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Summary

“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.

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

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

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

“You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?”

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

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

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

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

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






               Chapter 1

               ━━━━━━━━━━━━━━

               A Prowler in the Night

I jumped at the noise. A loud banging was coming from my cabin door. It was the darkest part of the night in the deep woods. I wasn't expecting anyone. The cabin was a two-hour drive across the plains and up into the mountains west of Motor City. No one was supposed to be here. I had the cabin for the weekend from a friend. It was a chance to get away from the stress of my job and the grimy metropolis. I was an actor, entertainer, and politician. The knocking was urgent, almost violent.

And I was wearing teal thong-panties and a bralette.

I had certain predilections. Hell, everyone in Motor City had fetishes and sins of some type. I'd developed mine through boredom and exhausting the limits of acceptable debauchery from extensive masturbation. Even at my rather young age, I'd grown tired of the standard pornography available years ago. But I was excessively timid about pursuing women, nervous about whores, and sexually pathetic in bed. So I'd turned to more and more embarrassing fetishes to satisfy myself by myself.

I'd always had delicate and feminine features. People often mistook me for a girl when I was growing up and they still did even now. I was made fun of for my delicate hands and feet. I had a long, slim neck and a pretty face, and fair blond hair that I kept fairly long. My upper body was svelte. The only part of me that was big was my bottom and my thighs. They were plump and jiggly. I sometimes did exercises to fatten my butt up even more. I was, of course, deeply ashamed of all of this and tried to hide and repress all of it, but sometimes it broke through.

Which resulted in me visiting friends up in this cabin, and upon their departure, staying alone for the weekend so I could have the privacy to shave myself completely in a warm bath--except for a cute square of pubic hair above my cock--and masturbate in a little set of lingerie. I'd decided I was going to try fingering my butt for the first time that night and just as I'd begun to rub my anus, the knocking came.

I quickly tugged off the lingerie, kicked it under the bed, pulled on my suit pants and a button up shirt, and stumbled out of the loft. I thought it must be one of my friends trailing back very late for some forgotten item or some forest ranger or cop making late and very strange rounds, but the primal part of my brain said it was some shadowy, hulking thing from the unknown here to devour me. I peeked out the window and saw a young woman, and my fear turned to annoyance, then interest. She was gorgeous. Perhaps eighteen. Innocent. Curvaceous. Buxom. Blonde tresses of hair. She was wearing a little skirt, tight white blouse, and thigh-high black stockings. She looked like a schoolgirl.

She might not be alone, I thought warily.

I moved to another window and peered out across the porch and then into the surrounding darkness and the woods. I didn't see anyone there--no hulking man ready to pounce once I opened the door for the innocent-seeming girl.

She had stopped knocking. “I know you’re behind the door!” she called out. I felt embarrassed.

I opened the door a crack.

“Can I help you?”

“I got lost up here in the woods. Can I come in?”

I was too worried about being rude to say“no.”

“Are you alone?”  I said. I was trying think of a reason to not let her in. She was so beautiful that I wanted to have her stick around.

“Yes--all alone by myself,” she said in an innocent,“poor me” tone.

“What’s your name?” I said.

“Scarlett Loren.” The name didn’t ring any bells but I stepped aside and opened the door then bolted it behind her.

She had a camera around her neck, a hard leather case in one hand, and a tin box tucked under that arm. There was a small cloth khaki backpack on her back.

“Thank you so much!” she said. She walked into the cabin comfortably--as if she was the one who was letting me stay there and it belonged to her. She strode to the living room section of the downstairs where there were three couches and a coffee table. She set her bag, backpack, tin, and camera down on the table.

“What are you doing out in the woods so late?” I asked.

“Selling cookies. Do you want to buy some?” she asked cutely--playing at being a little girl making her first sales pitch.

I should've been annoyed at a stranger waltzing into my house and then trying to sell me something but she was so gorgeous that I didn't care. I was actually more than willing to buy cookies from her. She sat down on the far couch, making herself at home.

“I wouldn’t be opposed to getting some cookies,” I said. I didn’t want to be outdone at seeming at home in my own house--or my friend’s house, that is--so I went and sat on the couch opposite her.  

“Here,” she said, sliding the tin towards me. “Why don’t you try a sample.”

And then she opened the lid and my heart jumped into my throat. I felt nauseated and a little dizzy.

I recognized what was in the tin immediately. I could feel myself blushing. I tried to will it away. She set the lid aside and laid out the contents of the tin on the coffee table. They were pictures of a very slutty, voluptuous looking young woman in various states of undress. Most of them were her in just little bits of lingerie. It revealed everything on her nubile body. Sometimes she was rubbing or spanking her bottom.

There was just one thing: she had a hard, erect little cock. The girl was me. I’d recognized it from the first glimpse of the first picture. They were pictures that had been taken in my apartment and in a hotel last month on a trip out of town. I was already covered in sweat and blushing profusely. She couldn’t have missed my recognition. But I swallowed the lump in my throat and tried to speak normally.

“I don’t know what you’re showing me.”

“Are you Amari Vale?”

I wanted to deny even my name but I knew that was nonsensical. “Well, yes.”

“Then I think you know what I'm showing you, Amari. ‘Amari'--that's a very girly name already, isn't it? I didn't even quite realize that it could even be a boys name before I heard it for you. Although I guess in a way, it isn't in this case, is it? Because you're not really a boy, that is."

I studied the pictures on the coffee table and realized she even had ones of me in mid-undress--pictures of me changing out of my suit and getting into the lingerie. The lingerie highlighted how feminine I was and made me look indistinguishable from any other girl, except for my cock. But in my suits I was recognizable.

