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Summary

“Do I make a deal that involves giving up my body to another man? Do I have any other choice?”

DAKOTA BENTLEY:

As soon as I turned eighteen I set out from my abusive, neglectful home. I wanted to move across the country to a new job and a new life waiting for me in California. But midway through my drive, my car broke down on a deserted back road.

I didn’t have the money to pay to fix the car or anyone to go to for help, and no one stopped until my sexy, young body caught the eye of a muscled, hulking trucker, Rusty.

Rusty offered me a deal: he fixes my car and I spend the night with him, giving him anything he wants.

Cute little me insists that I’m not into guys; rough, submissive sex; or mean, tough truckers having their way with me. Rusty’s set on showing me just how wrong I am about all of that.

A 19,000 word, stand-alone, new adult, gay M/M romance novella with an HEA (or a happy for now, at least). This novella is part of a planned three following Dakota and Rusty falling in love and the tumult and ecstasy they find along the way, but it can be read satisfactorily on its own as a stand-alone.

✦✦✦

...I’m about to have anal sex. Gay sex. I’m going to lose my anal virginity to a man. The thought excited me but all of a sudden the terrible shame came rushing back and I let out a sob. I looked away from Rusty and started crying as he lined his cock head up with my hole.

“I’m...I’m not gay,” I tried to protest.

He stopped for a moment, considering me. Then he hooked a finger through the leather collar around my neck--the only piece of anything on my naked body.

“You see this?” he practically growled.

I nodded.

“This means you’re my property.”

He wrapped his hands around my wrists, pinning me to the bed. “Try to lift up--try to fight me.”

I did it. I strained against his grip, throwing my whole body into it. I couldn’t make him budge. I knew I could say my safe word and be free in a moment but something kept me from doing it.

“Use your legs, too,” he commanded sternly.

I kicked and flailed. It didn’t do any good. Rusty easily caught them and pinched an ankle and wrist in each hand. My legs were left up and spread apart, leaving my asshole completely defenseless against him.

“Keep trying to resist,” he commanded. I kept trying to resist and pull free and he took the ripped thong and t-shirt that he had torn from me earlier and bound my ankles and wrists together. They were snug but he had tied them expertly: they didn’t hurt but neither could I escape from them.   

“Your body is mine. I can do whatever I want to you. Touch you wherever I want.” To prove his point he rubbed my nubile bottom and trailed his rough fingers and palm across my tender anus. “You don’t have any choice. None of this belongs to you. I’m stronger and I’m going to take what I want. You’re trapped with me here. I own your body. I own all of you.”

And then his voice became gentle and his stormy eyes softened. He brushed my lips with the most delicate kiss. “Got that, my sweet little Kota?”

I thought my cock was going to explode right there. I loved how he was talking to me. I felt afraid of him and so turned on.

I nodded back, tearful but with a small smile, “Yes, Rusty. Yes.”

“It doesn’t matter what you are, your little, slutty, promiscuous body is going to get pounded by this big cock until you cum over, and over, and over again. That’s what you get for showing off this sexy, tight thing on the side of the road.”

“Oh fuck!” I moaned in arousal.

“Do you fucking understand, slut?”

“Yes, Sir!”

“I knew from the moment I saw you in those tight little jeans, all helpless at your car: you want to get butt fucked. You can try to deny it, but I’m going to give you what your slutty body needs.”

And he pressed his hungry mouth forcefully over my submissive lips.

And then he buried his cock…
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“Feminized by Gaspar” is a 12,000 word erotic story featuring intense, raw, forbidden M/M sissy ravishment. It includes crossdressing, first time sissification, anal, humiliation, spanking, shaving, lingerie, maid outfits, noncon, dubcon, and ardent passion.
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“Ravished by Demetria” is a 10,000 word erotic story featuring hardcore F/M sissy ravishment. It includes femdom, first time feminization, crossdressing, anal, humiliation, shaving, pegging, spanking, collaring, bondage, lingerie, noncon, dubcon, and passionate love.

Together they’re a novella’s worth of free material. The stories aren’t published anywhere else--they’re solely available through my newsletter sign-up.
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Taken Rough






1. Propositioned

“Look, I like you. You’ve got a really cute, tight little body and you seem like you have a good personality. I’m not trying to blackmail you, or coerce you, or take advantage of you here. I’m just offering you a deal: take it or leave it.”

My mouth was gaping open. I knew the big, gruff man opposite me had been interested in something I wasn’t ready to admit, but his bold acknowledgement of it took me off guard. My car had broken down on an empty back road a few miles from the nearest town. I was moving across country to a new job and a new life. I had one hundred and seventy two dollars to my name--about enough for gas for the rest of my trip. And then my car had died. And then this rough, hulking trucker had pulled his rig over. He laid out his deal.

“I can fix your car--I know how. And I’ll pay for the parts, too. In exchange, you have to give me a night with you.”

There it was. Embarrassment and alarm coursed through my body. I was sweating and trembling at how shameful this was. I couldn’t believe he was actually asking me these things. I was being propositioned by another man! I blushed even deeper thinking about how he had complimented my “cute” body. I tried to tug my shirt down to somehow hide my big butt in my tight little jeans. I cursed at myself for walking around in such tight clothes. I’d never thought about sending the wrong messages to men. I never thought I’d have to deal with the advances of another man.

“If you have money to pay, I’d accept that, too,” he said. It seemed like he was trying to help me be a little more comfortable. “I’ll show you what parts to buy and you can pay me a bit for installing them.”

I bit my lip and tried to think. I felt so flustered. “Um...I don’t have very much money,” I blurted out. I couldn’t think of any better way to respond. I tried to ignore everything that he had said while I caught my breath. Even if I did spend my money, I’d have nothing for gas and I’d be stuck at whatever the nearest backwater town was. I’d never make it to my new job and I’d be fucked. Well, not literally at least. “How much would the parts cost?” I asked, still chewing my lip.

He spoke so formally and politely, considering the lewd proposition he had just made. “Well, I’d have to look closer to be sure. But if I had to guess from here: parts’ll be four or five hundred. Then you can throw whatever you want my way for installation.”

I felt another blush sweeping across my face.

“I...I don’t have that,” I said. My voice trembled a little and I tried to get myself under control.

I saw a smile flit across his face for the briefest moment before he pushed it away, and I kind of hated him for that. Slimy bastard. Panic was filling my chest. I had no one to turn to. I was going to end up spending the last of my money getting towed to town and then living out of my car. Would I be able to find a job whenever I ended up? How would I even survive the first night or the first week? I was going to be homeless. I’d never even lived on my own before. I’d literally left my parents house the day after my eighteenth birthday. That was four days back. I felt like a caged animal. My throat was dry and it was hard to speak. I couldn’t think of anything to say anyway.

I tried my last, desperate hope. “Please...I’m just trying to make it out to California. I have a job waiting for me out there. I only just turned eighteen. I’ve never done any of this before. Could I pay you back once I get out there and get more money? I swear I’ll do it. ”

He smiled a little at that and shook his head. “You seem like a good kid, but I don’t trust a stranger with my money or time unless they have something to guarantee it. Do you have anything to leave as collateral?”

I bit my lip and thought about that. “I...I don’t think so. What if I just traded you something from my car?”

He nodded patiently. “Well, what have you got?”

I blushed at how meager my belongings were. I felt pathetic trying to bargain with everything I owned and still coming up short. “Some old books, and my clothes, and...I guess that’s all I’ve got.”

“Well, I’m not exactly your size, and I have enough clothes. And books won’t really do a trucker much good--can’t read while you drive. I use audiobooks. So, sorry kid, no deal.”

I felt stupid for even offering.

“Listen, I’m not going to force you or hurt you. I told you what I want: a night with your body. You can take it or leave it.”

I was drenched in sweat from nerves and embarrassment and I was blushing intensely. I bit my lip again and tried to blink tears of shame out of my eyes without him seeing, somehow. I can’t say yes to this, can I? I thought. But was desperate and terrified. I wracked my brain for some other option but I couldn’t think of anything.

Maybe I could make it to the next town and get a job? But there was no way I’d find one in a day and get paid and find a place to live. I had enough money for maybe one night in a motel. Then I’d be homeless, and I’d stay homeless until I got a job. And I knew that it was more difficult to get a job once you were homeless. This is how people become vagrants, I thought. This is how they lose everything and become homeless--you slide into it and then you can’t get out. I thought for a moment about just going home, but I had burned that bridge in the last fight we had over me leaving. And I was desperate to not go back to that abusive household, anyway. It would be even worse for me trying to come back after leaving. I needed to get to that job in California.

And it was just one night. How bad could one night of anything be?

I tried to stall. If I’m going to do this--oh fuck I’m actually thinking about doing this--I should work out exact terms. Working out terms is something responsible adults do, right? I still didn’t really know how to be an adult. I had sort of just flung myself out into the world in a desperate attempt to escape my shitty family and shitty town. 

“What will you…do to me--if I was to agree?”

He smiled again and I could see something in him change. He was aroused at me mentioning that I might accept, even though I was trying to stay aloof.

“Well, I won’t hurt you, to get that out of the way first of all. I know you haven’t done this before. I’m going to take you in slowly, stretch you out and prepare you, and make sure you feel comfortable and relaxed for all of it.”

For some reason him being so nice and reassuring about his lewd offer only made me more embarrassed. And he was talking like I had already agreed!

“What do you mean stretch…” I tried to say, but my voice trembled and I bit my lip.

“You want me to take you through, step by step?” he offered.

I was afraid my voice would tremble again if I tried to talk, so I just bit my lip and nodded. He seemed to think that was really cute from the way he looked at me.

“Okay, well, first of all: if you agree, that means you belong to me for the next twenty four hours. That means you do whatever I say when I say it. No debating or arguing. A deal’s a deal. You either take it or leave it, is what I believe. We work it out in the beginning and then there’s no arguing. If you argue everything, then the deal’s off. That seem fair enough?”

I nodded. I could feel tears filling my eyes for some reason and I tried to blink them away. He graciously ignored them, but my crying seemed to make him more aroused.

“Now, you do everything I say short of what we agree on as off limits: I have no interest or desire to hurt you. There are two exceptions: I’m going to spank you, and I’m going to pinch parts of you. I know what I’m doing, though. I would never do any permanent harm to you. That sound fair?”

The word “spanking” had made me light up like a Christmas light. I was blushing a deep shade of crimson across my face and down my neck. But I nodded. I’m just hearing him out. That doesn’t mean I’m going to do it, I tried to tell myself. And so what if he spanked me a little? I shouldn’t feel embarrassed about that. It was just getting hit on my butt, presumably. There was nothing even very erotic about it if you didn’t make it erotic by enjoying it, I reasoned. It would just be a little pain and then it would be over.

“You can call me Master, Sir, or Rusty. I’ll call you Dakota, or slave, or pet, or toy, or whatever I like. That’s a cute name, by the way: Dakota. Especially for a boy. I like it a lot.” We’d introduced ourselves when he first pulled up.

“I always got made fun of for it,” I blurted out for some reason.

"Well, they shouldn't have done that. It's a cute name for a cute boy if you don't mind me saying that."

I didn’t know how to respond so I just nodded.

“I’ll try to be brief, Dakota. Brevity’s the soul of wit, after all. You know a notorious windbag said that line? It’s a joke, in the play it comes from--but that’s irrelevant for this conversation, I suppose. If you agree to my deal, I’ll look at your car then take you into town and buy you the parts. Sort of a proof of purchase, if you will, so you don’t have to worry about me dropping my end of the deal. We’ll probably get some food, if you like, and then I’m going to take you to a little shop on the edge of town--little sex toy shop--and I’m going to buy you some stuff I’d like you to wear: some booty shorts, maybe some fishnet leggings, a toy called a butt plug, a collar, and a few other odds and ends.”

I was mortified at the thought of the sex shop, but the offer of food almost made me give in right there--I’d been eating nothing but peanut sandwiches for the last four days on the road, and my family never ate well at home. It had been three weeks, I was pretty sure, since I’d had my last real meal.

“When we get back to your car, you’ll shave your bottom and around your crotch. You don’t look like you have too much hair on you, but I’d like you to be completely smooth around there. Then I’ll work on your car till it gets dark--that’ll be during the time I own you, so you’ll have to dress how I want then--but I’ll get started on it to show you I know what I’m doing.”

