we spent almost two hours going over how to walk in heels, how to strut in heels. Madelyn taught me how to step with one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, and how to let my hips roll and sway in a way that made my ass wiggle and my whole body swagger.

I was surprised at how quickly and how naturally it came to me, and Madelyn seemed delighted with my progress, calling me a natural, her words lighting a fire of delight and shame in me. It felt good to be praised by her, to be called pretty and sexy by her, to be told I was a natural at walking sexily in heels, but at the same time…

What kind of man did that make me?

And I was a man, wasn’t I? I wasn’t supposed to like being smooth and soft, wearing feminine lingerie, but I did. I wasn’t supposed to be thrilled at being told I was pretty and sexy, and beautiful, but I was. And I wasn’t supposed to be good at walking in heels, I wasn’t supposed to find it fun, wasn’t supposed to be talented at strutting, wiggling my hips and ass, wasn’t supposed to find swaggering in my heels so easy, but… it was, and I wasn’t quite sure what that meant.

I walked up and down my apartment in my lingerie, heels clicking, and with each step, I felt my confidence and skill blossom. I walked with more strut, more sway, and soon I could feel my ass practically jiggling with each step.

In the stockings, suspenders, panties, bra, and heels, I looked pretty. Shaved smooth I looked sexy. But it was the heels that really pushed me over the edge. The way they made me stand made my legs look longer, fuller, shapely, and they made my ass really pop.

I was used to having an unexceptional body, a plain figure, was used to being below average, the kind of man that was never noticed, but now… somehow being smooth, in pretty, sexy, slutty lingerie, and heels, I was transformed. I had become hot.

And my ass was perhaps my best feature. Even Madelyn made note of it.

“More wiggle when you walk. You look amazing but a little extra wiggle will make it even better. Plus we both know you love getting your ass played with, so the more you wiggle it, the more people will pay attention to it, and the more likely you are to get fucked.”

I blushed at that, but the idea thrilled me. The thought of wearing something like my current outfit, lingerie, heels, strutting, wiggling my ass, showing it off, making someone so horny they wanted to fuck my ass, made my belly flutter and my cock throb. The thought that that person would be Madelyn’s husband just made it even hotter, and I couldn’t stop thinking about how big his cock might be, just imagining it making my hole ache with need.

So, as I practised walking, strutting, posing, moving, bending over in ways that really showed off my butt, even crawling on all fours, my head buzzed with thoughts, emotions, and my body grew hotter. In the end, my feet aching, I was a fuzzy-headed horny mess, but Madelyn was full of praise.

“You did so well! Far better than I hoped or expected. So we should be able to move on to more advanced matters tomorrow.”

She was beaming as she spoke, and I felt my cheeks turn pink as I blushed. I couldn’t imagine what she meant by more advanced matters.

“For now though I’ll leave you alone to relax and enjoy yourself. I’m sure you’re feeling quite tired and pent up after all we’ve been through. Why don’t you go indulge yourself while wearing all that pretty lingerie and those heels? And make sure to use your newest toy, the one you used for me before. That’ll keep your ass nicely trained.”

I couldn’t speak I was so flustered and embarrassed, so I just nodded.

As horny as I was I knew I’d have to play with myself before I went to sleep, to relieve some of the tension, but to have Madelyn tell me to do it, practically ordering me, so my ass stayed trained, just made it hotter. The thought that I’d be doing it for her, in the lingerie she’d made me wear, in heels, training my ass for her husband, it was all too much.

As she left I could already feel my body aching with need. As the front door clicked shut I could no longer contain myself. I rushed off to play.
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I did as Madelyn said. I kept my lingerie on, my heels, and I got out my biggest toy, and I got myself ready.

I slipped my panties off first and was delighted I’d listened to Madelyn's advice. Stockings and suspenders first meant taking my panties off was easy and I could leave the rest of my lingerie on. With my panties off, I took my time, using my fingers to stretch and warm up, making my ass wet and slippery with lube, and then I put my newest toy, the massive monster cock, on the floor and crouched down over it.

I shivered, staring down at it, and I couldn’t help but smile, blushing, the sight of my body, smooth and soft and delicate, in lingerie, making the sight of the massive, slick, dildo between my legs even hotter.

I was so feminine, so sexy, in lingerie, heels, smooth and sensitive, and there was a massive, thick, long, hard, monster cock beneath me. I was going to fuck myself. I was going to train my tight ass. I was going to stretch my hole so it stayed in good shape for Madelyn’s husband, Terry, so he could fuck me.

That thought sent a thrill through me, so wrong and naughty, but so delicious. I wondered what a flesh and blood cock would feel like, and as I imagined it I began to sink down, moaning out loud as the tip of my toy spread my hole, stretching me.

I took more, and the pleasure blossomed, the fat, monstrous cock filling me, making me gape. I clenched down hard as I sat my weight down, and as I took all of it, moaning loudly in delight and pleasure and need.

I worked my hips, ass, grinding, riding, working my ass up and down. The toy slipped in and out, stretching my hole, and I clenched, milking the girth of it for more pleasure.

My head was spinning, heart racing, belly fluttering. My hands roamed over my body, teasing over my smooth, sensitive legs, my silky stockings, over my smooth belly, teasing my nipples under the lace of my bra. It was electric, sensual and hot and heady, addictive.

I wanted more. I needed more. I fucked up and down, training my ass, pleasure bursting through me. It had never felt so good. Why had I never tried being pretty before, wearing sexy clothes, being the pretty slut getting fucked by monstrous toys? It was amazing.

I fucked up and down, grinding, and the thickness of the toy, the ridges and bumps and veins teasing the bright spots of pleasure inside me. Pleasure swelled, joy, bliss, and all I could think about was strutting in my heels for Terry, making his cock hard, having his flesh and blood cock fuck my ass, cum in me. I wanted it. Needed it.

I slammed down, squeezed hard, shaking, and I came, hard. I whimpered, and it felt almost as though I were becoming someone new, someone prettier, softer, sexier, someone better. As I came, I imagined what else Madelyn had in store for me, but my brain was too dumb, too pleasure drunk, ass full of cock.

I’d just needed to wait to find out.
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I found out soon enough what else she had in store for me.

The next night Madelyn arrived with more things for me. She’d told Terry she was out getting his birthday present ready for him, which was true, and it meant she’d be able to spend lots of time with me.

I was glad for that. She was fun, and hot, beautiful, and I was enjoying spending time with my sexy, older, married neighbour. I was enjoying her making me ready for her husband.

“We’ve covered making yourself smooth, and walking in heels, so the next step is clothes, accessories, make-up, hair, and nails.” Madelyn said.

I blinked and stared at her.

“I…”

My head was spinning. I had thought the lingerie and heels would have been enough. I had figured the extra training would have been me and her…

“No buts. You are a gift after all, aren’t you?” She said.

I blushed, nodded. The thought of being a gift thrilled me. Madelyn, my hot, older, married neighbour was gifting me to her husband for his birthday so he could fuck my ass, use me as his fuck-toy. She was gifting him me, my butt, because he was obsessed with anal, with ass-play, but she wasn’t into it.

Or more specifically, she wasn’t into it with him because he was too big for her, so she needed a size-queen like me to handle his massive cock. I was to become his anal-toy. And I wanted it…

I nodded.

“Good. That means wrapping you up pretty, making you look nice for him. Plus, the nicer you look, the prettier and sexier you look, the more excited he’ll be, and the harder he’ll fuck you.”

She was grinning as she spoke, and my blush was scalding.

“And trust me, by the time I’m finished with you you’re going to be very pretty, and just the type of girl he goes for. Once I’m done, he’s going to fuck you so hard your brain will melt, and then he’ll fuck you again, and again, because he just won’t be able to get enough of the pretty little doll I’m going to make you into.”

My head spun. Madelyn’s words lit a fire in me.

I’d never even thought about wearing girly clothes or make-up, but shaving smooth had been a revelation, and the lingerie had been fun—feeling sexy, pretty, hot, fucking myself while feeling feminine, had been a lot of fun. So maybe this would be fun too.