My voice trembled with anger and humiliation when I spoke next. “What do you want?” I couldn’t meet her eye. I fantasized about beating the shit out of her, but I knew she’d have copies with other people. A girl this beautiful didn’t survive long in Motor City without being smart. She was athletic, too--I wasn’t even sure how well I’d do in a fight against her. Besides, I was pretty sure she wasn’t working alone. Although it was possible that she was a lone predator looking to extort me for some of my family’s money. That was my best chance, and my heart sunk when she crushed that hope with her next words.

“Oh, it's not about what I want, Amari. It's about what Ms. Milano wants."

The name made my blood feel cold.

“Sophia Milano?” I choked out.

Sophia Milano was the young head of the most powerful crime family in the Motor City...and the four cities surrounding it. Her father had died and left her a small and crumbling organization a little less than five years ago, and she had turned it into an empire. Her power was insidious and she was known for her brutality and secrecy. Few people got to meet the woman in person. I had scored enormous political gains over the last year by opposing her political pawns on several important issues. People were impressed by someone willing to stand up to her.

“Oh, little Ms. Vale, don't be dense. You've made Ms. Milano very disappointed and very angry. You've been running against her interests since you began your dabbling in politics. Activity like that can't go without consequences in Motor City--especially with the senate race coming up. Politics is Ms. Milano's life. She doesn't appreciate hobbyists and charlatans coming in and treading on carefully laid plans."

“You mean people standing up to rampant corruption?” I spat back at the girl.

“Call it whatever you like. It doesn’t change the pictures one way or another.”

“You work for her?”

“I take photographs.”

“You won’t get away with this,” I said lamely.

“Of course we will.” She leaned back on the couch and put a foot up on the coffee table. She was wearing cute, patent leather school girl heels. “Unless you want everyone you know to see these pictures, you’re to drop your troublesome political activities.”

I bit my lip and stared at her angrily.

“Do you understand?” she asked. Her voice was dominant and sure.

I wracked my brain for anything else to do. Was there some way to slip out of this or deny it? Did I have anything to counter them with? No. I had no ammunition. Sophia Milano was far too powerful and far too secretive. I had nothing on her--no hold. And even if I did, she’d merely have me killed.

As if reading my mind, the girl said, “You realize it’s your impotence and powerlessness that’s kept you alive, right? If she thought you were any type of real threat, you’d be dead. You’re so harmless that you’re not even worth the police payoffs it would take to disappear your body. So I’ll ask again: do you understand what I’m telling you?”

I looked up and met her cool gaze. “Yes,” I said bitterly.

“Good.” She remained sitting.

I stared across at her. She considered me for a long time. I refused to speak, not wanting to be the first one to crack and break the silence.

“Go upstairs and put the lingerie and heels back on,” she said. “Then crawl back down here to me.”

A blush filled my face and raced down my chest. I felt myself sweating. “What?” was all I could stupidly blurt out.

“You heard me,” she said.

“How did you…”

“I’ve been watching you--your secluded cabin still has windows, dumbass.”

“But why--why do I have to dress up?”

“It's none of your business why. I have pictures you don't want to be released. You do what I tell you. That's all you need to know." She was so in command for such a young woman. I felt a thrill of arousal deep inside me, underneath the anger and shame. It felt strange and I tried to push it away.

“What if I say ‘no’?” I said. Find something to use against her--get some of the power back! I screamed at myself. But I could think of nothing. This girl had everything against me and I had nothing against her.

“Then I release the pictures, idiot,” she said.

“I could go to the police with coercion and blackmail.”

She rolled her eyes and scoffed. “Damn, Amari, do you honestly think Ms. Milano doesn’t own every important officer in Motor City? They’d also laugh you out of the precinct when they saw what you were being blackmailed with.”

“What are you going to do to me once--if--I dress up?”

“That’s for you to find out soon enough, baby.”

I flushed with anger. It was so embarrassing being controlled and ordered around by such a young woman. She looked just like a little schoolgirl, although her body was far more buxom and womanly. I fantasized about killing her out here in the woods and then fleeing town.

But if I ran I’d lose everything anyway, and even though she was sitting back on the couch, feet up and relaxed, I could tell that there was a tension in her body--a readiness. It was like a panther lounging in a tree. It looks relaxed but it can attack at a moment’s notice. She was expecting me to maybe attack her. She was ready if I did. Her calm, domineering gaze watched me for any shift in my demeanor.

“I don’t want to spend all night on this,” she finally said. “Fucking go upstairs and get dressed. Stop wasting my time or I’m out of here and the pictures are published.”

“Fine,” I snapped since I had nothing better to say.

“Are you all shaved?” she said.

I blushed again but confessed since she would see soon enough anyway, "Yes." The only hair left on my body was a little girly square of pubic hair ending about an inch above my cock.

I stood up and walked to the stairs.

“Don’t forget to crawl back here or I’m going to punish you for it,” she said.

“I won’t forget,” I snapped back.

“And I want you to do your hair and makeup--I know you know how.”

               Chapter 2

               ━━━━━━━━━━━━━━

               Presenting for Her

Sweat was pouring off of me from how nervous I was. My heart was racing in my chest at the thought of exposing myself so shamefully to this gorgeous, controlling young woman. She’s so sexual. So beautiful and powerful. And she wants to dress me up and emasculate me. The thought sent another strange, dirty thrill through me.

I walked up the stairs and could feel her gaze following my curvaceous body. I slipped out of my clothes and then took out a pair of beige stockings and rolled them up my smooth legs. They stopped just below my bottom and emphasized its fatness. The stockings were tight and my plump thigh flesh squeezed out over the tops sexily.  I clipped on a teal garter belt--part of a set with the rest of the lingerie--and fastened the stockings to it. The tight straps stretched over my ample ass, making it squish out on either side of them.