I didn't think I could get any more embarrassed but with each step, my mortification increased.

“I’m not trying to embarrass you here--even though I do think it’s cute. But I have to ask: have you ever had anal sex before?”

I shook my head.

“Have you ever masturbated anally before--stuck your fingers in your bottom?”

I blushed at that, because for some strange reason I had thought about doing it. But I hadn’t--I’d been ashamed and revolted that I’d had the thought. I shook my head again, no.

“So your bottom’s going to be really tight,” he said matter of factly. My heart was racing from his words and I realized I was starting to sweat. I tried to make myself calm down but I couldn’t. It’s just disgust and shock, I told myself. He kept talking.

“So, once it’s dark, we’ll get into my truck--I have a cab in the back for sleeping, but it’s spacious enough to move around in. I’m going to wash out your butt with something called an enema, and you’ll expel outside. Then I’m going to spend a long time stretching you out. Then we’re going to do whatever I feel like. I’m going to spank you, pinch your nipples, lick you wherever I want. I’m also going to take pictures of you--including your face. I’ll never share them with anyone, and never, ever put them on the internet. They’re for me, privately, to remember the night once we’re done. That alright with you, about the pictures?”

I didn't like the thought but for some reason, I trusted his promise not to share them. I could feel my thighs trembling and I tried to clench them. I wished I'd started this conversation sitting down. Don’t let him see, I begged the world. It’s just nerves. My revulsion to his lewd proposition at least gave me a little relief. At least I knew I wasn’t gay. It wasn’t that I had a problem with gay people--like my whole family seemed too--I just knew I wasn’t gay and didn’t want to be gay.

“I’m going to have you suck on my penis with your mouth, and I’m going to have sex with you in your butt. I’m going to do it in a variety of ways. I think that covers the basics. Remember: if you make the deal, I have you for a full day. So I’m going to explore you and do all this to you in a variety of ways, and again and again. I’m going to talk dirty to you, too. Call you ‘my little slut,’ and...well, dirtier, nastier things. Doesn’t mean I’m putting you down. Just turns me on to talk dirty to someone I like.”

I realized I was biting my plump bottom lip again and tried to stop, because it seemed to please him when I did it.

The moments dragged on. I tried to think of something to say but I felt stupefied. I wanted to just say “no.” To tell him to go fuck himself even and storm back to my broken car. I wanted to say I was insulted that he’d even ask me such a thing. “Who the fuck do you think you are? You’ve fucking misread me, you son of a bitch,” I fantasized about spitting out at him. “You fucking thing because I wear fashionable jeans I want to fuck a guy? That I’d ever want to fuck you?”

But all my words ran into images of being homeless on the streets, or even trying to live out of my broken car. People get stabbed on the streets. They get poked with dirty needles. They get raped. I don’t know how to fight someone off. I don’t know how to fight at all. The thought terrified me. I just had to get across the country. I just had to finish the trip.

If I could get to the job I'd gotten in California I'd stand a chance at making it. I cursed myself for trying to move out of home and move so far away in one swoop. I should've just gone a town over. But three weeks ago when I found the temp job in California, all I'd been able to think about was getting as far away from my family as possible. The dream of finding a new world on another coast had swept me away.

If I make it to California no one will ever have to know about this. I’ll never see this guy again. It’ll be a secret that’ll only exist in my memories.

But I still couldn't bring myself to blurt out the words. Each time I tried to open my mouth a wave of revulsion washed over me. He didn't get angry though. Instead, he seemed to take pity on me, just a little bit.

“Tell you what, Dakota, do you have a really small set of shorts in there somewhere?”

I was confused by the question but answered honestly, “Just running shorts--they’re kind of baggy, I guess, though.”

He thought a moment. “You have an older set of jeans that fit the same as those nice ones you’re wearing?”

I thought and nodded.

“You mind if I ruin them?”

I didn’t want to agree but I could hardly see why it mattered. “Um, okay. I mean, no I don’t mind.”

“Tell you what, you let me cut some jeans into a little pair of booty shorts for you and I’ll take you into town with me and get you some food. That’ll give you some time to think it over. If you’re done with me then, you can put your pants back on and I’ll leave you in town to work something else out. That seem fair?”

I blushed at the thought of booty shorts and I was almost furious with him for not just giving me a ride into town like a decent person would’ve. The anger broke through.

“Can’t you just give me a ride into town? Anyone else would just give me a ride--that’s just a...decent...normal thing to do!”

I braced myself for him to snap at me or yell but he just seemed amused by my efforts, which made me relieved but also made me doubly furious.

“Well, that’s a good point,” he shrugged. “Maybe I’m just not a decent or normal man. Feel free to wait for a decent one here, though,” he said. There hadn’t been a car except him for the entire time I’d been broken down.

I was pretty sure I wouldn’t get reception here, either, except it didn’t matter because my parents had disconnected my cheap little flip phone two days after I’d left the house. I wouldn’t have money for a phone until I got a job.

Then, as if on cue, a red sedan sailed around the corner. My heart rose for a moment and I stuck out my thumb desperately and waved my hands over my head at them. I even shouted, “Please, stop!” like a needy, desperate idiot. I saw the driver lock onto me.

He sailed right by and disappeared around the next corner.

Rusty laughed and then bit it off for my sake.

Better the devil you know than the devil you don’t, I suddenly thought. The idea occurred to me that the next driver could be even worse, not better.

If Rusty was trying to lure me into his car to murder me, I don't think he'd be so upfront about propositioning me for sex, would he? Maybe that's his serial killer tactic: distract you with the strangeness of one request and lure you in, then hit you with the serial killing. But for some reason, even though I kind of hated him, I wasn’t worried that Rusty was a murderer or crazy person. Maybe that’s because he’s really good at lying to people and serial killing them, my helpful brain suggested. I pushed the thought aside.

I could find a lot worse out here. It’s just shorts. Just get into town and then say “no.”

I realized I was biting my lip again and stopped myself.

“I’ll...I’ll get the pants,” I blurted out in shame.

2. Dressed Up

I tugged out an old pair of faded blue jeans.

“Turn around,” he said.

“Why?”

“I just need to line them up with your butt,” he said. “I’m not going to do anything else.”

I blushed but turned around. He lay the pants over me--his hand just barely touched against my lower back to hold them in place--and lined up where he would cut. He took out a pocket knife and cut them very, very short. I couldn’t stop my heart from racing at the thought of him seeing me in such short, revealing clothing. I went behind my car and changed and he didn’t try to follow me. I realized that I wouldn’t be able to wear my underwear--they were all boxers. They hung down past the shorts, and when I tried to bunch them up to hide them they left weird lumps and made the shorts look like a diaper.

While I was changing he popped my hood and looked around.

I left the underwear and came out in only the shorts, white canvas sneakers, and a white t-shirt. My naked skin rubbed against the rough blue jean fabric and it felt really, strangely good. I had a pretty big butt for a boy, and the shorts didn't even cover the end of it. Some of my ample, fat cheeks hung out, exposed to everyone. The jeans themselves had been tight and even without underwear, they fit around my curves snuggly. My biggest asset was on display for the whole world.

“Turn around,” he said.

I started to do it then grinned at him in a flash of inspiration. “That wasn’t part of the deal,” I said, holding up a finger. I at least don’t have to make it easy for him. “Deal’s a deal.”

He smiled at that and I was a little annoyed to see that my resistance only amused him.

I grabbed my backpack from the car in case I stayed in town and climbed into the cab of his truck. He watched my butt in the passenger side window as I climbed in and I blushed in anger. It was bad enough that it was hanging out, exposed to the world, but it was worse that he was so clearly enjoying leering at it.

I felt like I was in shock as we drove to town. I couldn’t believe my life had come to this. I had been so happy, so deeply relieved to leave my terrible life, and I’d only fallen into something worse. I felt like a fool and I was scared. What if he was crazy? What if it hurt? What if I could never live down the shame.

I kept tearing up and then quickly wiping them away when I thought he wasn’t looking. 

We came into a small, ramshackle town and then pulled into the auto parts store.

I took a breath and got out of the cab, my ass exposed to the world in my little shorts. Thankfully, no one said anything. I tried to tug my t-shirt down, but it was no good--the shirt was tight and little, too, and had no hope of covering my butt.

He walked around the store expertly selecting parts then bought them all. It came to six hundred and thirty-seven dollars.

“There’s nothing cheaper?” I asked.

“Sorry darling,” Rusty said.

I bit my lip and followed him out of the store. I realized some eyes were following my big, half-naked ass and I blushed. Why do I have to have a body like this? I thought in frustration. Rusty set the things in his truck and then took me for a little walk down main street. It was a rundown town but not completely without its charm. The shops were all old and it gave the place character.

We approached a diner and I figured, Of course. He’s some trucker. The only place he probably knows where to eat is a diner.

But then we passed by it.

“That’s actually a real nice place,” Rusty said, as if reading my thoughts. “But they look crowded today and this other place is nice, too.

He took me to a little tea shop.

We went in and sat at a little table at the back. Everything was quaint and fancy. For a second I thought I was going to tear up. It was the kind of place my family would've never gone to: nice, classy, and well cared for. They wouldn't have thought it was worth the money.

“This okay?” Rusty asked and I nodded because there was a lump in my throat. A pretty blonde woman came out and Rusty said, “Hey Cynthia, just two today,” and she smiled back at him and gave us menus. 

“Order whatever you like,” Rusty said.

I ordered coffee and two eggs and toast.

“That all?” the woman asked.

“No it’s not,” Rusty said. “He’s getting more--look at him, he needs to be fed a little.”

“I’m really fine!” I tried to insist.

“Hey, kid, let me teach you a little life lesson: someone buys you breakfast, you take advantage of it. Isn’t that right, Cynthia?”

“That’s right,” she nodded with a smile.

"You pick two more things or I'm going to have Cynthia stand here awkwardly."

I ordered the pancakes and a fruit bowl and Rusty ordered a set of teas to try since it was a tea place. What kind of fucking trucker? I thought, but then I figured I needed to check my assumptions about people. Then I started crying.

“Hey, I didn’t mean to do that,” Rusty said.

“It’s fine. It’s not you,” I mumbled. But it was him. Some trucker who was trying to butt fuck me was being kinder to me than most of my family or friends back home.

We ate and talked a little. I’d spent most of my years trying to escape my life and my hometown in books. My family never had money for them so I spent a lot of time in the library when I was allowed and when I could sneak away, or I’d read at home tucked in my room. And Rusty read a lot of audiobooks, as a trucker, to pass the time and because he liked it.

None of my friends had ever read much. Even the librarian hadn’t been particularly interested in books in my town. They’d always made fun of me for reading but I hadn’t read to be pretentious. I’d just done it to escape. Rusty was one of the first people I’d talked to about books, aside from a few school teachers.

He'd read all of Shakespeare and a lot of philosophy and history. He'd read tons of novels, too, and technical books--stuff about investing and writing computer code and sailing ships and a million other things, it seemed like. By the time we were done with breakfast two hours had passed with the woman refilling our coffee and tea. Rusty had ordered a sandwich for me without me noticing and handed it to me in a to-go bag.

I realized it was finally time to leave.

Then I realized something: “Wait, I let you buy all those parts without agreeing to anything!” I said, suspecting some trick.

“I know,” he said calmly. “I wanted to show I’d hold up my end of the deal. If you don’t want it, I’ll return ‘em. The guy at the store knows me. It’s not a problem.”

“Oh.”

“This is where we would part ways, kid. I like talking to you but I don’t like pursuing something I can’t have.”

I blushed a little over what we were talking about, but Cynthia was paying us no mind.

I bit my lip. He’s surprisingly nice for some rough trucker. But that didn’t make me less angry at him when I thought what he was asking of me. If he was so nice he’d fix my car for me without asking such shameful things.

Rusty paid the check.

Now that I was full things seemed a little less desperate. I thought that I could probably make it here. The idea that I had thought of saying “Yes” to him started to seem a little absurd. Of course I would’ve said “no,” I told myself.

I wanted to ask Cynthia about jobs but I was embarrassed to do it in front of Rusty for some reason. It was hard being eighteen--you’re still unsure of everything. But he seemed to read my mind again.

“Cynthia, are there any job openings in town?”