I was curious too. How would I look? How would it feel?

And the thought of exciting Terry so he fucked me hard, over and over, did things to me, made me feel weak and excited and stirred an ache in me. So… I agreed.

Madelyn was delighted, but her expression made it seem like she’d never doubted that I would agree. And then she set to giving me a makeover.

She had me put on new underwear first, panties and a bra, this one slightly padded, both of them pink, and white thigh-length socks. After that, she did my make-up, but she took her time and explained everything she was doing to me, telling me that I would need to practise and watch the videos she would send me so I could learn all the skills myself.

“I’m gifting you all this make-up, and everything else, but you need to learn how to apply it yourself. One, it’s empowering for a pretty girl to be able to do her own make-up, and two, I won’t always be here to do it for you.”

My head throbbed, cock aching in my panties. The way she referred to me as a pretty girl stirred feelings and emotions in me, and the thought of being empowered by learning to do my own make-up made me smile.

My mind whirred as Madelyn painted my eyes, adding mascara, eyeliner, eyeshadow, then creams to my face, shadow and highlight. She then added lipstick and long pink fake nails. Finally, Madelyn added a wig, long, bright blonde, wavy.

It was so bright and feminine, so girly, so daring. She fitted in on my head, telling me what she was doing, then used clips to attach it to my real hair so it wouldn’t slip off or move, and as a side effect, I could feel the weight and shift of it tugging at my scalp, almost as if it were my real hair.

“Now clothes and accessories, then you can see.” Madelyn said.

I blushed and nodded. I was actually excited to see.

For clothes Madelyn had picked out a dress, pink, tight fitting and short, with matching pink heels, and for accessories, she had me wear a range of rings and bracelets, large hooped clip-on earrings, and a pretty necklace. It took a while to get it all on, mostly because the dress was very tight, particularly around the waist where it seemed almost reinforced, but in the end, with Madelyn’s help, I managed it. After she zipped me up I slipped on the heels, then she helped me put on my jewellery.

“All done.” She said, stepping back, beaming. “Now, are you ready to see?”

I smiled, nodded. My heart was racing, and I was nervous, anxious, but I was also very eager.

Madelyn moved out of the room and returned shortly with the full-length mirror, moved to stand in front of me and then turned the mirror around so I could see. My eyes went wide.

After the day before I’d thought myself prepared. I’d seen myself smooth, pretty, in lingerie, so I had thought I was ready to see myself dressed up, in make-up. But… I wasn’t. I really, really wasn’t.

“You like?” Madelyn asked. “Because I do. And I know Terry is going to really like you if you dress up like that. I can’t wait to see how he reacts to seeing you, how he reacts as he realises that you and your ass are his birthday gift.”

She was grinning. My body throbbed. I looked… beautiful.

The dreary, plain, unexceptional boy was gone. Vanished completely. In his place was a girl. A pretty, sexy, beautiful girl, a sensual and brazen young woman.

The socks and dress and heels, combined with being smooth, made my body look slim and curvy—and I realised the tightness around the waist was deliberate, like a corset, giving me an almost hourglass figure, making my hips seem wider, my ass rounder, and my chest, my small perky breasts, fuller.

I giggled, and I couldn’t help but pose, trying my best to look sexy, trying to look flirty, bending and turning and standing in ways that might excite someone, might make them focus on my ass, might make them want to fuck me.

And it wasn’t just my body either. My face was changed completely. I’d always had soft, delicate features, but with the addition of makeup, I’d become pretty and alluring, pink and black eyeshadow, dark mascara and eyeliner, pink, glossy lipstick. I looked almost… almost like a porn star, and I liked it.

With all the jewellery on, my fake pink nails, my pink heels, and my blonde wig, I was transformed. I smiled, a swell of joy and euphoria, bliss. I couldn’t ever remember being so happy at looking in a mirror.

“I love it.” I said.

Madelyn smiled.

“Good. But there is one problem.” She looked at me, grinning. “Ryan is no name for a pretty girl like you. We’ll need a pretty name to match how pretty you are when I introduce you to my husband. What do you think?”

My blush deepened but… I nodded.

“I… what about… Rose?” I said.

Madelyn looked at me, and her smile widened.

“Rose… yes, I like it. Rose. We can call you Rose.”

I felt a swell of joy.

“Well, Rose, I think that’s enough for tonight. I want you to stay dressed though. Practise moving around, try posing, see how it feels to embrace your inner femininity. Really work on that strut and being sexy, be brave and bold, be daring.”

I nodded. Madelyn said she would be back tomorrow for more training and practice to get me ready. She reminded me to keep up my play training too, but she didn’t need to remind me. As horny and excited and gleeful as I was, as pretty and sexy as I felt, I’d not have been able to resist even if Madelyn had forbidden me.

So, as she left, she gave me instructions.

“Use your largest toy again, and remember to keep your clothes on. This time though… I want you to play in front of the mirror. Fuck yourself in front of the mirror. I want you to practise performing while you get fucked.”

And with that said, she left. My heart was racing.
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I did exactly as she said, couldn’t contain my enthusiasm. I slipped my panties off and lubed up my hole—which by now was beginning to feel quite stretched and gaped after two days of play with my biggest-ever toy—then settled down in front of the mirror.

Watching myself as I settled my weight down onto the monstrous cock was so hot it made my brain melt. I looked so slutty and sexy, like a pornstar or a hot character out of a fantasy, a pretty girl about to get ravaged by a ferocious, horny monster. Only I was that girl. I was Rose.

I was a pretty girl in a slutty dress, with make-up, long blonde hair, about to get fucked in her ass by a monstrous fake cock. Just watching myself made me so horny I was struggling to think. I posed, moving in ways that looked sexy and felt good, and as I sank down and the tip of my toy touched my hole, I felt my whole body light up with pleasure more intense than anything before. I moaned, and the look on my face was so hot I couldn’t help but whimper all over again.

I sank down lower, took the head of my toy, and I began to perform, fucking myself, working slowly, sensually. I wanted all of it at once, but I restrained myself, going slowly, performing, watching the sexy slut in the mirror fuck herself, her ass stuffed full of cock. It was so hot…

I rose up slowly, sank down again, taking more and more, fucking up and down, hole slick, gaping, stretched, training my body. I worked my hips and ass, and I couldn’t get over how it looked. It was like my own private porn show only better, because I was the star, and I got to experience all the pleasure that went along with it.

I took the cock deep into my ass, the girth stretching me, and I felt so full, so sexy, so slutty and pretty and hot. I worked my hips and ass, watching my reflection, the hot butt-slut in the mirror, and I imagined it was a real cock, that I was riding a flesh and blood cock. What would it feel like to have someone thrust into me, fuck me back, cum in me.

I felt my body throb, aching, and I knew that soon, hopefully, I would find out.

My whole body tensed, shaking, and it was with that thought that I came, cumming hard. I had thought before that playing with my ass had been fun, but this was something else, something better and bright and hotter. I was becoming a true butt-slut, and my ass was beginning to get very sensitive, and very hungry for cock.

Rose was, apparently, a slut for anal…

The thought made me giggle.


Six

The next day Madelyn arrived for more training, making me do my own make-up and hair, a different wig this time, shorter, pink in colour, more playful and bold. I did my make-up to match, bright pink, and though I didn’t do as good a job as she had done, I still looked pretty cute.

“You've been watching those videos I sent you, haven’t you?” Madelyn asked.

I nodded. I had watched them. I’d watched all of them, more than once. I really did want to get good at it.

I knew this was all just for Terry’s birthday, so I could be his gift, so he could fuck my ass and enjoy his obsession with butts and anal without Madelyn having to do something she didn’t enjoy, and I knew it would be over all too soon but…

Even if I never wanted to have a real cock fuck me again, even if I wanted to go back to just toys, I knew that I would want to keep being pretty, being hot and sexy. It had been fun, and it made me feel good. It made playing with my toys feel better and… after watching myself in the mirror, all dressed up, sexy, with make-up, hair, nails, I knew I wanted that again.