I retrieved the teal lingerie from where I had kicked it under the bed. I peeled the tight panties up over my fat bottom--they strained to wrap around my ample curves and pressed pleasurably against my smooth asshole. I clipped the little bralette on, and stepped into the pair of shiny black six-inch heels I'd brought with me. I moved to the vanity and laid out my makeup. I put on a very light layer: pale pink lipstick, a hint of blush, and dark mascara to highlight my long lashes. I fixed my hair into a tousled pixie cut.

When I was done, I had transformed into my truer form. A gorgeous, curvaceous young woman stared back at me from the vanity mirror. Men’s clothes, styles, and postures never looked quite right one me. It always all seemed a little bit off. But when I dressed up, it all came naturally and looked right. It was humiliating. I was more fit to be a woman than a man--even I could see it. I blushed again at the thought of going back down and letting Scarlett see me as a girl. I’d tried to work as slowly as possible but the time still came. I knew I couldn’t keep her waiting forever.

I walked to the stairs then remembered her command and sunk down. It was difficult managing the stairs on my hands and knees but I did it. My back was arched as I crawled and I my bottom swung back and forth seductively.

She was sitting on the couch, arms spread along the back and one foot up on the table. Her posture radiated confidence. I braced myself for ridicule but her eyes took me in hungrily. She watched me in silence for a long time and bit her lip in arousal. “Fuck, you make a good girl,” she finally said. Her face was flushed. Is that arousal? I wondered. I crawled to her, stopping on the other side of the coffee table.

“Sit up. Sit your bottom on your feet. Put your arms behind your back,” she said. I did it. My bottom spread out over my heels as I sat back on it, my legs tucked under me.

I realized with alarm that she had set up a small film camera in the corner--that was what had been in the hard leather case. She reached over and flicked it with a hand and it turned on, film spooling through it.

“What are you going to do with that?” I said blushing.

“Whatever the fuck I want, baby. Doesn’t ever hurt to have more blackmail material when you’re working over a slut, does it?”

“Fuck you!” I choked out.

She ignored me and snapped a few pictures with her camera. "You realize how feminine your body is, right? I mean, your skin is so pale and perfect. And your curves are incredible. I've never seen a boy with such a thick bottom. Or such curvy, lissome legs. Or such a slim waist and shoulders. Or such dainty hands and feet. I mean, fuck, do you work out to make that butt like that or did it just come naturally? You’re practically asking to get used with a body like this.”

She was mocking me, but there was also a quiet intensity beneath it all that, if I didn’t know better, I would’ve called passion. “You’re one of the most beautiful girls I’ve ever seen,” she mused, seeming to lose her train of thought for a moment.  

I blushed and couldn’t meet her eye. I knew I had a girly body--I had been mocked for it before and even catcalled and groped on the train--but it was so embarrassing having it spelled out so clearly. Yet, Does she really think I’m beautiful? I thought. The idea made me feel really good, in spite of everything else. I had thought I looked good when I dressed up, but I always thought I was deceiving myself somewhat.

She stepped up from the couch and moved to me gracefully. I expected a slap or a shove, but she only delicately cupped my face and brushed her thumb over my full, pink lips. And then she leaned in and, gently but surely, she kissed me. I blushed and a wave of pleasure rolled through me.

“Fuck, you're such a little hottie," she said. She squeezed my neck for a moment then slapped my cheek, lightly. She turned back to the couch and sat back down. "Crawl to me, slut," she commanded. "Lay yourself across my lap, put your arms behind your back, and lift your legs off the ground."

I blushed in shame and hesitated, but I knew I had no choice--unless I simply wanted to let her release the pictures. I don’t want this, I thought. But deep down inside of me--in my cock and stomach and bottom--there was a pulsating want. Shamefully submitting to this gorgeous girl was incredibly erotic and exciting for me, even if I didn’t want to admit it.

I obeyed her command and lay across her lap. Her little skirt only covered half of her thighs and her warm flesh pressed against my own. The actual physical contact sent a thrill through me. It'd been a long time since I'd had any type of sexual contact with another person, and I'd never experienced anything as erotic or intense as this already was.

She rubbed her delicate hand over the naked expanse of my bottom. I was almost completely revealed to her--only protected by a thin strip of thong devoured between my fat cheeks.

“Damn you have a girly booty," she said. Her voice was full of lust and it turned me on. My cock got erect and pressed against her warm thighs. I blushed in shame. "Well, well, someone likes being demeaned and treated like a slut."

She lifted her hand and cracked a spank down on one of my ample buttocks. I gasped and moaned against my will. She had hit it hard and it hurt, but it made my cock throb and grow even harder. She squeezed the spot she had spanked then rubbed it, spreading the sting out over my butt and turning it into intense pleasure. "Yeah, you do like that. What a slut. Confess that you like it."

I bit my lip and shook my head. “I hate this--it’s so humiliating!”

She pinched my bottom, hard, and I gasped and squealed. “Don’t lie, little slutty Amari. If you lie, or if you don’t comply with everything I command tonight, then I’m walking out and those pictures are getting published. Do you get that? Answer me.”

I blushed and squeezed my eyes shut in shame. I wracked my addled mind for some way to resist her or get out of this but I could come up with nothing. “Yes,” I said. Hot tears spilled out of my eyes and ran down my cheeks, staining my mascara down my face. “I understand. I’ll comply.”

“Good. Now stop fucking lying. What do you feel when I spank you?”

“It’s...it’s arousing. It stings but it feels good,” I confessed to her.

“Good girl. Now count your spanks.”

She spanked me again even harder than last time. Then again. I counted them in a shaking voice. She alternated between my cheeks and they jiggled lewdly under her blows. after each one she squeezed the spot and rubbed it in. It felt incredible. My cock started throbbing against her. My pale bottom turned red with handprints. She spanked the insides and backs of my plump thighs, too. My tight stockings provided no protection from the sting.