She smiled ruefully. “I wish I had the money to hire someone here.” She turned to me, explaining, “There are five hundred people in this town. No one moves in or out. And now we have a heroin problem--like a lot of middle America, as the news will tell you. Why, Rusty, you lookin’ for a new job?”

“No, just curious.”

“Is the heroin dangerous?” I blurted out.

“Dangerous if you’re on it. Or you’re out late,” she said. “Not in a tea shop in the middle of the day, though, sweetie.”

She walked away and I bit my lip and looked down, angry now.

“You asked that to manipulate me.”

He wasn’t angry. “I’m not a nice guy--and I want you. So I’m definitely trying to manipulate you. I’m trying to be decent to you along the way. But I’m definitely trying to manipulate you. I guess, if I was trying to defend myself, I’d say I could be doing worse. But I’m not really trying to defend myself. Just telling you what I want.”

A dead-end town. No jobs. Druggie homeless people wandering around at night. The nightmare of my reality flooded back in. Tears welled up again and I tried to blink them away. I felt foolish, now, for thinking I would've so definitely said, “No.”

“Can we go outside,” I mumbled.

“Sure, bill’s paid.”

I stood up and stormed out in front of him and over to the far side of his truck so Cynthia couldn’t see us.

One night with him. No one will know. Then you’ll be free. I kept telling myself over and over again but I felt no less disgusting because of it. I felt physically nauseated. Think of it like him forcing himself on you--that wouldn’t make you gay. But he wasn’t forcing himself on me. I had a choice. But not a good one, I tried to tell myself. But then I thought again, One night with him. No one will know. Then you’ll be free.

Rusty walked up and stood there, watching me with a little amusement. I realized I was crying. Tears were blurring my vision and snot was running out of my nose.

“Fine. I’ll take your fucking deal,” I spit out.

He considered me for a while. I was blushing all the way down my neck and pale chest.

“I’m not fucking gay, though!” I added pathetically.

He shrugged. “Didn’t say you were. Just need your body for the transaction. Just to be clear: I’ll fix your car halfway beforehand, but if you don’t hold up your part of the deal--if you argue the whole time or what not--then I won’t fix the rest in the morning. That fair?”

I sniffled and nodded.

“I’d like a ‘yes’ or ‘no’ to that.”

“Yes. It’s clear.”

“Good boy.” He opened my side of the truck and beckoned me in, and I stepped up. I could feel his eyes on my exposed ass as I climbed up and I shuddered. I couldn’t believe this was happening. I was sweating, for some reason, and my heart was racing at what could come next. Rusty handed me my sandwich, which I’d forgotten. I told myself I’d never take any food from him again.

We drove out of town and reached a little place called Club Six. I blushed with shame.

"It's just about twelve, so I think now would be a good time for our deal to start. You're mine now, for twenty-four hours. We worked out the details before. Your safe word is ‘red,' or, if your mouth is gagged, you shake your head and say, ‘uh uh uh.' And I'll be paying attention to you carefully, I'll stop if I can tell something's wrong. That make sense?"

I nodded bitterly.

“What’s your safe word--you gotta tell me to make sure you understand.”

“Red.”

“What do you do if your mouth’s gagged?”

“Shake my head and say ‘uh, uh, uh.’”

“Do it. Show me.”

I shook my head, “uh, uh, uh.”

“Good boy.”

“Don’t call me ‘boy!’” I spat out without thinking.

Rusty laughed. “Fair enough, for another few seconds. You ready to start the deal? Remember: I want complete submissiveness and cooperation. I don’t want to struggle with you. If you’re mouthy the whole time: deal’s off. You do what I say.”

I took a deep breath, my heart was racing and I started crying again. "Yes. Yes, I'm reading to start."

“Ready to start…”

I had to think a moment. “Ready to start, Sir.”

“Good boy.”

I looked down and noticed a large bulge in his pants. He looked at me for a moment, like he wanted to spin me around and take me right there, but then he swallowed and took a breath.

“Stand up and get out of the truck.”

It was the first of my many commands.

I obeyed it.

3. Paraded

I wiped my eyes but I couldn’t stop blushing. It was terrifying and humiliating being out in public like this. I felt so ashamed and even though I didn’t know anyone here I was mortified at the thought of someone seeing me in those shorts at a store like this. I hadn’t thought I’d be out in public with him like this but I realized it wasn’t precluded by the deal we made.

He led me into the store.

The front was full of leather outfits--some motorcycle gear and some more...sexual things. There was a fit man with speckles of grey hair and a leather vest at the counter. “Cassidy,” Rusty said. 

“Hey, Rust,” he said. “You have someone with you today?” I was sure Rusty had done this before but not here, it seemed. Cassidy seemed almost surprised.

I was blushing in almost unbearable shame.

“Yep. Just buying my friend a few things.”

“Yeah, I bet you are. Hey cutie,” he said to me.

"Hi," I managed. I thought was going to throw up.

I wanted to tell Rusty that he hadn’t made clear that I’d have to go to a store in this way as part of the deal, but Cassidy was always within earshot in the shop, and I didn’t want to make things even worse by making a scene. But each item only increased my shame. And each time he picked something out he made me walk up to the counter and lay it out for purchase. He fitted a cute leather collar around my neck, then had me lay it on the desk.

“Can he try these on?” Rusty said, brandishing a pair of fishnet stockings.

“As long as he checks that they fit out here,” Cassidy said.

I looked at Rusty with pleading eyes, but he said, "Yeah, sure."

That was my first deep public humiliation. I went into the little changing closest and pulled the stockings on. They felt strangely good against my legs, and I felt myself getting a little aroused just from the physical feeling. I had to wait a minute or two, then I tried to split the difference by at least tugging my shorts back on.

I walked out blushing.

Cassidy laughed. “You’ve got a shy little boyfriend, don’t you?”

"Yep, he gets a little self-conscious," Rusty said.

They examined my body and told me to spin around, which I did. Then they told me to arch my back and pop my bottom out. I obeyed. I was in shock that this was happening but I couldn't resist. For some reason, it felt easier keeping the facade up that I was Rusty's boyfriend than starting a scene.

He told me to leave the stockings on and I pulled my canvas sneakers and shirt back on. He picked out a little pink thong for me. Then a set of three butt plugs, which made my eyes go wide. These are going to penetrate me. I’d never even seen a butt plug--or a thong--in real life. My cock wouldn’t stop getting aroused from the tightness of the stockings but thankfully the jean shorts kept it sort of in place. I hoped they couldn’t see. Rusty’s erection was clear the whole time. He bought a chastity cage. I had to fit it on in the changing room and confirm for him that it was the right size.

He bought a handful of other things, including a leash for my collar and a shaving kit, and finally we checked out. It felt like it had been hours but actually, only forty minutes had passed.

“Are we done?” I asked Rusty.

He nodded and I stormed out to the truck.

He followed me at a leisurely pace.

By the time he got to the truck I was crying again.

“You’re pretty cute when you flounce around in those little stockings.”

“You didn’t tell me about that part of the deal!” I said.

“Well, I don’t know all the details ahead of time. I told you we were going to the store. That’s why I laid out the general picture. I plan on filling it in as I go. Are you quitting the deal, Dakota?”

“No....No, Sir.” You made the deal. Follow it. I'd always prided myself on doing the opposite of my family and friends, and actually trying to stick by my word. And it was easy to stick by your word when it wasn't much trouble. It was when it was really difficult to stick by it that it really counted. I felt like all I had left was my word. "I'm sorry, Sir, for...flouncing off like that."

He seemed to like that response and he nodded with genuine appreciation. He opened my door and I thought he was going to touch my butt for a moment--maybe he thought so too--but he restrained himself.

“Sorry, Dakota, I wasn’t planning on embarrassing you. But then I did it. I just liked watching you. It made you really cute.”

“It’s okay. A deal's a deal, right?” I said, still angry at him.  

We got back to my car in its abandoned little clearing pull-off on the abandoned little stretch of forested, mountain road. Rusty told me to go and get ready for him. I was to shave my bottom and the hair around my cock into something cute. And, “I want you to put on that chastity cage for now. You’re an anal virgin, so you’re probably going to cum pretty fast once you’re on my cock, anyway. Although since you’re not gay you might not even get an erection, so it shouldn’t make any difference.”

“I could still get an erection just...just from the stimulation! I read that in a book!” I knew he was trying to fuck with me and I wasn’t going to let him.

He laughed at that.

I went into the woods with a bottle of water and the shaving kit. I hid from him behind some trees and went to work.

Shaving my bottom gave me a pulsating erection--there was something about the razor tugging at my skin and leave a smooth path behind it. My sphincter was throbbing by the end. I shaved between my legs and then I shaved around my cock. I tried to think of some “cute” way to shave, and suddenly I was worried about getting it wrong. I finally just shaved most of it off and left a little heart of pubic hair that stopped about an inch below my cock. I clipped on the chastity cage once I managed to get my erection to go down, then the little thong, then the fishnets, then my little cut-offs. I wrapped the collar around my neck and buckled it.

I pulled on my white sneakers and t-shirt and went back out to Rusty. I was worried he was going to fall on me or make me do something humiliating but he just looked me over and told me to spin around, then went back to working on the car.

“There anything else you want to tell me about this car? No point in me fixing this if some other part just breaks on you. You got it checked-up recently? You heard any weird noises or seen any lights come on--like, ‘check engine’ light kind of deal? I can’t test drive it right now because this stuff makes it too broke to move,” he said, gesturing to my busted engine.

He’s trying to manipulate me to do even more depraved stuff for him, I thought angrily.

“No, it’s fine,” I said.

“Think hard--nothing else?”

I thought about it for a second. It had been a little while since it’s last check up but I only needed another few days--fifteen hundred miles--and I’d need it much less urgently. “No, it’s fine,” You manipulative fucker.

Rusty spent the whole afternoon working on my car, even though this was supposed to be his time. Every once and a while a car would pass by but no one even slowed down. Each time I'd try to hide behind my car, ashamed of anyone seeing my body. The rest of the time I handed Rusty his tools when he needed them, or sat on the edge of the engine and watched over his shoulder.

It felt...weird. Weirdly normal. It felt like I was just his little boyfriend and he was fixing my car for me. Because of Rusty making me wear the thong and shave my bottom, I kept getting erections, which the chastity cage trapped. It was just because of the pressure of the thong on my smooth butt, I knew. It was a physiological response.

Rusty’s cock was hard on and off throughout the day. From how it hung in his loose jeans it looked like it was over nine inches, but I knew that couldn’t be right. It must be some weird cut of his pants. It made me feel strange that a man was getting an erection from looking at me and my body.

I kept feeling a strange sense of pride because of it which made me blush. You just...you just want attention or something. They say that about people with neglectful parents, right? I was pretty sure I’d read that in a book somewhere.

He started calling me Kota, for short, and I liked it. No one had ever called me Kota. I tried to act displeased by it, but I couldn’t see the point. He’d already won. I’d made the deal. Keep your word, I reminded myself. No need to do anything beyond that, though.

I wanted to keep a sullen silence, but after an hour or so of that it got too boring, and deep down somewhere I wanted to talk to Rusty about books again, even though I hated him. I got hungry after two hours and ate my sandwich. I shared half with Rusty which he took gratefully. We drank sodas from his truck.

We talked about books for a long time, then movies. We hadn’t always had a TV at my place because my parents would pawn it for their petty drug or gambling habits, then buy it back, then sell it again. And I could never afford the movie theater. Since I was sixteen I’d saved money for a car to move away. I’d saved desperately. But I loved movies. Rusty had seen a ton and he filled me in on plots and film terminology and told me about how to write a screenplay and make a movie.

We talked about music, too. I liked pop and rock most of all, and Rusty listened to jazz and classical music on his drives. He didn’t insist on telling me all about it though. He asked what songs I liked and talked about them.

At around five we ordered Chinese food from a place he knew and had it delivered to where we were--it was just within the delivery guy’s radius. By the time he got there I had been having so much fun that I’d forgotten what I was wearing. I blushed with shame when I realized but Rusty said, “Take eighty out of my wallet--my hands are greasy--and give it all to him--he deserves a tip for coming all the way out here.”

I fished my hand into his pocket for his wallet, afraid of brushing his cock, and took out the money.

“The food was only thirty dollars!” I reminded him.

“I know, but Lee works hard too, right?”

I ran over to the car--realizing that my bottom shook and jiggled in those little shorts if I ran--and paid him.