I wanted to perform again, wanted to be Rose again, fuck myself in front of the mirror, maybe even… maybe even record myself, post videos online, let people watch me. Just thinking about it—and I had been thinking about it a lot—made me so hot I couldn’t think properly.

So it was with that in mind that I’d made sure to do my homework. I’d watched all the make-up videos and more. I wanted to make the most of this opportunity, and Madelyn's training. I wanted to get good at making myself pretty. So I threw myself into it, committed fully to the process of becoming Rose.

And over the next few days, Madelyn made sure I got very good at being Rose. She had me try on various outfits, skirts and dresses and tops, different kinds of lingerie and heels, had me try different make-up looks and different accessories, jewellery and wigs, hair clips, and she made me move around in them, strut in them, crawl in them, pose in them. She even once had me perform again in front of her, fucking my ass while dressed in white lingerie and a cute white slip that made me look almost virginal.

I had the best time and it had got to the point where I couldn’t wait to see Madelyn again, to have her arrive at my door for our next session. Terry’s birthday was getting closer, and I knew once that was over, once he got his present, his gift, that it would all stop, so I wanted to make the most of it all. I wanted to make the most of Madelyn’s training, and wanted to make the most of my chance to try a real, flesh and blood cock, my chance to get properly fucked.

So that was how, the day before Terry’s birthday, I came to be waiting for Madelyn, ready for her to turn up and begin our last training session, getting me ready to be her husband’s gift, his butt-slut, so he could indulge his love of anal play without her having to put up with something she didn’t enjoy.

The thought still made me buzz. She didn’t like anal, and found his cock too massive to even be able to put up with it for the man she loved, so she’d recruited me to be her stand-in. I was a size-queen, a butt slut, and so Terry was going to be allowed to use my ass as his toy for his birthday to vent and indulge his lusts.

I was nervous about it, anxious, but also… incredibly excited.

And then the knock at the door made me jump. Madelyn had arrived for our final training session.
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“Oh my, look at you already dressed up in pretty lingerie for me with your make-up done. You look amazing, and you’ve really got the hang of it now.”

Her smile let me know I’d made the right decision.

I’d shaved earlier that day, had shaved everywhere so I was perfectly smooth, and had then dressed in a set of pretty pink lingerie that Madelyn had gifted me, before settling down to take my time doing my make-up.

I’d spent over an hour doing it, wanting to show off all the skills I’d developed, and wanting to show off for my sexy, older, married neighbour. I’d used blacks and purples and pinks, bright colours to match my lingerie, and had then put on the longest, blondest wig Madelyn had given me, long waves coming down to my mid-back.

I’d even put on more fake nails, long, pink, slutty, and I’d put on a set of brazen silvery gold jewellery—earrings and rings and bracelets, a pretty necklace. The final touch was the pink heels. The pink high heels were like something I’d expect a pole dancer to wear. I loved wearing them, loved how they made me feel, how they made me look, how I walked and posed with them on.

What I hadn’t told Madelyn was that I often wore the heels just around my apartment because they made me so happy.

“Thank you.” I said. “I… I wanted to show you how much I appreciate the effort you’ve put into helping me get ready.”

Madelyn smiled at me.

“Well, it’s the least I could do given what you’re doing for me. Terry is going to be delighted with his pretty gift, his own personal butt-slut, and you letting him fuck your tight, cute little ass is going to mean I don’t feel bad for not enjoying it.”

I blushed at that. It was true that I was technically the one doing Madelyn the favour by letting her husband fuck me in my ass for his birthday, letting him take my virginity, but… it felt like I was the lucky one.

“But… now you’re all dressed up, I suppose we can skip the getting ready tonight.”

My heart sank, my face fell.

“Oh, no need to look sad Rose. I said we could skip the getting ready, not the training. There’s still the most important part of your training to go. The last little detail to make sure you’re ready for my husband to fuck your ass.”

I broke into a wide smile. The thought of not getting any training had made me almost heartbroken. I knew this would all be over too soon, so one last night with Madelyn sounded delightful.

“Now, why don’t you go into your room and get ready for me? I’ll need your ass all warmed up and wet. I’ll take my time getting everything ready so… no need to rush. Enjoy yourself.”

My heart skipped.

Was she going to make me perform again? In her hand was a large bag, but that was nothing exceptional given all the things she’d gifted me to get me ready for Terry’s birthday, but I couldn’t help but wonder… just what was in the bag. My dick throbbed and my hole clenched as my mind filled with possibilities.

“I… I’ll go get ready for you.” I said, voice soft, shaking. “And… thank you.”

Madelyn smiled.

“You can thank me when you see what today’s training is.”

And her smirk was enough to make me nervous. But, even as nervous as she made me, I was eager. I was eager, because I was Rose, a butt-slut, a size-queen, and I couldn’t wait to experience the last training she had in mind for me.
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In my room I prepared myself. I kept all my clothes on, even my panties, and I lay down to do as Madelyn had said.

I fetched my lube and, with my fingers, I began to play with my ass, first one, then two, then three fingers, working my wet slippery digits into my tight ass.

It felt good, so much better than it had before all this had begun. Maybe it was being soft, smooth, maybe it was the clothes I was wearing, feeling sexy and slutty, maybe it was being Rose, a sexy, beautiful butt-slut, or maybe it was how much I’d been playing with my ass recently, how much I’d been playing with my new toy, fucking my ass at least once a day, sometimes even three or four times, cumming each time, cumming just from my ass as I fucked myself, riding it, fucking it, squirming and grinding and delighting in how good the monstrous cock felt inside me, training my ass as a source or pleasure while my cock was neglected.

In the end though it didn’t matter the cause, the reason. What mattered was the outcome. And the outcome was that playing with my ass felt better than ever, and I was hooked. I was addicted.

I was obsessed with playing with my ass, cumming with my tight hole, fucking my new toy, was obsessed with being Rose, being pretty and sexy and slutty, and no matter how Terry’s birthday went I knew I was never going to go back to how things were before Madelyn’s offer.

With that acceptance in my mind, I pressed more fingers into my hole, stretching it, wet, slick, gaping, and forced my whole hand into my ass. I felt my fist pop into my tight ass, and I began to fuck myself, slowly, deep, lubing my hole, getting myself slick and wet, stretching myself.

I’d never got my fist into my ass before, had sometimes fantasised about it, but had never been able to fit my whole hand. Now though, now it had happened without even really trying.

Fucking my ass every day, sometimes multiple times a day, had stretched my hole, made me gape so that my whole hand had slipped deep without even really trying, and it felt amazing.

I fucked my hand deeper, thrusting it into my ass, stretching myself, wet and slippery, and my cock throbbed hard as my body lit up with pleasure. I was Rose, a size-queen, a slut, dressed pretty, made-up, and I was fisting my ass.

“Fuck… fuck… fuck…”

I worked my slippery hand deeper, pulling it out, pressing it in. I was on my back, legs spread, and I fucked myself, grinding, working my ass and hips to feel more. It was so good.

Not quite as good as my newest toy, but still mind-numbingly pleasurably. I couldn’t stop. I was close to cumming. I worked my fist deeper. I just needed…

“Don’t go cumming just yet Rose.” A voice said.

Madelyn. Madelyn’s voice. I snapped back to reality and froze. My whole fist was in my ass, my legs spread.

She’d be able to see everything. She’d be able to see what a butt-slut I was. I blushed and giggled and looked up, close to cumming but holding myself back.

And then I saw her and what I saw was almost enough to push me over the edge.

[image: ]

“Take your hand out of your ass. Slowly. I don’t want you cumming before I’ve had a chance to test your cute little ass out for myself. I need to make sure you’re a good gift for my husband after all, don’t I?”

Madelyn was standing in my doorway grinning, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her. My hand was still in my ass, and without thinking I worked my hips, my ass, spreading my legs wide as I looked at her, shivering with need and desire and lust.

“Hand out of your ass Rose. No cumming until I say.”