“I like your little slutty outfit, Amari. You’re a very good girl for dressing up properly,” she said. And she leaned down and kissed one of thing stinging spots on my bottom. Her lips were warm and felt wonderful. I was sweating and trembling from the spanking. She went on and on. She spanked me fifty times. When she was done she buried her hand between my buttocks and rubbed my nubile asshole--it was protected from her by only the diaphanous little strip of thong over it and her fingers rubbed it roughly.

Why is my body responding like this?

“Why are you doing this?” I gasped out.

“Because I feel like it, slut,” she said. “Are you cleaned out right now?”

“Yes,” I said, fresh embarrassment crashing through me.

“Good, that saves us a step.” She sounded amused. She’s going to take my butt, I realized in shock. “Why are you washed out? Why did you give yourself an enema, whore? Tell the truth.”

I tried to think of a convincing lie but I couldn’t. “Because...because I was going to finger my butt for the first time tonight.”

I could see her out of the corner of my eye and a flush of passion had risen to her face. “You’re an anal virgin?”

“Yes.”

“That’s hot.” She rubbed my sphincter harder and deeper. I shivered and moaned.

“Does this needy hole want to be penetrated?”

I wanted to say“no.” I wanted to deny it. But I knew she’d see through me. I was too vulnerable and exposed to lie convincingly. I had no choice: I had to confess. “Yes. It...it wants to be penetrated,” I said with an ashamed sob. Tears streamed down my face.

“Damn you look like a gorgeous little slut with that stained mascara.” She smeared my mascara even more with her hand. She kept rubbing my anus and choked me with her other hand. “Reach back and spread your booty open for me, you little whore,” she said domineeringly. I had to comply. I spread my butt, completely removing the defenses of my most intimate, private spot. She tugged my thong far to the side, disdainfully. “Fuck that’s a cute, tight little asshole.”

Suddenly her dainty, sure hand was wrapped around my swollen cock. I gasped. My cock is in a girl’s hand! I could hardly process how aroused I was. She tugged my cock free of my panties and let it hang down, the top pressed against her thigh and her thigh forcing it backward. She tugged on it once, twice, three times. They were long, luxurious strokes. Then she spanked it--light slaps on my balls then slightly harder ones on my cock shaft. She rubbed her hand back up my cock and then spanked me directly on my asshole.

My sphincter was getting tugged apart by my hands pulling on my buttocks --I could feel it stretching in both directions. And the stretch on it combined with the spanking felt really good. She alternated slaps on my cock and balls and my nubile, shaved sphincter. I writhed and shivered in a rough, overwhelming combination of pain and pleasure.

“Tell me what you feel,” she commanded. She had me wrapped around her finger. She’d destroyed all my guards and exposed me in front of her. I could come up with nothing to do but continue to confess to her.

“I feel so ashamed, but it feels so arousing! I’ve...I’ve never felt pleasure like this before---it’s so much building up inside of me!”

“Good girl for telling the truth,” she said. There was a hint of disdain in her voice yet there was passion, too. She likes doing this to me. How could a girl enjoy this type of thing? Do women enjoy dominating men like this? Am I even a man anymore if this happens to me? As if in response to my thoughts, she said, “You’re not a man anymore. You’re a girl now, completely. Do you understand? I’m going to turn you into my fuck slut tonight.”

“Yes, I understand.”

“‘I understand, Mistress Loren.’”

Using the title sent a thrill through me. “I understand, Mistress Loren.”

               Chapter 3

               ━━━━━━━━━━━━━━

               Penetrated

She brushed her fingers past my plump limps and sunk them into my wet mouth. She finger fucked my face, pushing all her fingers in and shoving them all the way to the back of my throat. I gagged and even more saliva flooded my mouth. She pulled her hand free and then rubbed my own warm spit over my sphincter, massaging it hard and deep.

Her warm finger penetrated me and I gasped. A girl’s finger is inside my bottom! I thought in shock. She slowly sunk it in to the first digit, then the second. She pressed it all the way up to the knuckle and then wiggled it inside of me.

“Oh fuck!” I moaned with a sob. The shame of being ass fingered was nearly overwhelming and warm tears started streaming down my cheeks again.

“Are you so humiliated by this?” she said in a teasing voice.

“Yes!” I sobbed. “I feel so pathetic and shameful.”

“But what else?”

I couldn’t believe this was happening to me. How did I let this go so far? How did I get here? Just a half hour ago I hadn’t even known Scarlett and now I was dressed in lingerie and splayed shamefully over her thighs, having my virgin ass penetrated by her. How had I let myself totally lose control to such a young, innocent looking, beautiful girl?

“But...but I’m so turned on by it, Mistress Loren.”

She spit on my ass, lubricating it even more, and sunk a second finger into me. I gasped and groaned in a sweet, girly voice. My back arched, popping my bottom up and opening me to her even more. She worked her fingers in and out of me with long, luxurious strokes. She pulled out all the way to the tips, then sunk them back in all the way to the knuckles. I tried to bite my lip and keep quiet but I couldn’t. Little gasps and moans kept escaping me.

I was drenched in sweat from the humiliation, rough treatment, and arousal. My body trembled in her hands. She sunk another finger into me and kept tugging them out and pushing them in. She spread them and closed them as she went, pushing against my taut asshole and stretching its limits. After a few more minutes she buried the final finger into me, her pinky. She was pressing all the way to her knuckles with each stroke and my ass a strained around her hand.

She worked slowly and deliberately and squeezed my throat from time to time with her other hand, increasing my shameful pleasure even more. She must have fingered my bottom for half an hour at least. I lost track of time. I felt feverish and woozy from how overwhelming it was. It was bigger and more overwhelming than any poop I’d ever taken but it was more pleasurable, too, because I didn’t have to strain or do any work from my end. She kept spitting on me to keep me lubricated. Slowly my ass stretched under her methodical assault. She pressed her knuckles against me, hard, trying to fit her entire hand inside of me, but my butt was too tight.