“Tell Rusty thanks!” the driver said. I walked back to Rusty with the food and blushed at having to show my bottom to the driver. I noticed that Rusty had a big erection again. He looked at me hungrily and it made my heart race but again he seemed to force down some urge.

He was big and burly. Maybe close to twice my weight and it was all muscle. And he had nearly a foot on me. It felt like being a few feet from a bear or a panther. I knew that if there was anything he wanted to do to me, I’d have no chance of stopping him. But strangely I still didn’t feel afraid, exactly. Not in that way, at least. I wasn’t afraid that he’d hurt me. Only that he would take me and it would be...overwhelming.

Night slowly fell and Rusty finished working on the car and washed his hands. He went into the woods and washed his body and I caught a glimpse of him through the trees. I thought truckers were supposed to have beer bellies and be out of shape but he was all rippled muscle. He looked like a football player or something. I had no idea how he maintained it while driving.

He came back clean and in a fresh set of clothes.

“Spin around for me,” he said.

I hesitated a moment, then tried to do it right; I lifted my arms above my head, arched my back, popped my bottom out, and stood on my tiptoes. I spun slowly, so he could take in as much as he wanted. I turned kept turning and turning until my thighs were trembling a little and only then did he tell me to stop.

I had closed my eyes and when I opened them and looked up I could see he was breathing heavily. But again he seemed to push something aside.

“Mosquitos are going to be out at dusk. We better sit inside,” he said, indicating the truck. He watched me climb in, eyes fixed on my bottom and my whole body. He got in his side and we watched the gorgeous orange glow of the sunset.

“You’re probably nervous,” he said. “Which is natural. But you don’t have to be nervous, okay? I’m going to try to go slow. Have you ever had a girlfriend? Do you know how this goes?”

“I...um...no. I never got this far,” I confessed. I’d gone out with a few girls in school, but I was poor, and my body was too svelt for the football team, so I wasn’t very popular.

He considered me. “Are you nervous?”

“Yes.”

“Do you feel disgusted with yourself?”

“Yes.”

He looked at me for another long moment. “If you want to back out of the deal, now would be the time. You’ll feel better if you do it now rather than after we get started. Then you’ll feel like you lost both sides of things. I don’t want you to back out, though. I’m just telling you.”

I could see that his cock was practically throbbing in his pants and his gaze crawled over me up and down.

“I don’t want to force you. I only want to make you prostitute yourself to me. Does that make sense?”

I thought about it and nodded. “Yes. Yes, Sir.”

When I thought about it like that for some reason it seemed slightly more bearable--I was just prostituting my body. Plenty of people did that all the time. But then the shame washed back in and I blushed. A man was still going to use my body for sex. I was going to get butt fucked. That was shameful.

“Let me show you how it usually goes,” he said in a low growl. He put his hands on my hips and easily shifted me over towards him. He took one of my small hands in his own big, rough one and cupped my face in the other.

And then it was happening.

4. Foreplay

I squeezed my eyes shut and he pressed his rough lips to my own plump, soft ones. The kiss was really, really long. I tilted my head back to give him the best angle and he mashed my lips around. I opened my mouth to him with a little moan and his tongue dove into my opening, exploring me. I tentatively brought my tongue up and we French kissed. His mouth was warm and wet and all of his movements were sure.

He finally pulled away and I gasped for air. I hadn’t realized I wasn’t breathing.

He kissed me again and again and I let out little moans against my will as he explored me. The hand around my face moved to my throat and choked me gently. The other started to explore my body. For some reason my cock was throbbing against my chastity cage, trying to get erect, and I was glad that I had it on, lest he get the wrong idea about me.

His hand groped at my nipples then felt all up and down my abdomen, along the curve of my back, then up and down my full thighs and calves. I was gasping in breaths and my heart was racing. I was sweating and my clothes quickly grew damp.

“Just let it go. Don’t think about anything,” he breathed into my ear, then he nibbled at my earlobe and sucked at my neck. I tried to stop but I kept letting out little gasps and moans.

He lifted me easily and set me on his lap.

My big, fat, nubile bottom squished down and spread out over his thighs and groin. His thick cock was throbbing underneath me and my mouth formed a little, surprised, “O.” It was only separated by his pants and my little shorts and lingerie. My asshole was throbbing again and I felt a little woozy and even feverish.

He kept kissing me and moved both hands all over my body. They both found my butt and explored it thoroughly--as if he had been hungry all day to touch and grab it. I realized he had.

“Fuck you’re cute!” he growled. “You have a fat little bottom, too, don’t you?”

I didn’t know what to say, so I said, “Yes, Sir.” It came out as a desperate sounding moan and I blushed.

“Get out of the truck,” he said urgently, and I didn’t question him. I crawled off his lap and climbed out. He took an enema bag out of the odds and ends he’d gotten from the store and followed me out.

“Hang onto the truck,” he commanded. I did it and he tore my little shorts open then ripped them off of me completely. If hadn’t been hanging onto the truck I would’ve been pulled over. I gasped at being left in just my little thong and fishnets in front of him.

It all happened too fast for me to process or react too. He tugged my thong way to the side and I was naked before him. The fishnets hid nothing. My nubile, untouched sphincter throbbed in his view.

He rubbed it with his rough fingers and I gasped and moaned lewdly.

Some rough stranger is touching my bottom. My caged cock was throbbing. Why is my body reacting like this?

He rubbed me and rubbed me and my thighs started to tremble. I almost collapsed, once, but he caught me with his other firm arm and held me up. His muscles were like iron against my supple, curvy body.

It was like getting fucked by an animal as he started to build up. He had started slowly but surely when he was kissing me but the intensity only continued upwards. He didn’t stop to lubricate my bottom. He pressed me against his truck and buried his rough, unshaven face between my pale cheeks. His warm tongue roughly dragged over my bottom then buried into it as far as it could go.

I let out a sob of pleasure and surprise. A man’s tongue was in my bottom. I couldn’t believe this was happening. I’d pictured dirty things when we were making the deal but it was entirely different once it was actually happening. He pressed the nozzle into my wet sphincter and gave me my first enema. It made me feel a little feverish and like I had been impregnated in my butt. My flat stomach swelled out to accommodate it.

His impatience didn’t let him play with me here. As soon as he’d emptied the bag into me he commanded me, “Expel.” There was an urgency in his voice and I could tell that I didn’t dare disobey him.

It was so embarrassing expelling in front of another man, but I did it. I arched my back, popped my butt out, and pushed. Water gushed out of my bottom and I sobbed in shame and arousal. What the fuck is wrong with me? I reminded myself it was all just a physiological reaction but I could barely think beyond that through the aroused haze.

He grabbed another bag and filled me again. He told me to hold it in, held me by the throat, and stuck his fingers in my mouth to suck on. Once they were wet he moved them down to my ass and fingered me.

I’m being penetrated, I thought in shock. Am I still an anal virgin?

He fingered me hard. I moaned and shook and he moved his hand from my throat so he could wrap his arm around me, helping to keep me up. I was drenched in sweat and my thighs were trembling.

“Fuck, you’re really tight,” he moaned into my ear. He’d fit a finger in at first, then a second one, and that strained me to my limit. He finger pounded me for a long time and little squirts of water escaped on each thrust. He fingered my bottom until I’d let the whole enema escape.

It felt incredible. I was shaking and sobbing from shame by the time he stopped. I was ashamed of how much I liked it. He took out the smallest plug, had me suck on it, and then worked it into my ass. It was the biggest I could fit--it felt like it was straining me at my absolute limit.

He didn’t wait for me to get in the truck. He lifted me easily and climbed in with me in his arms. His iron for forearms pressed into my lower back and my soft thighs. He climbed through to the back of the truck with me. There was enough room to stand and most of the space was taken up by a large bed. He lay me down on it and stripped his shirt off, then his pants. He wasn’t wearing any boxers. An enormous, throbbing, python of a cock fell out.

I gasped. There was too much of his body to take in and process at once. His cock was actually over nine inches long. Large, iron-hard muscles rippled over his naked form. Dark, intricate tattoos scrawled over his chiseled muscles. He was covered in a light sheen of sweat from the summer heat and the passion I had inspired in him. He was built like some demi-god.

Instead of feeling shame I marveled at a single idea: Could a man like this be interested in me? Could he really want my body? I’m nothing special, am I? He’s formed like a god.

He tore off my thong and my t-shirt and tossed them away. He was on top of me in an instant and we were making out passionately. I was overwhelmed and completely outmatched by him. His titanic form laid over and pressed down on my soft, nubile one. His rippling muscles pressed into my smooth little figure. His mouth fed on me, kissing me, nibbling my ears, sucking my neck, chest, abdomen, and nipples. I gasped in arousal and alarm at each surprising new sensation.

Could this really be happening? Am I really having sex with a man?

It was an incredible ocean of feelings. It was far more than I could process. I couldn’t believe this was what sex could be like. Nothing I’d been told had prepared me for this. It was just so...incredible. Taste, touch, smell, and everything else blended together into a rush of ecstasy.

I couldn’t even think at first to be ashamed because it just felt so good. My body had never felt this good this...complete in my whole life. Rusty’s body pressed against my own, his mouth and hands claiming me...it just felt right. His weight felt so good pressing down on top of me. I felt safe. I felt secure. I'd never felt like that in my life. My cock throbbed in its little cage and suddenly the shame rushed back in and I involuntarily I pulled my mouth away from his, turning my head to the side.

He tried to turn my head and kiss me again but I pulled away by reflex. I felt the little plug stretching my anus. It felt so good but the good feelings just filled me with more shame. I let out a little sniffle and then I started crying gently and softly.

“I’m sorry...I’m sorry!” I mumbled. “I’m sorry...I’m not trying to be difficult.”

He stared down at me. I noticed for the first time how striking his eyes were. His gaze was like a stormy night. I thought he was going to yell or snap at me or say something biting. It was what I'd grown used to my whole life when I displeased someone. But he didn't. Instead, he sat up beside me and pulled me up into his arms. He held me in his lap, my soft thighs straddled his rock hard abdomen and my fat butt pressed against his throbbing cock.

He leaned back against the wall of the cabin and let me sit up so we could look each other in the eye. His throbbing cock felt so good pressing against my naked, sweating bottom. But I just kept thinking about the ridicule and shame of doing something like this....something gay. I thought of being teased for my delicate looks. I thought of being mocked in the gym showers.

“Hey,” Rusty said, and his rich, deep voice brought me back to the present. “I own you for the night, right Kota?”

“Yes, Rusty.”

“I want you to do something for me, okay? I want you to pretend you’re gay. I know you’re not. But I want you to pretend that you are. There’s no shame in that, okay? You had to sell your body--it was your best option. You made a good choice. It was smart of you to do that. It’s nothing to feel ashamed of. You’re just getting yourself out of a hard situation. So now, for me, just pretend--like you’re an actor playing a part. Can you do that, baby?”

I thought for a second then nodded tearfully and sniffled a little, “Yes, Sir.” He took a handkerchief and dried my eyes and nose, then he kissed me again, more gently and slowly this time.

“So when you’re feeling all this stuff when I’m making love to you, just think, ‘What would I do if I were gay?’ and just let yourself follow that. Moan if you think you’d moan. Kiss me and touch me if you think you’d do that. Does that make sense? Can you do that? It’s just pretend, remember. It’s like we’re playing a game.”

I thought again and nodded, “Yes, Sir.” I felt embarrassed by how nice he was being--it was easier, almost, for him to be mean and for me to hate him. But at the same time the silly suggestion made sense. It made it feel easier just pretending it was an act and going along with it, instead of fighting back and forth between cooperating and feeling revolted and ashamed. That was exhausting.

"Lay down on your stomach," he told me. I lay out on his bed and rested my face on the backs of my hands. I felt so vulnerable turning my back on a man while I was naked. My big butt was defenseless against him except for my little stockings. Not that I could've resisted him anyway. He took a small clear bottle of some liquid.

“This is just massage oil,” he explained. He rubbed it over his hands until it was warm, then he tore open my fishnet stockings--my modesty’s last, pathetic line of defense against this big man--letting my big butt spill out. He rubbed the oil all across my fatness, then worked down my thighs and calves, then all the way up my back and arms.