She chuckled, mocking me for being such a slut. I did what she said though, aware that even as good as my hand might feel, what she was offering me as an alternative was going to feel even better.

Madelyn had got changed, slipped out of the clothes she’d been wearing, stripping down to just lingerie, a set of black and red lace—stockings, suspenders, panties, bra, with matching black high heels.

I couldn’t look away from her, and I pulled my hand slowly out of my slick hole, my fist making my tight entrance stretch as I tugged it out. Madelyn stepped in, her bra almost see-through so I could clearly make out her breasts, her nipples, and in the flimsy, skimpy underwear she looked even more provocative and sexy than if she’d been naked.

Yet, it wasn’t her lingerie or her perfect body that held my attention. It was what was between her legs.

There was an elaborate array of straps around her thighs and waist and hips, leather, black, and in the middle of it all, just over her cunt, was a cock. A massive, long, perfect, monstrous cock. A hard dildo jutting out, permanently erect.

It wasn’t quite as big as my newest toy, but it was close, and the shape of it, the bumps and texture, the demonic, bestial, monstrous shape of it, made my ass quiver and my cock throb.

“Think you’re ready for me?” Madelyn said.

I didn’t hesitate to nod. I’d only ever fucked myself, fucked toys solo. I’d never been fucked by someone else, had never had another person fuck me.

I’d thought Terry would be my first, Madelyn’s husband, and he would in a way, would be my first flesh and blood cock, but that Madelyn would be my first in another way seemed fitting after all the training we’d had together.

Plus… she was really, really hot. A beautiful, sexy, older woman with a massive cock between her legs. A cock she was going to fuck me with. A cock she was going to use to make sure I would be a good gift for her husband.

“Yes.” I said. “Please. Fuck me. Test out my ass. Fuck me and make me cum. Show me how hard your husband is going to fuck my tight, pretty, butt-slut ass.”

I giggled as I said it, blushing, but I meant all of it. It was the truth, and there was no more holding back.

Madelyn smiled, stepped towards the bed. I spread my legs as wide as they would go, wiggling, trying to excite her, lure her in, wanting her to fuck me hard.

“Such a good girl.” She said. And then she climbed up onto the bed, and moved closer.
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I could feel my heart fluttering at the cage of my ribs as Madelyn climbed over me, crawled forwards, her breasts swaying, hips and ass rolling, on all fours, her massive cock hanging between her legs like a promise of the pleasure to come. My dick pulsed, so hard it hurt, and I was delighted by how small I was compared to her.

And at the same time… I was delighted by how feminine I was, how soft and cute and sexy. Looking down at my sexy, older, married neighbour’s cock I could see my body next to hers, and though my curves were less extreme, I was no less sensual, no less beautiful.

We were two women, two hot women, and as her stocking-clad legs caressed up the inside of my thighs I felt a shiver run through my whole body at the touch, so sensual and smooth, silk against silk, smooth skin against smooth skin. Madelyn forced my legs wider and then loomed over me, her cock hanging over mine, signalling my doom.

“You want my cock inside you? You want me to test my little butt-slut out to make sure she’s ready for my husband?”

I nodded, whimpering. After fisting my ass my hole felt so wet and stretched and empty. I wanted to be full. Wanted to be full of cock.

Madelyn smiled, and then, with one hand, reached down to grip the shaft of her fat cock, aiming it, aiming it at my entrance, and she shifted forwards.

I moaned out loud at the touch, the head teasing over slick, sensitive skin for just a second, and then she was inside me. There was no resistance. I was wet and slippery, stretched, gaping, and with one thrust Madelyn’s cock was inside me.

It was bliss.

I arched my back and pressed back, wanting more. Madelyn thrust deeper, and I felt her thighs and hips slap against my ass. She was inside me. All of her massive cock was inside me.

“Fuck… you took that so easily. You really are a size-queen aren’t you?” She said.

I nodded, but didn’t speak. There were no words. My head was fuzzy, overcome with joy and pleasure. Getting fucked was so much better than fucking myself. And…

It was so much better getting fucked as a pretty girl, a sexy woman, a brazen butt-slut, smooth and soft and sensitive, in alluring lingerie, heels. It was so much better as Rose.

“Fuck me. Fuck me more. Deeper. Harder. Fuck me. Please.” I managed to whisper.

Madelyn did not hesitate to give me what I’d asked for.
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Madelyn pulled her hips back, slipped her cock out until just the head was inside me, tugging at my entrance, then slammed it back in, slammed it in deep and hard. The thrust knocked the breath from my lungs and the sense from my head. I knew I was never going to be the same again, and I accepted it, embraced it.

I never wanted to go back to who I’d been before. This was better.

“Fuck. Yes. Fuck.”

I was muttering gibberish, lost in the pleasure, the thrill, the joy and the bliss.

I looked up at Madelyn, my hot, older, sexy, married neighbour, and the look on her face as she fucked me made my heart swell. I could see the joy in her smile, the pleasure and lust in her eyes. She was fucking me, hard, fast, deep, breeding me, training me, and she was enjoying it.

Her hips and thighs slammed against my ass. Her tits swayed. Her massive cock pulled out, slammed in. She was breathing hard and I was panting.

“Such a pretty, sexy, slutty girl.” She said. “Terry is going to enjoy ruining you. And I’m going to enjoy watching.”

I giggled, blushed, but I was too busy to speak. I was focused on taking more of her cock, taking all of her cock. I spread my legs wide and I fucked her back, riding her cock, working my hips and ass to take her deep, clenching down to feel as much pleasure as possible.

My dick was hard, throbbing, drooling precum. I worked in time with Madelyn as she pulled her cock out of my ass, thrust it in, riding her, fucking back.

It was so much better than just a toy, fucking myself, riding an inanimate object. My hot, sexy, older, married neighbour was fucking me, hard, training my ass for her husband, and I could feel my mind and body being corrupted by the pleasure.

“More… please… more… fuck me harder.”

Madelyn chuckled.

“Such a greedy slut. I like it. I knew the moment I saw that toy you’d ordered you had potential, but who knew just what a pretty butt-slut you’d make.”

As she spoke she did as I asked, thrusting harder, deeper, faster. I clenched my hole tight, working my hips and ass to ride her cock as she fucked me. The sight of her above me, fucking me, was alone enough to thrill me, but that combined with being soft and pretty, sexy, feminine, and having my stretched, slick, gaping ass fucked was too much.

The girth of her cock teased over bright spots of pleasure inside me, pleasure swelling, and I knew I was close.

“Fuck, yes… fuck… more… I’m going to cum. You’re going to make me cum…”

“Cum on my cock Rose. Cum as I fuck you. Cum for me. Show me what a pretty little slut you are. Show me you’re a good gift for my hung husband.”

Her words almost burned me, joy and excitement and shame and desire.

I worked my ass down onto her cock and I felt the pleasure swell. I clenched, milking, and then she thrust, deep, and I felt my whole body tense as her cock pressed on the bright spot of pleasure inside me.

“Fuck!”

I was cumming. I was cumming hard. I was cumming harder than I’d ever cum before. The room seemed to spin and my body shuddered. I was cumming, cumming, cumming…

My cock throbbed, spunk sprayed all over my belly, but the pleasure came from everywhere all at once, a whole body climax that was rooted in my ass, pleasure so intense that I felt my whole body, my whole identity being overwritten. I was Rose, a butt-slut, and I could never go back to just toys again.

I needed to be fucked… and fucked hard.

I took a deep breath, gasping for air, and looked up at Madelyn. The pleasure was hot, addictive, and the high of my climax was only just beginning to subside.

“I think you’re ready.” She said. “I’m looking forward to tomorrow.”

I giggled, blushed, wiggling to feel more of her cock inside me.

“I am too.” I said.

I couldn’t wait to find out how good a real flesh and blood cock would feel inside me, how good a real flesh and blood cock would feel as it came inside me. But I also knew I didn’t have to wait long.


Seven

The wait was agonising. A whole night and a whole day before I was going to be given to Terry as his birthday gift.