Instead of fisting me she brought her other hand back and sunk two more fingers into me. She hooked her fingers on either side of my asshole and tugged my sphincter open into a slutty gape. “Fuck, you’re finally getting a little stretched out.” I moaned and sobbed, completely overwhelmed by the entire experience. “What a pathetic slut,” she said with disdainful passion.

“Fuck you!” I sobbed.

She leaned in and nibbled at my earlobe, then breathed into my ear, “Your protests are pathetic, little Amari.”

She kept working and stretching me, using both hands now. My cock throbbed and throbbed. I was filled with a warmth from my ass--a full, wonderful pleasure that I’d never felt before. It was completely different from masturbating my penis. It was a broader, deeper, more intense pleasure. I shouldn’t like this so much. What’s wrong with me?

She pressed and pressed into me and I felt myself widening. Then she suddenly pulled out and shoved me off of her onto the floor. I tumbled into a sweaty, gasping pile and whimpered unintentionally at the absence of her fingers in my bottom.

“Get back up on the couch, lay on your back, and pull your legs up near your head,” she commanded. I obeyed without protest. My cock was throbbing. My bottom was throbbing. I needed her back in me. She knelt next to me on the couch and stuck her dirty hand into my mouth, gagging me and flooding my mouth with saliva again.

She tugged her fingers free and long trails of spit followed her hand out and trailed down over my neck and chest. She bent her head and spit onto my throbbing anus, then she pressed her fingers back into my wet opening. I moaned in pleasure at the returned fullness. She pressed hard, working and straining at my butt and I felt the overwhelming stretch again.

Her hand breached me completely.

Her knuckles pressed past my O-ring and my desperate, over-strained ass sucked down the other side of her hand. She slipped into me all the way up to her wrist.

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

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

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

“Oh, you are?”

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

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

“Oh fuck!” I sobbed in frustration.

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

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

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

“You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?”

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

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

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

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

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

“No,” she said. She clamped her hand even harder around my cock and froze her other hand, leaving it to sit in my ass.

I whimpered and writhed desperately. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, please!” I gasped. Instinctively I reached my hand out for my cock, trying to give myself release.

She slapped me hard across the face, stunning me, then pushed my hands back and pinned them above my head with her free hand. "Don't fucking touch yourself. Did I say you could do that? Bad slut. Keep your hands there. Don't you dare fucking move them," she commanded me. She brought her hand down and slapped me again, hard, on my face, back and forth five times until my cheeks were red and stinging. "Apologize to your mistress. Say you're a bad girl."

“I’m sorry Mistress! I’m a bad girl!” I moaned. I kept my hands obediently in place.

She clamped her hand around my cock again and slowly tugged her other hand from my ass. If she hadn’t been viced around my cock I would’ve cum right there from the stimulation of her pulling out of me.

My asshole gaped open--it actually hung open so that she could look down inside of me. I had been powerfully stretched by her hand working my bottom. I strained to close it but I was momentarily incontinent by her rough treatment. Spit lewdly drooled out of my gaping hole.

“You don’t cum until I say you do, fucking dumb slut,” she said harshly. But there was an intense passion in her eyes, too.

She stepped from the couch and strode imperiously to her little backpack. Her body was amazing--I could practically see everything in her little schoolgirl outfit--and she carried herself like some ancient and powerful warrior-empress: regal, haughty, and bold.

She tugged an enormous skin-colored strap-on from her bag and glass vial of clear lubricant. I gasped a little at the size--it was as thick around as my wrist and easily nine inches long. It was bigger than a banana. She undid her skirt and cast it aside carelessly. She had on little black strappy panties and she tugged them off and cast them aside, too. She was left in just her leather schoolgirl heels, the black stockings that ended just below her bottom, and the white blouse. Her naked body was incredible: her bottom was as ample as mine. It was gorgeous and it jiggled wonderfully as she bent to remove the panties and then step into the strap-on harness. Her waist was very slim and her stomach flat and fit. She tied her blouse up just below her breasts to keep it out of the way of her cock.

Once she’d tightened the straps down around her upper thighs and bulging ass, she reached back into the backpack and took out two pairs of black handcuffs.

“Put your hands behind your fucking back. You were a very bad girl to try to touch you pathetic cock like that,” she said, still angry.

I was too feverish and woozy to do anything but obey. She just said things so confidently it was hard to disagree. And this was the shameful realization of all my darkest fantasies: to be feminized and ravished by a gorgeous girl. I put my hands behind my back and she rolled me onto my side and cuffed them there, then rolled me back onto my back.

She took the second set of cuffs and clicked them around my ankles, then forced my legs back so the chain ran behind my back, keeping my legs held back and my ass wide open. She took her discarded panties and wrapped them around the base of my cock, choking it into submission. I strained pleasurably against my bonds. It felt so good, for some reason, to try to move and meet resistance--to know that my body wasn’t under my own control.

What’s wrong with me? Why am I such a shameful slut? I didn’t care. I just wanted shameful release. I wanted to explode on her cock. I wanted to be destroyed by her.

               Chapter 4

               ━━━━━━━━━━━━━━

               Ravished

“You want this, you anal whore?” she said. She dumped the viscous lubricant over her cock and masturbated it lewdly, then she squatted down in front of me. She put one hand on one of my fat butt cheeks and spread it, then she dumped the lube over my ass. She rubbed it over my fat cheeks to make them glisten sexily, then she worked it around the rim of my anus. It felt so good having her delicate, sure fingers massaging my dirty, gaping hole. She pressed the bottle nozzle into my ass and titled it up, flooding my rectum with lube. When she pulled it free the liquid drooled out of me lewdly.

“You’re a little gape-slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Loren!”

“Do you want this cock?”  