He tugged off my shoes and rubbed the oil across my feet. It felt incredibly good. I'd never had a foot massage before. I'd never had any type of massage. Massages were seen as a hoity-toity luxury where I was from. My family ridiculed them. They ridiculed any type of closeness or affection, it seemed like. Rusty kneaded my arches and it made me writhe and curl my toes.

I let out a pleased little moan on purpose, to show him that it felt good. I’m just acting. I told myself. He interlaced his fingers between my toes and worked them back and forth. “Oh, fuck!” I gasped. I just couldn’t believe how amazing something so simple could feel. He bent down and kissed my neck, nibbled my ear, then kissed all the way down my spine. He laid a sloppy kiss on one of my fat butt cheeks then sucked on it and bit a little and I squealed in unexpected delight.

He kissed down the backs of my thighs and spent extra time kissing and licking the spot behind my knees. I loved it. I loved it all. When he reached my feet he sucked and nibbled at my Achilles' tendons, then licked along my soles and between my toes.

He reached up and tugged out my butt plug very slowly and gently and I sighed in pleasure.

It’s not shameful, it’s just an act, I reminded myself. He took the medium sized plug and dipped it into my mouth. I sucked it willingly and he filled my butt crack with a little pool of oil. He dipped his finger into my asshole--in and out, in and out--to let the oil flow in and around it. Then he worked the wet plug in. The medium size was very intense and overwhelming for me but because I’d been stretched I was just able to take it. I tensed and gasped and sucked in deep breaths and the biggest part of the plug pushed past my sphincter. My butt sucked down the other side and took the whole thing to its base.

“Just relax,” he breathed into my ear and he started to slowly massage my back. I gasped and writhed underneath him.

"I just never knew something so simple could feel so good," I blurted out. For some reason, I felt like I owed it to him to confess what I was feeling. A man who was so good with his hands should know. I felt so strangely grateful for these sensations that I wanted him to know what he was doing to me. "I...don't think I've felt so good in my life." My words came out thick because I was getting choked up again. I started to cry but it wasn't from shame this time. I was just overwhelmed with feeling.

“Oh Kota,” he said and he turned me on my side and held me and kissed me again and again and again. He rolled me back over and kept massaging me. It felt like it went on for hours and by the end of it I felt like I was entirely free from my physical body--like I was floating in some dreamy ethereal realm.

He rolled me onto my back. My body was covered in a sheen of warm oil. I looked up at him with sleepy, bedroom eyes. He lay over me and I wrapped my thighs around him and we kissed for a long time.

He sat back up, lifted my legs up, and spread them wide apart. “Open your bottom up for Daddy,” he told me. I reached down and spread my booty for him. He tugged the medium plug out and I gasped and moaned whinely.

“Is that pretty big for you?”

“Yes...Daddy. It feels really big coming out!” It’s just an act. It’s just an act.

He took the large plug and dipped it into my mouth. It barely fit past my lips. He licked his own hand and rubbed it into my throbbing bottom, re-lubricating my nubile hole. He slowly, gently began to work that fat, big plug in. It was nearly the size of my delicate little fist. I couldn’t believe something so big was going into me.

“Will it really fit?” I asked, alarmed.

"Yes, it will. We've stretched you enough. It should just fit. Does it hurt?"

I bit my lip and nodded yes urgently.

“Do you need me to stop?”

I thought a moment but answered earnestly. “No. I can do it, Sir.”

He leaned forward and kissed me to distract me, then kissed and sucked on my pert nipples. I moaned and arched my back, opening myself even more to him. I was sweating from the intense butt stretching he was putting me through. It took a long time. Minute after minute dragged by as he worked it, slowly stretching me, then withdrawing, then stretching me again. I didn't think I'd ever be able to fit it and it hurt. But mixed with the pain was a lot of pleasure. It was a good, good hurt.

He held my head up and I could just see the plug going in and straining my anus around its widest part. “Watch it sink in, baby,” he growled.

Lost in hazy, feverish anal pleasure, I played at being his slut. “Oh fuck, I see it, Daddy. It’s so big!” and he pressed a little more and it crested my anus and then went past it. My butt sucked around the big plug and pulled it in, and it sunk all the way to the base. I let out a surprised, delighted gasp.  He leaned in a kissed me to reward me. He rubbed the edges of my tender, swollen sphincter and it felt really good after their stretching.

“Good boy. What a good anal slut you are. Are you Daddy’s little anal slut?”

It felt good saying such ridiculous, dirty things. I didn't care anymore. I was getting lost in the pleasure. I couldn't think of anything else but pursuing it.

“Yes...I’m...I’m your little anal slut. I have a big plug in my little slut ass. I’m plugged for you!”

He took me up in his arms and we made out and Frenched for a long time. He pulled away and gazed into my eyes, and I trembled at how intense it was, just sharing a look with another person in such an intimate moment.

“I’m going to spank you now, okay, Kota? And I want to play a game. I’m going to pretend I’m spanking you to punish you for being gay, okay? And you pretend you’re gay and trying to resist it.”

For some reason that made a surge of arousal burst through me, and I bit my lip and nodded. “Okay...okay I can do that.”

“We’ll pretend you’re at a college and I’m your dean, do you think you can do that?”

I nodded again.

Then, in a more normal tone--a pause in the middle of our intense game--Rusty said: “Are you doing alright? Can you handle this? Do you remember your safe words?”

I looked back and met his gaze. “I remember, Rusty. I can handle it. It’s…” I glanced down in shame but I’d already started so I stumbled forward. “It’s so intense but you’re not hurting me. I mean...it’s a good hurt. I’ve...I’ve never felt like this before.” Just keep your mouth shut. You’re acting gay, my thoughts sneered at me. But for some reason, I felt the need to confess to him.

I couldn’t quite say it all, though--that what he was doing to me felt incredible. That it was the most intense, wonderful feeling I’d ever experienced. “I didn’t know sex could feel like this...I…” my mouth hung open and I didn’t know how to continue. He didn’t make me. He pressed his warm mouth over mine again.

He pulled away and a little drool connected our lips. I pressed my lips to his in a cute extra kiss and licked it away.

"It's okay," he said. "You don't need to say anymore. I understand." He reached down and unfastened the chastity cage from between my legs. "I don't think you'll need this anymore. If you're just getting spanked, and since you're not gay, you're probably not even going to get an erection anyway."

5. Roleplay

I bit my lip and nodded. For some reason him saying that made me blush. The cage felt really good coming off. My cock felt so free. He lay me on his lap and I willingly assumed my position. My soft stomach and thighs and my cock all pressed into the tops of his own rock hard thighs. He rubbed my butt in slow, gentle circles.

“What’s your last name, Dakota?” he asked me as an aside. “Mine’s Jones. Rusty Jones.”

I was nervous to tell him for a moment, but I was too awkward to say “no.”

“Bentley. Dakota Bentley.”

“Nice to meet you, Dakota Bentley.”

“Nice to meet you, too, Rusty Jones,” I said in a surprisingly sweet voice.

He drew his hand back and brought a light spank down on my fat cheek. It jiggled and shook and I gasped a little and flinched away. But then I arched my back and popped my butt back up into position. How...how does that feel so good? It’s just a hand hitting my butt!

Rusty put on a faux-stern voice. “Dakota Bentley: you’ve been having gay thoughts, haven’t you?”

I blushed and went to deny it, but then I remembered we were playing a game. But I didn't want to just confess either--that would ruin the fun of the game. Instead, I put on a faux, overly obvious lying voice. "No--I would never! I would never have such shameful thoughts!"

Rusty spanked me again--a lot harder this time. But after he spanked me he rubbed it in. He rubbed all across my fat butt cheek, really kneading the spank and spreading it out. It turned the sting into a warm, wonderful pleasure.

“That’s a lie. We can see how you look at some men--fantasize about them in your dirty little slutty mind. We all think it’s very shameful.”

“No, I don’t!” I protested cutely.

"Yes, you do. We've seen how you look at some of the guys in the showers. You drool over there big cocks. You fantasize about their cocks penetrating you--maybe even double penetrating you in that fat, slutty butt you have."

Talking like this made me blush but for some reason, since Rusty had made it another game, it felt silly and funny instead of shameful.

He spanked me again--three times on each of my fat cheeks. He hit hard enough to leave pink handprint outlines on my pale flesh. I gasped, moaned, and writhed under his grip but he kept me pressed in place with his free hand on my lower back. It felt good straining against him.

“Unless you confess, I’m just going to keep adding spanks to your punishment, slutty little Dakota.”

“Okay, fine!” I said with an overdone pout. “I’m gay! I...I have been fantasizing about the older students!”

“How humiliating and disgusting. You should feel very shameful. At least you confessed. But I’m still going to have to spank you for wanting such awful things.”

For some reason Rusty voicing my own deepest fears made them seem a little silly to me and, for some reason, a little grin flashed across my face.

“Oh, what’s that?” he said in fake outrage. “Are you mocking me? You better take this seriously, young man!”

He cracked six more hard spanks across my trembling ass. They made loud clapping sounds as they hit, and when he was done he rubbed them all in. I was sweating and gasping for breath now. My heart was racing. Fuck, this feels so good. My cock throbbed to life against Rusty’s leg and I blushed and squeezed my eyes shut in shame.

Why the fuck am I responding like this? It’s just someone hitting the fat on my bottom! It shouldn’t feel this good!

He rubbed his hand down between my cheeks, pressing the plug into me and trailing his fingers around my puffy sphincter.

“Who do you like most of all, you little slut? There must be one man above the rest.”

“I would never confess that!” I gasped in pretend defiance. He cracked more spanks down on me and I trembled and gasped in delight. I was getting lost in this pleasure again and I was escaping my inhibitions in the layers of games and contracts Rusty had set up.

“Confess. Confess what your heart yearns for, you little gay whore,” he breathed into my ear.

Suddenly I had an idea. My eye took on the slightest, mischievous gleam. “Well, I guess there is one guy…” I teased.

He reached down and spanked and rubbed my plump thighs. “Confess those slutty fantasies.”

He massaged and pulled my thigh flesh and I moaned through the pleasure, "Rusty Jones. I fantasize about Rusty Jones above anyone else!" I twisted my head back and grinned at him. "I don't think he could ever like me though."

He leaned down and kissed me, totally breaking the reality of our little make-believe. "No, I'm sure he would think you're completely disgusting. Who could like a boy with such a big, juicy butt, or such long, lissome legs, or such a tight little body over all? And with such shameful, gay thoughts!" He kissed me again and spanked me and I giggled.

Then shame washed over me. I’m acting fucking ridiculous. What the fuck is wrong with me? But Rusty pulled me back and kissed me again.

"I think I know how to fix you. We're going to have to ask Rusty to punish you and fuck you. Maybe he'll be able to fuck the gay out of you."

A lurid image of that enormous trucker cock sinking into my sweaty bottom flashed across my mind and I got even more erect. I felt like I literally couldn’t catch my breath.

“That…” Breath. “That might work.”

"Well, you're in luck, because Rusty's actually right here, waiting to see you. Close your eyes and I'll bring him in." Then Rusty switched from his school dean voice to his regular voice. "Well, well, well, little Dakota Bentley," he said.

“Hi, Rusty.”

“I hear you need my help with something. Do you want to tell me what it is?”

For some reason I was delighted by the stupid little roleplay were playing. "Um, yes, Sir. I got in trouble with the dean for being gay. And I told him...well I told him you were my favorite boy here. And he said you might be able to fuck the gay out of me."

“Well, I think that’s disgusting. Why can’t you just like girls? And why would you ever think anyone could ever like such a slutty, curvy boy like you? You think boys would want to fuck you just because you’re beautiful and really cute and interesting to talk to?”

I felt myself blushing in unexpected pleasure at his thinly veiled compliments.

“You’re right, I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“I’d be willing to help you, to try to cure this homosexuality, though. But you’re going to have to show me you really mean it. Okay?”

“Okay, Rusty.”

I could feel the impatience and need in his voice, rising again.

“I’m going to spank you fifty times. If you can’t make it to fifty, you don’t get to be butt fucked by me. It’s going to be hard, too. I want you to count. And every five spanks, I want you to beg to be anally fucked by me. Understand?”

I gulped. I wasn’t sure if I could handle fifty spanks. But I didn’t even stop to think if I actually wanted to handle them or not. “I understand.”