It would have been bad enough before, just waiting, trying to cope with my nerves and worries, my anxieties and thoughts and feelings, but now it was worse. Madelyn had made it worse. She’d shown me a small glimpse of how good it felt to be fucked, to be fucked hard, and now it was all I could think about.

Ever since she’d tested me out for her husband, making sure I was a good gift for him, I’d not been able to stop fantasising about how it was going to feel to have a real cock inside my ass. I’d not been able to think about anything other than dressing up, being pretty, being a butt-slut, and getting fucked.

I’d tried to work, tried to distract myself with exercise and chores, but nothing had worked. I was obsessed.

I was obsessed with cock, with the thought of getting fucked, and I just hoped that being Terry’s gift, finally getting to feel a real cock, would cure me of my obsession, because there was no way I could live like this, could continue to be so obsessed and function normally. It was like I was in heat, ravenous, so horny and desperate and aching that it almost hurt.

Yet at the same time, it was almost… fun.

And there was a thought at the back of my head, ticking away. If Madelyn fucking me had made me obsessed, then maybe getting fucked by a real, flesh and blood cock, would only make it worse. Maybe being Terry’s gift, letting him fuck my ass, would only cement my addiction, my craving, my need, would only finalise my transformation into Rose, a butt-slut, a cock obsessed size-queen.

Yet… I was happy to risk it.

And it was with that risk ahead of me, thrilled by it, that I set about getting ready for the night’s celebration.
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Madelyn had told me when I was to arrive, and how. She had told me what to wear, how to do my hair, and how to do my make-up. She’d even bought me a perfume she’d told me to wear.

“I know what he likes. I know what turns him on. I know what excites him. So… trust me.” She’d said. “Do what I say and he won’t be able to resist you. The moment he sees you and he finds out why you’re there he’s… well, I won’t ruin the surprise.” She’d said.

Just remembering the words made me shiver. I couldn’t wait to find out how Terry was going to react when he saw me, and I couldn’t wait to find out what he was going to do to me once he discovered why I was there—that I was his gift, that his birthday present was me, my ass, and that he was free to fuck me like the sexy butt-slut I was.

I started the process of getting ready early. Shaving and showering and moisturising so that I was smooth and soft, and then slipped on my underwear—plain white silk panties, a matching white bra, and long white hold-up stockings, opaque, with lacy tops. I then slipped on an old, baggy t-shirt while I did my make-up so I didn’t get any powder on my white lingerie.

My make-up took the most amount of time. I wasn’t as skilled at it yet as Madelyn, but I was far better than I had been, and she’d shown me how to do it in detail several times.

I did my eyeshadow, subtle pinks and blacks, then mascara and eyeliner, I added highlights and shadows to my face to make my features look cuter and more refined then painted my lips bright pink with a glossy topcoat to make them plump and wet.

After that I did my hair, putting on a blonde wig, bright platinum, long and wavy, styling it into cute, innocent bunches. Then, as a finishing touch, I stuck on my pink long fake nails.

“Clothes next I said, then accessories and finally heels.”

I was talking to myself to try to stay calm, but I could feel my nerves getting worse, my belly fluttering with excitement. I didn’t have time to fret though, so I set on with getting dressed.

I slipped on the skirt Madelyn had given me, short, pleated, pink and white plaid, and then my top, a cropped white blouse that was practically transparent, fastened with only two buttons and with short sleeves so it showed off more skin than it covered.

For accessories I put on a pair of big hooped silver earrings, clip-on—though I’d begun wondering how it might feel to have my ears pierced, how it might feel to make Rose more permanent—and then the final detail… a pink collar. A bright pink leather collar, a gift from Madelyn to make it clear to Terry that I was his gift.

The moment I’d seen it I’d fallen in love with it. The leather was thick and sturdy, so pink and girly, with a clasp at the back and a silver ring on the front with a pink glittery tag on it that read Daddy’s Butt-Slutt.

The words made my head spin. I was the butt-slut, which meant… which meant Terry was going to be my Daddy. I blushed as I fitted the collar around my neck and fastened it. I couldn’t wait to see his face when he read the tag, when he realised that I was his gift, his butt-slut.

The only thing left after that was my heels. Bright pink high heels. I slipped them on then turned to check myself in the mirror.

I giggled, blushing. I looked…

“Amazing!” I said.

I was stunning. I looked like a slutty schoolgirl out of a porn movie or a teenager's fantasy. I was every man’s dream, sexy and pretty and beautiful, brazen and flirty.

As I looked at myself I posed, moved, shifting in the ways Madelyn had taught me, ways I knew would excite Terry. My dick throbbed as I looked at myself. I was so fucking hot it was making my brain melt.

The blouse was so thin I could see my bra through it, and my skirt was so short my panties and my ass kept flashing, my long smooth full legs on display, the white stockings with lacy stocking tops.

In my heels, I stood and moved in a way that emphasised my legs, hips, and ass, but it was my face and my hair that really captivated. My lips were pink and pouty, eyes bright and bold and sultry, my eyes bright and bold and dazzling, and my hair was cute, playful, innocent and sweet compared to my slutty outfit and make-up and heels.

But really, it was the collar that sold the whole thing. The pink collar that marked me as Daddy’s Butt-Slut. As I stared at myself in the mirror, posing, wiggling, showing off, I felt a swell of joy and excitement. I couldn’t wait to see Terry’s face.
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I checked the hallway was clear before stepping out and crossing the small space between our front doors, and I knocked, quick and urgent, hoping Madelyn wouldn’t take long to answer. I was on the dot according to her instructions and time, so I hoped I wouldn’t be left out in the open, yet I was still anxious.

Dressed as I was, with hair and make-up, a slutty school girl, I wondered what people would think if they saw me knocking on the door of my married, older neighbours? Would they even recognise me? Would they know why I was there? But then, with the way I looked, there was no way they wouldn’t know why I was there.

That thought made me burn with shame, fear, excitement. I listened for sounds of anyone approaching, aware I could, if needed, dash back to my apartment, but then the front door to Madelyn’s apartment opened.

“Bang on time. Come in.” Madelyn said.

She opened the door wide for me and I stepped in, glad when the door clicked closed behind me. Madelyn looked me up and down, grinning.

“You look even better than I hoped.” She said. “I still can’t get over how adorable you are. But… I suppose it’s not up to me to judge.”

She smiled at me as she said that. My blush deepened.

“Are you ready?” She asked.

I nodded. I wasn’t sure I was truly ready, but I was as ready as I was ever going to be. I was dressed, made up, and I’d even made sure to warm up before coming, taking time to make sure I was clean and stretched, wet and slippery, ready to be fucked at a moment’s notice.

That was the deal. That was what Madelyn had told me. I was to be Terry’s gift, his butt-slut, so I should be warmed up and ready for him at all times. And I was.

“I’m ready. Very ready.” I said, making sure Madelyn knew just how ready I was.

Madelyn smiled, offered me her hand.

“Then come with me. He’s waiting. I’ve been teasing him all day about his gift, and he’s so excited, but he has no idea what it is I’ve got him. I can’t wait to see his face when he sees you and finds out why you’re here.”

I chuckled.

“Neither can I.” I said.

And with that, she led me down to the hall to where Terry was waiting.
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Terry was sitting on the sofa reading a book when I stepped in. He looked up at the sound of footsteps, looked at Madelyn, then at me, and his eyes went wide.

“What…”

Madelyn held up her hand and Terry fell quiet. He smiled, looked at his wife with a sparkle in his eyes.

He looked back at me and I shivered. The way he looked at me, the way he looked me up and down, made me feel small and weak and vulnerable. It made me feel exposed, dressed as I was, made me feel worse than naked. He was the big bad wolf and I was his little red riding hood, only… I wanted him to gobble me up.

“I told you I had a special surprise for you. Rose here is my gift to you.” Madelyn said.

I blushed, giggled. As Terry watched I gave him a little pose and a wiggle, showing him just how special his present was.