I wanted to shake my head. I wanted to say lie and“no.” But I couldn’t see the point. It would accomplish nothing: I was bound and at her mercy. She could just fuck me anyway. And she would know I was lying. I had already confessed my desires in my feverish haze. And she could see how passionately my body responded to her rough, raw treatment.

I had been destroyed. Mascara, tears, and drool stained my face. My body was drenched in sweat. My booty and thighs were red with handprints from my spanking. My lewd, hungry asshole gaped open from her fisting.

And I had never felt so aroused in my entire life.

“I want it,” I said, ashamed. “Fuck. Just finish me off.”

“You’re going to have to do better than that. Beg, you little bitch.”

She snapped a few more pictures as she spoke, and I looked needily into the camera.

“Please fuck me. I’m so desperate. It feels unbearable. I’m just so...full. Please… please, I need release! I need to be released!”

“Confess to me. Tell me what you are.”

“I’m a woman. I’m a dirty fuck slut pig. I’m your submissive whore. I should just exist to be used as a cock hole by dominant women like you! Please fuck me. I’ll worship you. I’ll worship your cock. My needy hole so desperate for that big girl-cock. Stuff my booty! Pound the shit out of me! Fuck my brains out! Oh fuck, please Mistress Loren!”

“You want this?” she got on the edge of the couch on her knees and lined the bulbous head of the cock up with my throbbing hole. She rubbed her fingers across my swollen entrance, teasing me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I was so close to bliss.

“Say you’re a useless, fuck slut, slave girl who will never be anything but my sex toy from now on.”

“I’m a useless, fuck slut, slave girl! I’ll never be anything but your sex toy!”

“Good girl,” she cooed.

She pressed the cock head into my ass and breached me. I threw my head back against the couch and writhed and strained against my bonds. It felt so good.

She leaned forward over me. “I just took your anal virginity.” Her voice wasn’t mocking. It was breathless, elated, and aroused.

I couldn’t speak. I only moaned lewdly in response. My need was clear in my sounds.

She sunk into me, deeper and deeper. My gaping ass still strained and stretched taut around her shaft, but her fisting had opened the way for the thick cock.

She bottomed out in my ass. The heavy, realistic balls of the dildo rested just beneath my hole. She gyrated her hips around, tugging and pressing on all sides of my sphincter and deep in my rectum. She hit my prostate--my tender anal g-spot--easily and continuously.  

She reached down and tugged on my little patch of pubic hair, pulling it up and around playfully. It hurt but it felt really good at the same time.

She began to roll her hips and tug the cock out of my ass. She pulled it nearly all the way free until the bulbous head was tugging against the inside of my sphincter. It nearly popped out then she pushed it all the way back in, going balls deep in my ass. She began to roll her hips and fuck me like this, steadily and thoroughly.

I was being fucked by a dick in my ass for the very first time.

She had taken my anal virginity.

I’m fucking pathetic. She must disdain me, I thought.

But as she slowly rolled in and out of me she undid her top and stripped it off. There was a little strappy black bra that just barely contained her breasts and she unclipped it and cast it aside, too. Her large titties spilled out. She was incredibly busty for such a young woman. Her breasts were perfect and she lowered herself over me, pressing her stomach to mine, and let me suck her titties and nipples into my mouth as she fucked me.

She moved down, pressing her chest against mine, and locking her hot mouth onto my own. Our lips sucked around each other and her tongue dipped into me, exploring every corner of my mouth and dancing with my own tongue. Her pelvis and lower stomach ground against my bound cock incredibly pleasurably.

She frenched me as she pillaged my ass.

I love her. I had only known her for an hour but I felt it deep in my heart and deep in my body. I love this girl. I love Scarlett Loren. I felt fresh embarrassment flood me at the thought. I can’t be in love with her. And she could never love me back.

She pulled back and looked into my eyes. "Fuck you're beautiful," she said, then pressed her lips back to my own.

The warmth inside of me was overwhelming now. It felt as if my whole body was pulsating with each thrust of her cock. She picked up speed until she was pistoning in and out of me, her thighs and stomach and fake balls slapped wetly against my own sweaty ass flesh. She lay her weight on me and reached one hand down to rub her swollen pussy beneath her cock. Her other hand tugged my bra down and pinched and squeezed my puffy titties, then she reached down and grabbed and squeezed and spanked my fat ass. She buried her face in my neck and sucked my erogenous zone there.

It all felt so incredible.

“Please...oh fuck, please, Scarlett, let me cum! I can't bear it anymore! It feels so good! Too good! I'm going to lose my mind!"

She fucked me in silence for an unbearable length of time and then finally tugged the panties from my cock. She quickly wrapped them around my throat and twisted them tight, choking me shamefully with her lingerie, then went back to rubbing herself and spanking my ass.

I came moments after my cock had been freed.

The warmth exploded like a wave within me. It rushed out from deep in my ass to all parts of my body. It was like the ocean had picked me up and carried me into bliss. I could only feel warmth and bright light and pleasure. I felt her tremble and convulse against me as her own orgasm hit her. She wrapped her warm mouth wrapped around mine and we frenched as we came together.

I drifted off into bliss.

When I came back I had no idea how much time had passed. My whole body was throbbing with pleasure. Her ample body lay pressed over mine and she was still kissing me passionately.

We lay together and kissed for a very long time.

Eventually she tugged out of me, stood on her trembling, lissome legs, and tugged the harness off of herself. She pulled the cock free of it and pressed the full thing back into my ass. She buried all nine inches in me, up to the balls. She pressed me down on the couch so I was laying flat then turned and knelt over me.

She rubbed her sticky ass and pussy over my face, letting me lick and suck at her. I fed on her holes voraciously. She gyrated there, trembling in pleasure, for minutes on end until my wet, worshipful mouth brought her to another, powerful orgasm.