The first spank cracked down immediately and really, really hard. My fat ass shook and jiggled violently. I writhed and twisted and squirmed but forced my back to stay arched and my butt to stay popped up. The spanks came hard and fast one after the other. He alternated cheeks and only briefly and roughly rubbed them in. We reached five and I moaned out, “Please fuck me, Rusty!”

“Louder!”

I practically yelled, “Please fuck my bottom, Rusty!”

He didn't stop spanking me as he talked. "Louder--scream it as loud as you can. Make me believe it. And the spanks only count if you keep counting. If you don't keep up you get extra spanks!"

I gasped out the spanks until ten and screamed at the top of my lungs, “Please, please fuck my dirty little asshole!”

“Better!”

At fifteen I screamed again, “Please pound my fat booty! Fuck the shit out of me!”

How did I get here? How am I saying these things?

By the time we reached twenty I was drenched in sweat and sobbing in agony and ecstasy. “Ravish me! Bury your cock in my slut-hole! I want to be punished by your dick!”

Twenty-five. "Smash my fat butt! Make me explode on your dick! Fuck the gay out of me!"

Thirty. “Please stretch my little ass around that meaty pole!”

I was jelly in his hands. Clay. He could mold me however he wanted. I lay in a puddle across his thighs. If I had wanted to fight back or run away at that point I couldn't have. I was his submissive little plaything. I was spent from my spanking.

Thirty-five. "Fuck the gay out of me, please, Rusty! I need that long meat pole pistoning in and out of me.

Forty. “Make love to me. Impregnate my bottom with your seed.”  

It didn’t feel like we were playing at anything anymore. It was all too intense. Too passionate. We were making love--or preparing to, at least--through his hand slapping my wet, sweaty butt. My pale flesh was covered in pink and red now, and it jiggled and shook under the slaps. I was shaking and trembling and gasping in his arms and tears were running down my face.

I remembered my safe word. I didn't want to use it. I didn't even think of it. I wanted him to keep spanking me. For some reason, it felt like I deserved it. I didn't understand for what exactly. But it was cathartic for me.

Forty-five. "Oh beat that butt. Beat that bad butt. I'm a bad boy. I deserve it. Beat me. Claim me. I want...I want to be yours!"

The pain and pleasure mixed into euphoria and drove out all my thoughts. I was alive just in that moment with Rusty holding my trembling body close to his.

Fifty. "I love you," I blurted out and fell silent in shock. I couldn't believe I had just said that, but it felt true. Rusty was on me as soon as we were done. He turned my sweat-drenched, weak, trembling figure around in his arms and held me close and tight. I wrapped my arms around his neck and clung to him, gasping for air. He brushed a sweaty strand of hair out of my vision and our lips met. This kiss was tender but sure. We made out there for a long time as I shook in his arms.

His hands ran over my body, rubbing my butt and my fat thighs--all the places I had been spanked--and turning the slaps into pleasure. I started to feel really good and even more aroused. My cock was absolutely throbbing.

"Looks like someone got a little hard from his spanking," he teased. He kissed my neck and reached down between our legs. "Wanna see who's bigger? Bigger cock gets to fuck the loser."

“Uh huh,” I nodded.

His big, strong hand brought our cocks together and lined them up, then luxuriously masturbated them up and down together. His was gargantuan compared to mine. It outdid me by inches and was far wider and girthier. I gasped in awe.

“You’re so big!” I purred. “Looks like I lose.”

I knew exactly what I wanted to do. I had an urge and I followed it. I slipped out of Rusty’s arms and went down on my hands and knees with my head between his legs. My bottom was popped up and hung up in the air for him to admire. I brought my warm, wet mouth to his thick manliness.

I kissed his cock.

And then I wrapped my plump lips around his head.

I looked up to make eye contact with him and his face registered surprise and unexpected delight.

“Good boy,” he growled. I was grateful to him for some reason. He had been kind to me. That was all I really remembered in this sex-induced haze. I felt like I owed him and he deserved to have it paid back. I wrapped my little hands around his shaft--my fingers couldn’t actually fit all the way around his girth unless I used both hands. I worked it and massaged his balls with my hands, and I pressed little kisses and licks all up and down the thick length with my little mouth.

Once I’d licked every inch I came back to the top and suckled at his head again, teasing at the opening and the underside of his head with my rough little tongue. He gasped and grunted his pleasure to me. I took him into my mouth and forced my throat down on his bulbous head. His dick was so big that I could just barely fit it past my lips and into my mouth.

I thought, with disappointment, that I wouldn’t be able to go farther, but I found that if I slowly pressed forward my throat could expand enough to take him, bit by bit. I gagged a lot at first, but I was able to do it. Spit flooded my mouth from my gag reflex and huge amounts of it trailed down his cock and drooled out of my mouth onto my chin, neck, chest, and nipples.

I worked at it a long time, methodically bobbing on his cock then withdrawing for breath. My little cock wasn’t getting any stimulation but it was rock hard and pulsating with passion from submitting myself and serving Rusty. It’s just a game, a faint voice in my head tried to protest. I didn’t even bother responding to it.

“Fuck you’re a good little slut!” he growled passionately. My cock and asshole throbbed from him calling me a “slut.”

Finally, I made it all the way to the base of his shaft. My nose buried in his pubic hair. His wet balls pressed against my chin. Tears were streaming down my face from the cock being so deep in my throat. I felt the strangest thrill and sense of joy and satisfaction.

Rusty massaged and squeezed my little body as I worked. I started to bob my head up and down. Rusty was gentle with me, letting me control the movement as I learned this new skill. But I was eager. I went faster and faster, taking his shaft in and out all the way. I face fucked myself on his big trucker dick.

"You're going to make me cum, baby," he said passionately, and eagerness made me press myself even farther. I increased my speed and dragged my tongue around as I moved up and down. I felt his cock throbbing in my mouth.

He exploded in me. Cum erupted from his cock.

I buried my face into his pubic hair again, not wanting to miss a drop of his cum. It would’ve seemed ungrateful, somehow. Semen flooded my stomach. I pulled off so just his head was in my mouth and more and more ropes of cum flooded into me. When he was finally done I carefully squeezed his cock with my little hands to get the rest of it then sucked all the way off of the tip. I crawled up into his lap with a pleased look on my face, opened my mouth to show him my prize, and then swallowed it all like a good pet.

He pulled me to him passionately and kissed my neck, my nipples, and then my mouth, sucking on my lips and tongue.

“Fuck you’re beautiful,” was all he could moan.

I grinned back at him, proud of what I had accomplished. My body was in control now, not my mind. I was alive completely in the moment. And my body wanted to get fucked. I straddled Rusty and he wrapped an arm around my lower back. He tugged my big plug out with his other hand and I gasped and moaned whinely. It hurt coming out but it also left an emptiness in my butt that I kind of hated.

“Put it back!” I said petulantly.

“I have something a lot bigger for you,” he said.

6. Ravished

He moved my hand back to his cock and I stroked it up and down urgently. It was slimy and covered in spit and cum. His virility was amazing. He had hardly gone limp when it started to swell up in arousal again. He grabbed and squeezed my fat butt, seemingly using it to stimulate himself.

I’m a sex object for him. Porn for him. I thought, and it left me strangely pleased. He shoved me roughly onto my back, spread my legs, and licked my puffy anus. When he spread it, it gaped open just a little from the big plug having stretched it. Once I was sopping wet he moved his pelvis between my legs. His enormous, thick cock lay over my throbbing smaller one.

I’m about to have anal sex. Gay sex. I’m going to lose my anal virginity to a man. The thought excited me but all of a sudden the terrible shame came rushing back and I let out a sob. I looked away from Rusty and started crying as he lined his cock head up with my hole.

“I’m...I’m not gay,” I tried to protest.

He stopped for a moment, considering me. Then he hooked a finger through the leather collar around my neck--the only piece of anything on my naked body.

“You see this?” he practically growled.

I nodded.

“This means you’re my property.”

He wrapped his hands around my wrists, pinning me to the bed. “Try to lift up--try to fight me.”

I did it. I strained against his grip, throwing my whole body into it. I couldn’t make him budge.

“Use your legs, too,” he commanded sternly.

I kicked and flailed them. It didn’t do any good. Rusty easily caught them and pinched an ankle and wrist in each hand. My legs were left up and spread apart, leaving my asshole completely defenseless against him.

“Keep trying to resist,” he commanded. I kept trying to resist and pull free and he took the ripped thong and t-shirt that he had torn from me earlier and bound my ankles and wrists together. They were snug but he had tied them expertly: they didn’t hurt but neither could I escape from them.   

“Your body is mine. I can do whatever I want to you. Touch you wherever I want.” To prove his point he rubbed my nubile bottom and trailed his rough fingers and palm across my tender anus. “You don’t have any choice. None of this belongs to you. I’m stronger and I’m going to take what I want. You’re trapped with me here. I own your body. I own all of you.”

And then his voice became gentle and his stormy eyes softened. He brushed my lips with the most delicate kiss. “Got that, my sweet little Kota?”

I thought my cock was going to explode right there. I loved how he was talking to me. I felt afraid of him and so turned on.

I nodded back, tearful but with a small smile, “Yes, Rusty. Yes!”

“It doesn’t matter what you are, your little, slutty, promiscuous body is going to get pounded by this big cock until you cum over, and over, and over again. That’s what you get for showing off this sexy, tight thing on the side of the road.”

“Oh fuck!” I moaned in arousal.

“Do you fucking understand, slut?”

“Yes, Sir!”

“I knew from the moment I saw you in those tight little jeans, all helpless at your car: you want to get butt fucked. You can try to deny it, but I’m going to give you what your slutty body needs.”

And he pressed his hungry mouth forcefully over my submissive lips.

And then he buried his cock in my bottom.

His cock head forced itself against my wet, gaping hole. My opening and his pole were both covered in saliva and some cum from his cock. His cock was enormous--bigger than the plug--as big as my forearm at least. It kept sliding away from my hole and he kept lining it up, and then, finally, it breached me. My last, pathetic line of defense was overcome. I was taken.

It hurt, a lot, but it was the best hurt I had ever felt.

My sphincter was taut around his pole--it was stretched to its absolute limit to try to accommodate him. He rolled his hips and pulled back, then pressed forward again. Slowly, slowly, slowly he slid into me, inch by inch. It was unbelievably long. I kept expecting to reach the end but he just kept going. I had never felt something that deep in my bottom before. It was reaching places inside of me I didn’t even know I had. And I could feel an enormous, pleasurable pressure.

“That’s your prostate, baby,” he explained to me when he saw the shocked delight on my face.

He tugged at my little heart shaped patch of pubic hair, teasing it. “Damn you’re a cute little slut,” he said lovingly.

His cock bottomed out in me. His pelvis and pubic hair pressed into my own cock and balls. His own balls rested against my fat bottom. He started to slowly, wonderfully draw his cock out of me, then press it back in. He fucked me with long, full, luxuriant strokes. I arched my back and curled my toes and my mouth hung open in an “O” face.

My cock erupted with cum. I orgasmed.

I had an anal orgasm on his dick, just like that. He hadn’t even given me five strokes of his dick before I came. I let out a cute, shocked gasp as warm waves of orgasmic pleasure washed through my whole body.

“Oh fuck, how…?” I moaned.

He kissed me and rubbed my butt, then rubbed and massaged my whole body and held my body close to him as the post-orgasmic bliss made me tremble.

“Fuck you’re beautiful,” he growled into my ear. “You’re a little anal virgin. It’s just too much cock for you. And your ass is very orgasmic.”

My ravishment wasn’t over though. Slowly my cock got hard again and when he could feel I was ready he started to fuck that nubile, open ass. My butt jiggled and shook as he slapped into me. His thighs and pelvis smacked into my wet ass and made lewd clapping sounds. His cock plunged my hole and made even lewder slurping sounds as he pushed in and tugged out. He fucked me hard and long and raw. It took longer to build up this time and that was almost even better.

I felt an incredible, warm fulness radiating out from my butt. It filled my whole body until all I felt was pleasure--ecstasy. It carried me away. He kissed me and all I felt or cared about were his lips and his cock.

“I’m going to cum again, Rusty. May I?”

"You can cum as much as you want, tonight, sweet thing," he whispered passionately into my ear. He put his warm mouth on my neck and went into me balls deep and it pushed me over the edge. I exploded, gushing more warm cum across my stomach and chest.