“I know how much you miss anal, and I know how much you love playing with my ass, but I also know you’re a kind, sweet, gentle man who’d never make me do anything I don’t enjoy. Well… I’ve found a solution.”

Terry turned from me to his wife. There was a mixture of lust and confusion and excitement on his face that was a joy to see.

“You see, it turns out that Rose is quite the size-queen, and quite the anal-addict. She loves having her ass played with, so… she’s my gift to you. Her, and her ass, are all yours.”

Terry blinked. I smiled at him, gave a little wiggle of my hips and ass to show him just how true Madelyn’s words were.

“I… you mean… I can… she…”

“Rose and her ass are yours. All yours. I’ve already seen what she can do, and I’ve already tested her out thoroughly. I know she can handle you, and I know she’ll enjoy handling you. All that’s left is for you to try her out to see if you enjoy her as much as I know she’s going to enjoy you.”

Terry fell quiet. I fluttered my eyelashes, pouting. My cock was throbbing, my ass wet and stretched, eager and hungry for his cock. As I wiggled, trying to get him excited, he shifted, and I glanced down at his crotch, unable to contain myself, and my belly tightened as I saw the bulge in his trousers.

It was massive. Thick and long, and getting thicker, longer.

“Fuck…” I whispered.

Madelyn turned to look at me, then looked where I was looking, chuckled.

“I warned you, Rose. He’s big, but I think you can take it. I mean, that is why you’re here. He’s too big for my ass, but you… I know just what a filthy, cock obsessed butt-slut you are.”

I blushed.

“So I can… she… I really can…”

“Rose, and her ass, are yours. But just her ass. You can play with her ass as much as you want. Fuck her butt as much as you want. But nothing else. No kissing. No oral. She’s your butt-slut, your anal-toy, but that’s it.”

The words made me shiver. It was exactly what Madelyn and I had agreed. It felt safer this way and also… more fun. I was just a hole for Terry to use, an ass for him to fuck, just a piece of meat for him to sate his lust with.

“And you Rose… what do you have to say?”

I took a deep breath.

“I… I don’t have anything to say.” I said. “I’m just a dumb, cock obsessed butt-slut. But if you have any doubts, maybe you can just read my collar.”

And with that, I stepped towards him, walked with a strut and a sway towards Terry, and the way he watched me, the way he stared at my legs, my hips, my ass, told me all my practice and strutting in heels had been worth it.

I walked over to Terry, sat on the sofa, and, as he stared at me, as his wife watched me, I climbed up onto the sofa, up onto his lap, my legs on either side of him, moved to sit on his lap and I felt his cock throbbing against my thighs and ass.

It was all I could do to restrain myself from taking his cock out right there and then and sitting myself down on it. My ass was quivering with need.

“The tag.” I said. “Read it.”

Terry was still, clearly struggling to control himself. I didn’t want him to control himself though. Slowly he lifted one hand and turned the tag on my collar to face him.

I watched his face, saw him smile.

I felt his cock swell. It was massive.

“Well then… I suppose it would be rude of me to turn my gift down.”

And with that, Terry dropped the tag on my collar and he shifted both hands down to my thighs, gripping them tight. I moaned, squirmed, grinding gown on the girth of his cock in his trousers.

His hands roamed up, over the bare skin above my stockings, up under my skirt, to my ass, squeezing hard, making me gasp and grind down even harder. They crept inwards, sneaking under my panties and fingertips caressed along my crack, pressing just barely at my hole.

“So wet for Daddy.” Terry said. “Such a pretty little slut.”

I bit my bottom lip hard, staring into his face, breathing hard, head spinning. I could only nod and whimper.

“Well, I think it’s time I tried my gift out, don’t you?”

I nodded again.

“Yes Daddy.” I said. “I mean… you’ve got to make sure I’m a good fit after all.”

I was giggling, blushing.

Terry pressed his finger deeper into my ass, barely entering me.

“Take my cock out then. Take my cock out and show me just what a butt-slut you are.”

“Yes Daddy.” I said.

And I obeyed.
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As I fumbled with Terry’s belt, unbuttoning his trousers, tugging down his zip, I felt the sofa shift. I looked down to see Madelyn sitting at the far end, watching me, watching us.

“Don’t mind me, Rose. Keep going. I’m just here to make sure my husband enjoys the gift I got him.”

I blushed but did as she said.

Terry’s eyes were roaming my body, his hands groping my ass as I pulled his trousers down, pulled his underwear down, and fished his cock out. As my fingers wrapped around it, my belly fluttered.

It was huge. Not quite as large as my largest toy, but close, and obviously larger than the toy Madeline had fucked me with the day before.

“I told you.” Madeline said.

“Still think I’ll fit, slut?” Terry said.

I looked at him as I stroked his cock, warm, flesh and blood, the pulse and throb of it making my heart skip. It was so hard, yet so soft. My hands teased up and down, stroking, and I could feel the trickle of his precum he was so turned on, turned on by me.

My head spun. It was so much better than a toy, and that was just my hands.

How would it feel in my ass? There was only one way to find out.

“I think so Daddy.” I said. “But I suppose it’s best we check.”

And with that I moved, shifting to lift myself up slightly, spreading my legs. Terry gripped my ass tight, guiding me, groping me, and, with one hand on his cock, gripping the base, I used the other to slip my panties to the side, exposing my hole, and I began to sink down.

The head of Terry's cock slid along my crack and I guided it, working my hips, and then I felt it. The head pressed at my wet, slippery, stretched entrance. I moaned, and I could not hold back.

I’d been yearning for this for so long, ever since Madelyn had suggested it, ever since she had made me fuck my toy in front of her, and all the training, the dressing up, the making myself smooth, the heels and make-up, had only made it worse. It had just got worse and worse, and then yesterday, when she’d fucked me, it was like something had come unlocked, a ravenous animal, a cock hungry slut, and I couldn’t hold back.

I felt the tip of my Daddy’s cock enter my ass and I needed more. I spread my legs, moaning, gasping, and sank my weight down.

My hole, already wet and slippery, warmed up, stretched, gaping, opened without resistance and Terry’s cock split me wide. My Daddy’s cock was inside me. A real flesh and blood cock inside my almost virgin ass.

“Fuck…” Terry moaned.

He thrust as I sank down, and his cock sank deep. It filled me, stretching me wide, and I forced more and more of his massive prick into my ass until…

My ass rested on his thighs. I squirmed, grinding, and I realised I’d taken all of it. His whole massive cock was inside my ass. I was my Daddy’s butt-slut, his size-queen, and as Terry thrust into me, squeezing my ass hard, making me gasp, I looked over to see Madelyn watching us, grinning.

“I knew you’d make a good gift.” She said. “Now show him what a slut you are. Show him what a filthy, sexy, beautiful butt-slut you are.”

I gasped as Terry worked his cock in my ass, the throbbing meat of his prick pressing on the bright spots of pleasure inside me. It felt so much better than a toy.

I nodded at Madelyn and did exactly as she said. I began to fuck her husband as he fucked me back, riding his cock with my ass as he fucked his anal-toy hard.

“Fuck!”

I moaned out loud as Terry worked his cock out of my hole, lifting myself up and then I sat my weight back down as he thrust into me, gripping my ass to guide me.

I rode him as he fucked me, I worked my hips, my ass, chasing the pleasure. His cock throbbed inside my tight ass, slippery, wet, and the sheer size of his prick was enough to make me into his dumb, slutty, cock addicted butt-slut.

His hands gripped me, pulling me down onto his lap, his cock, and I spread my legs wide, grinding down, wanting as much pleasure as I could get. I could see the lust in his eyes, the delight, the pleasure, and knowing I was the source of that, that I was the hot, sexy, slutty schoolgirl of his dreams, the butt-slut of his fantasies, his anal-toy, made my heart soar.

“Fuck me Daddy. Fuck me harder. Fuck me in my ass Daddy and breed me. Make me your slut, your toy. Fuck me Daddy. Hard. Fuck me hard and cum in me.”