“Good slave,” she said. She planted her fat, sweaty ass on my face, carefully regulating my breathing and only letting me take in gasping breaths every half minute or so. As she smothered me she reached down and twisted the cock in and out of my ass. She masturbated my own cock until it was hard and throbbing again.

She quickly brought me to a second orgasm but expertly ruined it. She jacked me off hard until the moment of explosion, then slammed the dildo all the way into me and released my cock, making me gush cum with my cock hanging freely in the air.

I gasped and moaned and whimpered. It felt so good. I felt like I was losing my mind. I couldn’t think properly or even process what was happening to me.

It seemed like the pleasure would never end. Scarlett took pictures of my ravished, destroyed body. My hole gaped open and drooled lube and juices. My mouth hung in an O, and spit trailed out of my sweet, plump lips. My makeup was stained. My body was smeared with sweat and my pale flesh was covered in pale red hand prints from my spankings. I had been ruined by Scarlett Loren, and she wasn’t done with me.

A quarter hour passed in silence with her photographing me. She went and got a drink from the kitchen, then she stepped back into the harness and hooked the huge cock back onto it. She undid my handcuffs and then re-cuffed my hands in front of me.

“Get onto the floor, slut. On your hand and knees and pop that sweet, fat, peach of an ass up for me. I’m going to fuck you like the bitch that you are.”

I whimpered. I was overwhelmed at the thought of taking more pleasure, but I wasn’t thinking correctly anymore. I felt hazy with pleasure and exhaustion. I only knew to obey Scarlett. To obey Mistress. I struggled onto the floor in my bondage and crawled onto the rug just past the coffee table. I arched my back and popped my booty out for her as she commanded, and she dumped more sticky lubricant over my bottom and thighs.

“I love how you look when you're wet," she said passionately. She squatted down next to me, the cock hanging lewdly from between her legs, and she tugged my own little cock backward between my thighs, slowly masturbating it until it was throbbingly erect again. She picked up the pace and I moaned and whimpered. She started slapping my ass roughly. My breathing became labored with arousal.

“I know what you want, slut,” she whispered into my ear, nibbling at it then kissing and sucking my delicate neck. “Confess it. Say it and I’ll give you release again.”

“My butt,” I said, feeling fresh tears of shame coming to my eyes. “I want that cock buried all the way in my wet, sticky, dirty bottom.”

“Good fucking girl,” she said.

“Please fuck this slut’s booty!” I said, the lewd, stupid words tumbling out freely.

She put her tits in my mouth and let me suck on her ample flesh and nipples, then kissed me long and deep. When she pulled away she got behind me and sunk her enormous girl dick into my womanly ass once again. My back door gave away under her assault easily this time. I was so stretched out and used. My asshole was absolutely gaping for her cock. My lubed butt made slutty slurping sounds as her dick plunged in and out of me. She fell into an intense rhythm, fucking me hard and rough and fast and making me take the full length of the cock with each stroke. Her fake balls slapped and against my real ones and dominated them--pushing them and beating them as I got fucked. It felt really submissive and good.

She spanked me hard as she fucked me and ran her nails along my sides and back. As I neared my climax she bent over me, choked my neck, and turned my head back to her in order to passionately french me. My fat thighs started trembling violently.

“I’m going to cum really soon!” I moaned. “I can’t take any more!”

My body felt like it was going to collapse. She pressed her hands to my lower back and forced me into the floor. My stomach, thighs, and face pressed into the carpet and she lay her voluptuous curves over top of me. "Getting prone boned in your ass by a girl, huh slut?" she teased.

The top of my little cock was flat against the floor and it was squashed back between my thighs. Her breasts pressed into my back and she rolled her hips, slapping the cock in and out of me. I arched my back to open myself to her and pop my booty into the air. She fucked me powerfully like that on the floor--my fat butt jiggling with each pounding downstroke--and kept frenching me.

I had no chance of resisting. I moaned into her kisses. The warmth in my ass rushed to fill my entire body and I was swept away again.

I orgasmed. Cum spurted from my little cock. My ass throbbed with sensation.

When I came to she was being rocked by her own orgasm as she continued to fuck my butt. I writhed and moaned in the intensity of having my ass fucked during the post-orgasmic bliss washing through me.

She finally came and collapsed onto me, and we lay in a sweaty, sinful pile, chests and stomachs heaving for air. She turned me onto my back and lay on top of me, passionately French kissing me for a long, long time. She undid my handcuffs.

Nearly an hour passed as we lay together, blissfully running our hands over each other's ample curves. She moved over my mouth and I got to suck on her enormous, buxom titties and both her dirty holes.

She came again and then kept making out with me.

She masturbated me to one final orgasm as we made out.

Finally, I lay exhausted, limp, and completely spent. She lay with me for a long time, then got up and went to the bathroom.

She showered and then got back into her schoolgirl outfit. I felt too used and spent to do more than lie on the floor. She squatted down next to me and wrote "Whore" in red lipstick across my stomach. She took more photos of me--a ruined slut laying on the floor. She commanded me to get into various shameful poses that showed off my gaping asshole, my spanked bottom, my ruined makeup, and everything else she had done to my lewd, girly body.

“You’re only to cum from your ass from now on, do you understand, slave? You’re allowed to masturbate--I can tell you’re a horny, anal nymphomaniac--but Mistress Loren commands you to anally masturbate. You’re not allowed to touch your cock without my permission.”

“Yes Mistress,” I moaned, incredibly turned on by her command.

And then she was gone. She gave me a final, full kiss on my lips. Then she spit into my mouth and disdainfully slapped my face then my bottom. She took her equipment and strode out of the cabin to disappear into the night. “You can keep the pictures,” she said, leaving the first pile of photographs laid out on the coffee table. I didn’t see any car come to light and pull away into the darkness and figured she must’ve parked farther up the road.