We lay even longer that time. I snuggled up to him. My sexy little body was covered in cum and spit and sweat. I felt dirty and wonderful. He held me close to him and we just breathed together in the dark of the night, in his warm little truck cabin. It was like we were on a spaceship, alone and independent and floating free from the rest of the universe.

His cock was still buried in me, though, and I got aroused again. He undid the binds around my wrists and ankles, lay on his back, and pulled me on top of him. My thighs were trembling from arousal and exhaustion but need pressed me forward. I lifted myself up until just his head was inside of me, then flopped back down. I rode him like that, like a tight, sexy little cowboy. It felt really good for some reason--being on top of him made me feel like I was on display for him.

I flailed my fat butt up and down on his thick member desperately. My big, jiggly buttocks clapped together around his cock and smacked against his thighs. The sound of wet flesh against flesh filled the cabin. We were both drenched in sweat. Rusty gritted his teeth and I could see I was about to make him cum again, but he had incredible control of his cock and he held on forever.

Finally, my nubile dick twitched and spasmed and I came for the third time on his cock.

He let go and warm semen flooded into my bottom.

I gasped in delight.

I moaned and he grunted and we came together.

I collapsed onto his broad, muscular chest and let out a delighted little sigh. I let the warm, bright ocean of pleasure and feeling wash me away.

Rusty flicked off all the lights in the truck and held me close to him. He wiped up all the semen sprayed across us and fed it to me. I licked it off his fingers and palm obediently. I still felt incredibly turned on for some reason, instead of the shame I usually felt after masturbating on my own. I couldn’t believe I was eating semen--semen fed to me by another man, no less. Strangely, I liked it. It tasted salty and gooey but...not bad. And I was delighted that seeing me eat it seemed to turn Rusty on.

I decided to go a step farther.

When he finally tugged his cock out of my bottom a rich stream of cum gushed out of my gaping hole and ran down one fat, pale buttock. I caught it and wiped it up in my palm, then licked it up. I kept doing that until I’d swallowed all the semen that had gone into my bottom.

He kissed me when I was done. “You’re a dirty, dirty, beautiful little slut,” he said passionately.

“I’m a slut for you, Daddy,” I said.

We fucked one more time that night. It was different. Slow and passionate, like two lovers in the darkness. Once we both came again, I fell asleep wrapped in his strong, bulging arms.

I woke up just once, that morning, as the early light trickled into the cab. I felt sticky and dirty. As all the memories of the night and everything I'd done washed over me, shame erupted up from deep inside of me. I blinked away tears. But I didn't move, either. I wanted to stay there, just a little longer. I wanted to stay in Rusty's strong arms, where he still held me close to him. My little, naked body was splayed across his titanic one. His big dick rested just below my naked bottom, just where it should be.

I lay my head back on his chest and slowly let myself drift back off to sleep. Beneath all the revulsion and shame there was a single, other strange thought.

Do I love Rusty Jones?

7. Split Up

When I woke up again my naked body was still laid over his--my soft, warm, nubile flesh pressed against his hard muscles. I felt myself getting hard again and my asshole was absolutely throbbing in need. I wanted him inside of me. I wanted that wonderful, warm fullness. I wanted his cock buried in my fat bottom all the way to the base. I wanted that feeling of warm safety and ecstasy from being wrapped in his giant, strong arms.

My little hands went down to his giant, thick cock and wrapped around it. I closed my eyes and turned my plump lips up, waiting obediently to be kissed. My dainty hands wrapping around his cock woke Rusty up. I waited impatiently.

But the kiss never came.

He cupped my face in his hands but only said, “Your time’s up, Kota.”

I peeled my eyes open, not understanding. He nodded to the truck dash up front. It read 12:21 P.M. Our deal had been up for twenty-one minutes. He gently took his hands away from my face, brushing my cheek as he went.

"Oh," I mumbled. I blushed bright red. I hadn't even been thinking about the time or the deal. Thoughts of all the shameful, embarrassing things I had done and said rushed back into me from the night before. What the fuck is wrong with me? Why did I do all of that? I felt a mortifying shame. I couldn’t look at Rusty. I pulled away from him and crawled off his gorgeous body. I tugged a corner of the blanket up and sat curled in a corner of the bed.

I had let myself be the submissive lover of a man. I’d played along and said lewd, submissive, sexual, ridiculous things. I’d begged for a cock in my ass. I’d begged to get butt fucked. I didn’t mean it, I told myself. I was just playing along. I was a prostitute. I was just selling my body.

All my clothing had been ripped apart when I was ravished. I wrapped myself in the sheet instead, avoiding eye contact with Rusty. He only watched me, steadily. The blanket kept falling open and revealing my body. Rusty made no show of avoiding the display and I blushed again, then finally stepped out of the truck in just my little blanket and collar.

He followed after, tugging on a pair of jeans.

“Kota,” he said gently.

“I have to go,” I muttered.

“Your car’s not finished yet,” he reminded me.

“Oh right.” I bit my lip.

“Look, I have a travel shower and some snacks for breakfast. How about you wash and eat and I’ll fix your car. Then you can head out.”

I finally met his gaze, warily.

"No extra charge," he assured me. "Just being a gentleman on the morning after. I'm capable of that, believe it or not."

I nodded because I could think of no reason to protest.

“Can I take this off now?” I said of the collar.

“Deal’s done. You can do what you want.”

I had trouble working the buckle and he came over and undid it. “Thanks,” I muttered. Rusty set up the shower a little ways into the woods off the road--a large bag with a nozzle that hung from a tree branch. He started working on my car, shirtless, and once it had warmed up I went and washed.

It felt good being naked and I had a lurid image flash through my head of Rusty coming back and taking me roughly against the tree and then in the mud and dirt beneath the shower. My cock was hard immediately and I blushed in shame. My bottom was still tender from my hard spanking and the outlines were just visible along with a few light bruises. I traced them with my hand as the water and soap ran over my butt. I traced them lovingly. I want to suck his cock again so bad. The thought came unbidden and shocked me. I shook my head.

Suddenly I realized Rusty could see my naked, bathing body through a gap in the trees and I blushed in shame. I shifted out of view and hoped he hadn’t glanced up and seen my erection, or me touching my bottom. My body was throbbing in arousal and I wanted to masturbate but I was too worried about being caught. I finished, dried off, and dressed on the other side of my car from him--tight jeans, a t-shirt, and sneakers.

He handed me instant coffee, granola, and fruit and I took it. Gratitude welled up in me and I tried to shove it away. I was famished after being fucked all night.

“You know, Kota, you don’t have to go…” he started hesitantly. I blushed and looked away from him.

“I prefer Dakota,” I lied. Him calling me by the pet name hurt for some reason.

He nodded and tried one more time, “I don’t know what you’re headed for in California. I’m not asking you for any big plan. I’m just saying if you wanted to spend another day, and a day after that…”

My heart swelled up at the offer. It filled me with warmth and I realized it was because I had never felt wanted before. Never in my life. I was the youngest sibling in my family. They had always made me feel like an unwanted mouth to feed. An unwanted extra body taking up space. I’d never been good enough for them, no matter what I did or how well I did--even though they were bums themselves. All of my friends in my old town and been indifferent--indifferent to me and indifferent to life.

But Rusty was interested in interesting things. And he was generous and, in a strange way, kind. And he had wanted me so badly that he had been willing to bargain with me and coerce me to get me.

I thought of getting to stay with him. Of getting to talk about books all day. Of having him look out for me and take care of me and teach me. He was a young man, still, maybe in his early thirties, but he seemed to know so much about the world. I thought of getting to have him take me in the dark, calm night--of him exploring and pushing every curve and point on my nubile, virginal body.

I pushed all the thoughts away. I was being silly. I was fine with gay people but I wasn’t gay--much less into intense, submissive sex like Rusty had given me. I’d done it to get out of a hard spot. Now I was just confused. It was like Stockholm Syndrome or something. Besides, I couldn’t just follow some trucker around. Rusty couldn’t really...like me that much. Much less love me. He'd get tired of me eventually and then I'd be in an even worse position than when I started.

I love this. I love him! somewhere deep inside of me yelled. I pushed the feeling away.

I didn’t want this. Maybe if I was gay, and I’d met him at a different time in my life. But it couldn’t happen now. And it could never really happen.

Besides, like he said, he wasn’t offering any big plan. He just wanted to fuck me for another week then kick me to the curb, probably.

I had been silent for a long time as these thoughts flashed through my mind.

“I...I have to go,” was all I could say, flatly.

Rusty nodded.

“Car’s done. You’re sure there weren’t any other problems with it? Nothing else you heard or saw while you were driving?”

I was a little annoyed that he was still trying to trap me with him. “No, it’s fine,” I almost snapped. I didn’t know how to say goodbye so I just climbed into my beat up little car and turned the key. The engine turned over and purred to life. I didn’t know cars but it sounded better than it ever had. Rusty was a good mechanic.

“Thanks for fixing my car,” I mumbled.

He nodded. “Nice knowing you, Dakota Bentley.”

I pulled away and Rusty wandered into the woods to use the shower.

8. Trapped

I made it about an hour and I realized there had been another sound when I drove. It was a consistent clicking that came from the back of the car, somewhere near the trunk. I had come out of the mountains and was driving along some open planes. I realized that the clicking was becoming...more consistent. It told myself it was nothing.

Then all of a sudden it became a clanging sound followed by a cacophonous shrieking. The car careened from side to side on the road and I wrestled with the steering wheel. I could see sparks shooting up in my mirrors. I thought for a moment I was going to lose control of the car but I managed to shove it into neutral and aim it off the road.

It went into the dust a few feet off the pavement and stopped. There was a loud metallic sound and the car dropped in height about six inches. Once my heart stopped hammering in my chest and I caught my breath I stepped out into the dust. It was mid-afternoon and the day was hot and dry. I examined the car, thinking it was a flat tire.

Part of the back axle and one of the back wheels lay in the dust about ten feet behind the rest of the car.

Fuck, was all I could think.

I squatted down into the dust and cried. I cried for a long, long time. I had hardly any money left--not enough to fix this or get a new car. I didn’t think I even had enough for a bus ticket for such a long trip--and there wasn’t a bus stop on this road for maybe hundreds of miles. I had no idea how I’d get there. I didn’t even have a cell phone.

I was fucked.

Once I’d cried some more I went into my car and tried to pick out just the absolute essentials that I’d need to bring with me. I was going to have to try to hitchhike. It terrified me. I felt sure I was going to get some insane person who was going to murder me or rape me--I knew, now, that some men wanted my body.

I spent a good bit of the day there. Soon I became less worried about being murdered and more worried about anyone stopping at all. Very few cars passed by and those that did sped right along, ignoring me.

I stuck my thumb out and tried to pout my lips and look as cute, innocent, and harmless as possible. It all seemed useless. I got so desperate that I even tied my shirt around my midriff and hiked my snug little jeans all the way up--high on my waist--so that the fabric was straining tightly around my bottom and showing off all of my big asset. I turned my back so that drivers could see my butt as they approached and I tried to arch my back and pop it out. I stuck my thumb out--the classic “cute hitchhiking girl” pose.

And that was how, humiliatingly, Rusty Jones found me again.

I heard the vehicle approaching and didn’t bother to look back. I stuck my thumb out though. Then I recognized the big rig as it pulled off the road and my brief moment of relief turned into an ocean of confused, aroused, ashamed feelings.

Rusty stepped out of the cab, grinning. My little leather collar was tucked into his back pocket.

“You wanna make another deal?” he said.

I knew I should’ve been begging for help but I wanted to yell at him for some reason. “You broke my car!” I said poutily.

“Now, did I or did I not ask you if it was making any other noises?” he said, trying to contain his laughter.

I bit my lip and nodded, blushing.

“Did you ever see me go anywhere near the back axle of your car?”

I shook my head, blushing and not meeting his eye.

Rusty laughed. I could tell he was happy to see me. It was nice to have someone happy to see me. Deep down inside I felt deeply happy and relieved to see him.

No I’m not, I told myself.

“You happy to see me?” Rusty teased.

“No,” I said poutily. “I don’t like getting butt fucked by some dirty, mean trucker just to get across country.” I was surprised at the filthiness of my words.

Rusty just laughed.