The words came tumbling out, but I meant them. I meant all of them. I wanted Terry to fuck me. I wanted my Daddy to breed me, fuck me, claim me, cum in me. I wanted him to fuck me in my ass and make me cum.

“Fuck you are so sexy, Rose. Such a sexy gift. And you’re all mine?”

“She’s all yours. Her ass is all yours. Whenever you want some anal play she’s yours.” Madelyn said. “And same for you Rose… I know what a cock addicted butt-slut you are, I’ve seen it. If you ever crave a fat cock in your ass, if you ever need to get fucked, want to be bred, you know what to do.”

I nodded. My head was spinning.

What Madelyn was saying…

I had thought it was a one-time thing, just for Terry’s birthday, but what she was saying…

“You… you mean… my ass… his cock… I can… even after… I’m still…”

Madelyn smiled at me, nodded.

My Daddy was fucking me hard, fucking my ass hard, slamming his fat cock into my tight, wet, slippery hole as I rode him, grinding down, working my hips and ass, his slutty schoolgirl. His hands on my ass were squeezing, griping, and my dick in my panties was throbbing so hard it hurt. My whole being was alive with pleasures unlike anything I’d felt before.

“Of course.” Madelyn said. “I mean, you’d not be much of a gift if it was just the once. If you enjoy this, and If Terry does, which from watching both of you I’m assuming is the case, then you are both free to indulge whenever you want. If Terry gets a craving for some anal play he can call you, and if you ever feel the need to be fucked like the slut you are, you can come over. In fact, you’re welcome here whenever Rose. You can come over whenever you like, and if either of you ever get the urge to fuck then you have my blessing.”

I worked my hips and ass up and down, heart racing. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“Just… one small thing.”

Terry and I both looked at Madelyn.

“I do hope you won’t mind if sometimes I join in, should the mood take me?”

“You want to share my gift?” Terry said, chuckling.

Madelyn nodded.

“If you’ll let me. But… she is yours, so it’s up to you.”

He slammed his cock deep, gripping my ass, working me like a toy on his cock, fucking me as I rode him, clenching down hard, milking his cock for pleasure. I could feel my release rising, swelling, getting closer.

“I think I’d be delighted to share her.” Terry said.

I giggled, blushing. My Daddy was going to share me with his wife? I was his toy, his slut, his size-queen, my ass his whenever he wanted it, his cock mine whenever I needed it, and… I’d get to play with Madelyn too?

It was all too much. I slammed my ass down, taking his cock deep, and my Daddy thrust hard, squeezing my ass. I felt him throbbing, growing fatter, and the knot of joy in my belly began to unravel.

“FUCK!”

I pressed down, grinding my hips, ass quivering, and I felt it. I felt my Daddy’s cock swelling, throbbing, cumming. He was cumming inside me, breeding me, filling me with his hot, thick, creamy spunk.

I was his butt-slut, his sexy, brazen schoolgirl anal-toy, his size-queen, and he was cumming inside me. He was cumming inside me, and that knowledge, the sensation of the hot, sticky wetness, the throbbing, the way the thrust as I ground down, was enough to tip me over the edge.

I was cumming. I was cumming hard, cumming as my Daddy came in my ass, fucking me, claiming me as his anal-slut, cumming into my panties.

“Fuck… fuck… gods...”

It felt good. Better than anything I’d ever felt before, and I knew then that toys would never be enough. I needed cock. I needed flesh and blood cock. I was made to be fucked, bred, used like the butt-slut I was.

I belonged to my Daddy, and my ass was his toy, and I’d never be able to get enough of his cock.

“Fuck… that was… wow…” Terry said.

I smiled, giggling, blushing, catching my breath. I ground my hips down to savour the sanction of his cock inside me, softening slowly, his warm cum trickling out of my well fucked hole. My cock oozed cum into my panties.

“Thank you Daddy. I like it too.” I said.

Terry’s hands were still on my ass, groping. His cock grew slowly limp inside my ass.

“So, does that mean you like your present then?” Madelyn asked.

Terry nodded.

“Absolutely. Not only is she hot, but she’s a perfect fit.” He said.

I giggled, blushing pink.

“Definitely a perfect fit.” I said, squeezing my hole to milk the last drops of cum from my Daddy’s cock.

“But you know, since I’m your birthday gift, maybe you might like to see if I can be made to be an even perfecter fit.” I said, giggling.

Terry looked at me, smiling.

“And how would I do that Rose?”

I blushed, batting my eyelashes, biting my bottom lip. I could still feel Terry’s cock in my ass, his cum leaking out slowly. I wiggled.

“Simple Daddy. You just fuck my ass lots and lots and lots.”

He grinned. I felt his cock throb inside me, already starting to harden again. I felt my belly flutter with joy and excitement. I was already desperate for more.

“Well, I suppose I better start now then.” He said.

And his grip on my ass tightened as his cock, inside my cum slicked hole, grew larger, thicker, longer, harder.


Epilogue

It was heaven.

I was Terry's toy, his slut, and I was there for him whenever he needed a tight ass to fuck. After his birthday weekend, I had assumed it would all be over, but that was definitely not the case.

Though he took full advance of his new gift during the weekend, fucking my ass often, fucking me on the sofa, over the table, in the shower, in the bedroom, fucked me on my back, on all fours, making me ride him cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, and even positions I didn’t have a name for, he still wanted more.

And I needed more. After finally learning how good it was to be fucked properly, by a real flesh and blood cock, how good it felt to have someone cum inside me, I knew I’d never be able to get enough.

So, after the weekend ended, we both found as many chances to hang out as we could. I would come by and hang out in Madelyn and Terry’s apartment as often as I could.

I would go around and help out with chores so I could spend time there, would watch movies with them, would cook food, just sit around and chat with them and look after them while they watched TV or read books. And I would do all of it as Rose.

In fact, after the weekend, I was spending more and more time as Rose, to the point where I was beginning to forget who I’d been before Madelyn had knocked at my door with my lost package. It was easy to forget when being Rose felt so much better, and when being Rose was so much more fun…

Hanging out with my Daddy was everything I’d ever wanted. I could be sexy and pretty and hot, and I could strut around in slutty outfits to get his attention so he would call me over to get me to sit on his lap, sit on his cock, ride his fat prick while he and Madelyn watched TV, or he would sneak up behind me to lift my skirt or my dress, pull my panties down, and slam his cock into me.

I kept my ass stretched and clean at all times, so I was always ready for him, and he took full advantage. If I were scrubbing the floor he could come in behind me and use me while I cleaned, and if I felt horny I could just find him and work his cock to get him hard and then slip him into my tight ass, grinding down on his fat prick until he erupted inside of me, filling me with his spunk.

And, even better than all of that, Terry was as good as his word. He really was happy to share me with Madelyn. He let her play with me whenever she wanted, which was often. She would keep my ass stretched and wet with her strap-on, or would have me worship her pussy with my tongue, payback for how much of her husband’s cum I kept taking for myself she said.

I loved it. It was like a dream come true, a perfect life.

I was their butt-slut, their fuck-toy, their size-queen, their Rose. And I had never been happier.
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I had been horny and desperate, despite Madelyn fucking me only hours earlier with her massive strap-on, so I’d dressed up sexy—one of my favourite micro-dresses, heels, stockings, suspenders, no panties—and had gone to find my Daddy reading a book. He’d pretended to ignore me, so I’d teased his cock with my hands, sitting on his lap and grinding on his thick prick with my bare ass.

When he’d got hard, which hadn’t taken long, I’d pressed the head of his cock at my slick hole and had taken him deep, had ridden him, had let him fuck me hard and fast until he’d erupted inside of me, filling me with his cum as I’d cum hard. Afterwards, we’d cuddled a little.

“You know Rose, I’ve been thinking.”

I looked into his face and smiled. His cock was still inside me, slowly shrinking, his cum leaking out of my well-fucked hole in that way that always felt so good.

“Yes Daddy?” I asked sweetly.

“Well, you’ve become such a lovely addition to our family that I think it’s about time we did something special to celebrate.”