“Hmmm, someone’s thinking about butt fucking, huh? Well, I wasn’t even going to mention it, but now that you bring it up…”

I blushed.

“Unless you have a few thousand dollars tucked up that bottom, I’d just count yourself lucky that I like that cute, fat little butt so much. You certainly know how to advertise it when you need too,” he said, nodding to my tied up shirt and my hiked up jeans.

I blushed and felt like a little slut. But my heart was racing in excitement from arguing with him about such dirty things, and my body was throbbing in arousal.

“What do you want from me?” I said, still pouty.

He grinned. “Well, the way I see it is you’re pretty much stuck out here, and I’m more or less your only option. So I’d say that I want everything.”

I tried to think of something to say or some argument to make. But he was right. I could think of no other option.

“It’s not fair,” I said, with a little stomp of my foot. I don’t like this, I tried to insist to myself.

“Life’s not always fair, cutey.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“Keep that cute outfit just like that, get on your hands and knees, and crawl over to me like a good pet--and keep that bottom popped up in the air, and sway it back and forth for Daddy.”

I sunk to my knees hesitantly and obeyed him. I was blushing profusely and my heart was racing. I couldn’t catch my breath. As soon as he had started giving me commands my cock had gotten so hard. My asshole was already throbbing for him, again. I was so, so intensely aroused at being ordered around by him and made his pet.

I made eye contact and looked at him sulkily as I crawled, swinging my bottom back and forth like he’d commanded. I folded my legs beneath me and sat on my knees before him, back straight.

“Arms behind your back,” he said. I clasped them there. He took out my collar and fastened it firmly but comfortably around my long, pale throat. “Damn, you’re so aroused,” he teased. His own cock was rock hard in his pants. “You love this, don’t you?”

Yes. Yes, yes, yes! “No, I hate this. I hate you! I could never like this!”

"MmmHmm," he said. No matter what I did I couldn't seem to faze Rusty Jones. He took my face and neck in his hands and pressed a warm, wet, sure kiss to my plump, waiting lips. I couldn't help myself, I submissively opened my mouth to him and let him kiss me. He pulled away and smiled. "Well, that's too bad for you, my cute little whore, because you're mine now, and you're stuck with me."

I can’t be in love with some mean, dirty trucker! I insisted to myself. But I realized what Rusty said was true: I was going to be stuck with him for a long time, all the same.

And suddenly Rusty was sweeping my plump, ample little body into his big strong arms. He held me close to him like a knight carrying some princess away in a story. I wrapped my arms around his neck instinctively and he pressed another kiss to my lips.

I was his, and I melted away into the bright, warm ecstasy.     

END
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“Feminized by Gaspar: How I Was Humiliated, Sissified, Defeated & Ravished by my Domineering Roommate” A 12,000 word, M/M erotic story.
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“Ravished by Demetria: How I Was Overpowered, Bound, Feminized, and Taken by My Dream Girl” a 10,000 word F/M erotic story.
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Feminized by the Billionaire: A Novella of Sissy Domination, Submission & Ravishment
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“He owns me now. What will this dangerous, powerful man do to my curvy, womanly body?...”

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

A 22,000 word novella absolutely bursting with first time feminization, crossdressing, BDSM, submission, and ardent, raw, forbidden, M/M sissy ravishment.

✦✦✦

...His mouth came down and licked my armpits, then my nipples, stomach, and belly button. He came back up and kissed me and we began making out again. His cock pulled out a little and he lifted me up and carried me to the center of the room with the pillows. He sunk down onto the floor and spread me over his muscled stomach, my thighs and knees resting on either side of him. His cock was still halfway up my fat, sweaty bottom. He forced me up onto my feet so that I was squatting over his cock, his hands gripping my waist. I concentrated all my effort on not cumming. “Sink onto it,” he commanded...

...Deep in my bottom something felt like it was radiating warmth. My butt felt incredibly full. Like his cock was meant to be there and fill me up to this exact, overwhelming size. Sweat drenched my body yet my skin had goosebumps, too. I was trembling as I was fucked and gasping and tears from the overwhelming emotion ran down my cheeks. I loved every moment of it.

He could sense I was about to explode…

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B078G9JBXP


Feminized by an Alpha Male: Sissy Domination, Submission, Spanking, Ravishment, and Love
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"Do I let this muscled brute take me into the woods? Do I let him pound and ravish me? Is my body really as girly and beautiful as he says? Is my bottom really that fat and sexy? Why can't I stop my heart from racing?..."

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

A 9000 word story stuffed with first time sissification and ardent, M/M sissy ravishment. 

✦✦✦

...I leaned forward and delicately laid my full lips against his throbbing cock head. Once I’d made first contact a gate in me broke down and desire flooded through to drive my actions.

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

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0786RZNGB


Ravished by My Wife’s Bull: How Stalking Him Led to My Feminization, Humiliation & Passionate Submission
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"This is how I was turned into a sissy slut by the man my wife was cheating on me with..."

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

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

A 9000 word erotic short story bursting with crossdressing, feminization, and passionate, raw, forbidden, filthy, interracial M/M ravishment.

✦✦✦

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

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B077X4JVGY


Feminized by Her, Ravished by Him: How My Two Best Friends Made Me Their Sissy Pet
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“My two best friends want to feminize my girly body and turn me into their sex pet. What do I do?...”

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

A 6500 word erotic short story bursting with first time crossdressing, feminization, femdom, and passionate sissy ravishment.

✦✦✦

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

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B077VDCLKN


Feminized by My Bully: Sissy Domination, Submission, Spanking, Humiliation, BDSM, and Ravishment
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"Do I try to make it on my own in the forest with no knowledge or resources, or do I give in to Brett's dirty, shameful demands and let him feminize and ravish my body? Is my butt really as fat and feminine as he says it is?..." 

When the girly, beautiful Adrian is stranded in an unknown wilderness with his bully and rival, Brett--a muscular alpha male, Adrian must rely on him to survive. But when they reach a secluded cabin in the mountains Adrian has to try to resist both Brett’s shocking advances on him and his own forbidden desire for sissification. Adrian and Brett engage in a game of give and take, slowly wearing Adrian down, with the prize of the game being who gets to possess Adrian’s voluptuous figure. 

Adrian tries to hold on to his pride and chastity as Brett introduces him to feminization--eager to transform him into the stunning, curvaceous young trap he could be. Will Adrian finally melt under Brett's domination and embrace sweet submission? Will either of them admit the passionate love growing between them? How deeply and intensely will Adrian be humiliated and transformed? 

A brief, intense, 5000 word erotic short story packed with forbidden, raw, ardent M/M sissy ravishment 

✦✦✦

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

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0784R5HJ5


Feminized by Amber: Defeated, Humiliated, Sissified & Passionately Taken by My Crush
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What would you do if your secret crush wanted to defeat you, feminize you, transform you into her little girlfriend, and absolutely ravish your body and fat bottom?

Casey joins a gym and meets Amber--gorgeous, curvaceous, witty, competitive Amber. They start working out together. Amber only does girly exercises, which make Casey's already feminine body even more womanly. He doesn't have the guts to ask Amber out, though, and tension starts to build between them. Things explode when Casey seemingly wanders off with Brittany, the resident skinny rich girl, even though he can't stand her and actually goes off on his own. An angry Amber lays down an ultimatum: beat her in a fight or leave the gym. But then she pushes things farther: if Casey loses, she’s going to sissify him, spank him, humiliate him, and ravish and pound his feminine body and bottom. Will Casey actually lose to a girl in front of everyone? Just how far will Amber go if she wins? Will Amber and Casey admit the passionate love growing between them?

A very hot and steamy, 21,000 word romance novella full of crossdressing, first time feminization, femdom, F/F/M ménage, double anal penetration, public ravishment, and passionate love. A stand alone story with No Cheating and a Happily Ever After.

✦✦✦

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

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

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

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B078W385V5


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

[image: ]

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

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

Will Anson find the courage to confess his feelings? How far will Cordelia push his limits once she has him under her control? Could such shameful acts really lead to love? A very hot and steamy 18,000 word romance novella with no cheating and a happily ever after.

✦✦✦

...It was a long, slow, tender kiss. She stayed on my lips, kissing me again and again until I opened my mouth to her. Her tongue dipped into me, probing and exploring, dancing with my own wet tongue, making love to my mouth. She sucked on my lips and tongue and then went back to kissing me. We frenched for a long, long time before she finally pulled away. My cock was rock hard. My body was trembling with desire and both of us were drawing in ragged, impassioned breaths. I could feel her own body vibrant and alive against mine. She pressed against me with her breasts and stomach and thighs and kissed me again and again and again.

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

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

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

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B078Z9ZCJ4


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

[image: ]

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

Amari is a gorgeous young man with a feminine, voluptuous body who likes to secretly dress in sexy little lingerie. But when this cute, closeted trap crosses the the mob he gets publicly feminized, humiliated, and ravished by one of their gorgeous enforcers, Scarlett--busty, blonde Scarlett with the emerald green eyes. Amari’s life falls apart and he has to support himself by dancing at a strip club as a trap in the seedy, neon, noirish underbelly of the city. He yearns to get revenge on Scarlett but she’s determined to complete his feminization and make him her submissive lover. As they clash Amari is passionately ravished again and again. Scarlett give him thorough spankings, puts him in anal chastity with a large butt plug straining his tight hole, and passionately pounds his fat, girly bottom with a huge strap-on cock until he cums over and over again. Will he find a way to turn the tables on this beautiful girl or will he finally give in to his secret, shameful desires and submit to her? How far will Scarlett push and ravish his slutty body? Will either of them admit the love blossoming through their hatred?

A 23,000 word, very hot and steamy novella bursting with femdom, first time crossdressing, feminization, transformation, humiliation, passionate love, and a happily ever after.

✦✦✦

...I gasped out. My little cock was standing straight up. It was so full of pressure that it felt like it was about to burst. With each beat of my heart, it throbbed. My whole body was full of an intense, warm pleasure.

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

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

“Oh, you are?”

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

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

“Oh fuck!” I sobbed in frustration.

…

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

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

“You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?”

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

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

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

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

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

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0795MCJFW


Feminized by Riley: How I was Defeated, Dominated & Ravished by My Best Friend 

[image: ]

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

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

✦✦✦

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

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0785VGSSF


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

[image: ]

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

Mason is thrown into a desperate struggle for his masculinity and gets defeated, feminized, and passionately taken by his secret crush and best friend, Riley. Now it’s the morning after and Riley has even deeper and more intense feminization and ravishment for Mason. Kept at her house, totally dominated, and deeply in love, Mason struggles with the shame of being bested by a beautiful young woman and used by her in the dirtiest ways. Riley thrills to exercising her dominant urges on his voluptuous, overly feminine, sissy body and is determined to make him her submissive paramour. How far will Riley push Mason? Will he be able to resist her or will he be overcome by her her dark desires? Could this be love blossoming between them?

An intense 5,000 word story featuring sissification, crossdressing, spanking, humiliation, and passionate, intimate femdom. (This is a follow up to a novelette, Feminized by Riley, but it can be read on its own as a standalone!)

✦✦✦

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

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

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

...

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

“I’m gonna cum, Riley”...

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B079DH5GP2




Story Bundles

Feminization and Crossdressing: A 4 Novella Bundle About Sissies’ Humiliating, Passionate First Times

[image: ]

A very hot and steamy, new adult, transgender romance novella collection--over 80,000 words bursting with femdom, first time feminization and crossdressing, transformation, humiliation, and passionate love, and with No Cheating, No Cliffhangers and all Happily Ever Afters. Cute traps are sissified and ravished by sexy, powerful dommes who want to butt fuck them into intense, loving submission. 


Feminized and Ravished: Sissies Receive Femdom, Maledom, Humiliation, Spanking, BDSM, and Love

(3 Story Bundle)

[image: ]

Three stories--including a full novella--featuring gorgeous traps being ravished for their very first time. They’re ashamed at first but they fall passionately in love with their masters.


Sissy Feminization & Ravishment: Femdom, Maledom, Humiliation, Interracial, Spanking, Submission, BDSM & Love

(3 Story Bundle)

[image: ]

Three stories bursting with femdom and raw, forbidden M/M sissy ravishment. Experience passionate spanking, bondage, and pounding and subtle touches, sweet caresses, and budding love growing between these enraptured doms and subs.
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