I batted my eyelashes.

“I’d love that Daddy, but… what?”

He smiled at me. The way his hands roamed over my body made me shiver. He always knew just how to tease me.

“Well, Madelyn’s birthday is coming up soon, so I was thinking we could take a holiday together, somewhere romantic.”

I felt my heart sink a little.

“Do you need me to water your plants or…”

Terry chuckled.

“I was thinking we could all take a holiday somewhere together.” He said.

I blinked, giggled.

“I’d like that Daddy.” I squirmed on his lap, his cock still inside me.

“And I was thinking… if you want… we could plan something special for Madelyn, and for all of us.”

“I would like that.” I said. “But… what did you have in mind.”

He smiled at me.

“Well… for a start, Madelyn has been bragging about how talented you are with that tongue of yours.”

I blushed. I’d gone down on Madelyn many times, licked her pussy, made her cum, but I’d never kissed either of them and had only ever made my Daddy cum with my ass.

“You mean…”

Terry nodded.

“How do you feel about getting spit-roasted by the two of us? Think you can manage it? I know Madelyn had been so desperate to fuck your ass while I use your mouth, and she’s even joked about Eiffel towering you.” He asked.

I giggled.

“I’m going to need training.” I said, blushing, giggling. “Lots and lots of training. But… I’d be honour if you two Eiffel towered me.”

He smiled at me.

“I think we’ve got enough time to get you ready for her birthday surprise.” He said. “Provided you’re willing to work hard.”

“I’m very willing Daddy.” I said.

And I was, mostly because I knew working hard would be a lot of fun. I giggled, grinning, blushing, heart so full it felt as though it might burst. I couldn’t wait to be Madelyn's gift too.

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


SIDE EFFECTS: GONE GIRLY
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Callum and Troy are on the verge of a scientific breakthrough that just might change the world. The cure for baldness.

But the pair haven’t planned for side effects. Callum, as test subject zero, finds not only is his hair growing, but his body is changing. He becomes softer, prettier, girlier. And then the urges start...

Callum and his best friend Troy are on the verge of a scientific breakthrough that will make them both rich and famous, and might just change the world. The cure for androgenic alopecia. The cure for baldness.

But when Callum, whose hair loss inspired the projects, becomes the very first test subject, he encounters some unintended side effects. Not only does his hair grow, but his body undergoes subtle yet undeniable changes.

Initially, the metamorphosis is gradual and minimal, so the pair push on, collecting as much data as they can on their new formula, but eventually, the changes become too much and too many to ignore. Troy, hesitant, wants to pause the experiment. Callum though wants to push on, and he ignores Troy’s attempts to make his stop.

And then the changes become more obvious. Callum becomes softer, prettier, more feminine, he can no longer deny the truth. He’s gone girly, and he can’t deny the exciting allure of his new body, especially with all his new desires.

Troy, reviewing the data, reassures Callum that the side effects are temporary and reversible. They just need to work out a counter formula, and for that, they’ll need to put their heads together and focus. But Callum finds it increasingly difficult to concentrate given how hot his new body feels.

As Callum’s changes become more dramatic, brazen and sensual, and as his urges become stronger, he begins to wonder if there isn’t some useful data to be gathered about his transformation. And if he has some fun at the same time what harm could it do? He just needs to be careful. Especially given what Troy said about the changes becoming permanent.

It’s just a little fun, for science. And it’s not like he’s going to go all the way… is he?


PANTY RAID
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For Brian college is a fresh start, and what better fresh start than joining the biggest party fraternity on campus?

Only to get in he needs panties. Panties stolen from the most intimidating sorority around. All Brian needs to do is make sure he isn’t caught…

Brian has been looking forward to college. It’s the fresh start he needs to kick start his life. And what better way to kick start his new life than to join the biggest, loudest, most brash fraternity on campus? Only to get in he and the other pledges need to prove themselves, and to prove themselves they need to plan and commit the most daring or capers… a panty raid.

Only he and the other pledges are expected to raid the most intimidating sorority on campus, and if they get caught college will be over for Brian before it’s even begun. But Brian has a simple plan. Don’t get caught.

Yet when the day of the raid comes it’s not that easy. The house was supposed to be empty for hours, giving the pledges enough time to get in and out with their loot in hand, but their raid is disturbed, and the pledges need to flee the scene. Only Brian’s attempt to flee is less than successful.

When Brian is caught with panties in hand, he has to face the consequences of his actions. Fortunately, the sorority sisters are more forgiving than he expected, and they’re willing to keep his transgression secret from the campus authorities… for a price. All Brian has to do is submit to being taught a lesson in what it’s like to be objectified, fetishized, and treated like a toy, and once he’s learned his lesson, he has a whole sorority of very intimidating women he needs to apologise to. Women who expect a lot more than just lip service.

So begins Brian’s fresh start at college, a fresh start that’s a lot softer, prettier, and more feminine than he expected. But in the end, it might be just the fresh start he always needed and never knew he wanted...


TRANSFORMED BY TENTACLES
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It was meant to be a romantic camping trip for Liam and Emma, but when a shooting star crashes to earth their quiet weekend is suddenly far more exciting.

When the pair discover a strange alien creature everything changes, and all too soon they’re both transformed by their encounter with tentacles.

Liam had organized the camping trip as a perfect weekend away, a chance to share one of his favourite places with the love of his life, Emma, and was excited for the weekend. Especially the romantic proposal he was planning on making as the sun set.

Everything was arranged. The backpacks, the tents, the food, even the ring, and as they both settled down to watch that first magical sunset over the wilderness, Liam got ready to make his move. Only… he never got his chance.

As the stars begin to emerge they both spot a shooting star, and Liam encourages Emma to make a wish. Only it’s far more than just a shooting star.

When the strange object crashes to earth the pair’s weekend is suddenly derailed, and as they set out to explore neither of them is aware of what waits for them, lurking at the crash site.

A strange, alien creature, an amorphous mass of creeping shimmering-black tentacles. Liam tries to defend Emma, but she’s insistent it means no harm. All too soon however Liam finds himself overpowered.

And then the true reality of their situation sinks in. Emma is delighted as she becomes a goddess, a powerful, sensual woman, while Liam finds himself not quite able to believe what is happening as he becoming smaller, prettier, softer, and he struggles resits the changes.

That is until Emma shows him the pleasure in being her pretty toy. And in the face of such pleasure, can the pair resist being slowly transformed by tentacles?


DIRTY LITTLE SECRET
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Damien has a secret. A dirty little secret. One he’s done his best to keep out of sight.

But when his roommate, Amy, discovers just how pretty he is when he’s all dressed up, she’s adamant that he stops hiding, and she’s not taking no for an answer.

For years Damien has been dressing up when he’s alone. It’s his private joy, his hidden passion, his dirty little secret, and though he knows he shouldn’t love how it feels to be cute and pretty and feminine, he knows he’s not hurting anyone. Not so long as he keeps it hidden.

But when his roommate, Amy, returns home early Damien realises keeping his dirty little secret hidden might be harder than he thought, especially when he remembers that in his excitement to change into girl-mode, he forgot to lock his bedroom door.

To Damien’s horror, Amy uncovers his secret. Shamed, embarrassed, humiliated, and terrified of the consequences, Damien offers to do anything if Amy will keep his secret, telling Amy that he’ll make sure she never sees his femme side again.

Amy accepts Damien’s offer. She tells him she’ll keep his secret, but there are conditions. And the first of them is that she wants to see more of Damien’s feminine side.

And so begins a wild adventure for Damien, as he discovers what it's like to not only have his secret exposed but accepted...


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.

OEBPS/image_rsrc1DC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DA.jpg
ransgender Novella B

KEARY HAYES






OEBPS/image_rsrc1DD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DF.jpg
SECRET SECRETS ARE NO FUN
& ' f / \
| )






OEBPS/image_rsrc1DE.jpg
ITHERE' S NO ESCAPING HER GRASP







page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc1DB.jpg