               Chapter 5

               ━━━━━━━━━━━━━━

               Revealed

I fell asleep on the floor. The next morning I cleaned the cabin and destroyed the clothes, makeup, and pictures in shame. I tried to make sure there was no trace of our night. I scrubbed the lube stains out of the couch and carpet then showered and scrubbed myself clean. I wanted her cock inside of my ass again, badly, and the forbidden desire filled me with revulsion.

What’s wrong with me?

But I couldn't resist. I tried to defiantly masturbate my cock, but I didn't want to. I wanted to obey her. I found my hand rushing to my needy hole. I fingered myself, stretching my butt wider and wider again. I buried four fingers up to my knuckles and strained against my tightness, slapping in and out of my hole desperately and letting vivid fantasies of my beautiful destroyer wash through my mind. I shamefully penetrated my hole for nearly a half hour until I exploded in the warm shower.

Scarlett Loren had bested me and destroyed me and now she haunted my thoughts and dreams. And she wasn’t done with me.

The day after I got back to Motor City the pictures and film got released everywhere. There were articles about it in every paper and the pictures were published in some of the more lurid ones. They weren’t just the ones she had showed me; it was also the film of my night of shameful ravishment. It was being sold for very high prices at pornography theaters and lurid shops all around town. It was a forbidden, very enticing commodity. People devoured my shameful ravishment.

I moved around in shock.

My family disowned me with a phone call and took away my trust fund, and my film and political careers were destroyed. I was the laughing stock of the town and had lost all credibility because of my shameful, orgasmic submission. Everyone I knew had seen me being passionately ravished by a gorgeous young woman. I wanted to buy a gun and kill Scarlett Loren but I also desperately wanted her to fuck my butt again. It didn’t matter either way, though, because I didn’t know where to find her and I was too ashamed to go out in the streets.

I quickly ran out of money for my uptown apartment. I ended up in a cheap, seedy hotel in the darker part of the city. Weeks went by and my remaining money dwindled away. There was no one who would hire me. My previous careers were over, and my family was done with me--all because I was a shameful, nymphomaniac trap.

I realized that I was soon going to be homeless. The streets of Motor City would be dangerous for my curvaceous, soft body and delicate, beautiful looks. I wracked my brain for something to do--some way to get money or to take revenge on Scarlett Loren and Sophia Milano after her. But I knew I’d be cut down before I even reached the gates of the Milano compound if I came at them with a gun. And I was no good at fighting anyway. And I’d made no progress in finding Scarlett. All of my old channels were cut off, and, showing up as a beggar, I was laughed away from the high society clubs that I figured she might frequent.

I sat in my dilapidated hotel room and drank often. I hate Scarlett Loren, I thought. But nearly every day I desperately anally masturbated and fantasized about her rough treatment. Her words, “You’re only to cum from your ass from now on...Mistress Loren commands you to anally masturbate,” whispered in my ears and her gorgeous body and fierce eyes haunted my dreams. I would wake up drenched in sweat with my fingers buried in my yearning hole.

               Chapter 6

               ━━━━━━━━━━━━━━

               Anal Chastity

A few days before I was to be evicted, a knock came at my door. I was dressed in suit pants and a stained button down shirt. I figured it was the damn hotel owner coming to tell me to get out again and wrenched the door open angrily.

Scarlett stood before me debonairly. Her hips were cocked and her hands in her pockets. She wore a black tuxedo, white shirt, bow tie, black leather shoes, and black bowler hat. The clothing strained over her luscious curves--her body was nearly bursting out of the tight outfit. She had on bright red lipstick and was carrying a small leather case in her hand.

“You fucking bitch!” I spat out, shocked to see her.

She didn’t speak at first. She placed her hand on my chest and shoved me back into the room, following after me and kicking the door shut. She dropped the case by the door. My asshole was throbbing in arousal and my cock was already erect but I wanted to wrap my hands around her gorgeous pale throat and strangle her. I came at her when she was in the room and we struggled.

We strained against each other, grabbing each other’s hands and pushing back and forth, trying to get a better grip and throw the other one. I slammed her into a wall and backhanded her across her face, but she twisted my arm painfully and kneed my stomach then brought a fist into my cheek and knocked me to the floor.

I tried to tackle her but she expertly twisted and threw me. I crashed into the floor hard and the fight was over. She wrapped her legs around me and locking me into a hold I strained against desperately but couldn’t break free from. She hit me in the face and stomach repeatedly until I was gasping and went limp.

“Fuck you!” I sobbed out in humiliation.

I just lost to her again. How did this even happen?

“You’re done, slut,” she teased. She manipulated my body, twisting me onto my stomach and bending my arms behind me. She produced a pair of handcuffs from her jacket pocket and cuffed me. I sobbed in frustration.

“What a useless whore,” she cooed into my ear.

She hauled me up onto the bed, produced a small knife, and cut my clothes from me easily. She bound my ankles to the bedposts above my head, leaving me naked and wide open to her in a matter of seconds. I strained against my bondage and spat at her but the bonds held me firmly.

“I didn’t come here to fight you, you dumb slut.”

“You fucking released the pictures!” I spat back. “That wasn’t part of the deal! You fucking ruined me!” I felt so humiliated being naked and bound before her like this, but my throbbing little cock gave the lie to my resistance.

She ignored me and leaned over my body sultrily. Her feminine hands traced over my swollen anus and tugged on the little fur of hair growing there. I was very short--just a little stubble growing around my cock and anus. "What a dirty slut--not keeping yourself shaved like a good girl, huh?"

She planted a hard spank on my fatness.

“You’ve been fingering your butt though, haven’t you? You’ve been anally masturbating like I commanded you.” She ran a finger around the edge of my anus. “You can’t resist it, can you?” She smirked but there was passion burning in her eyes and she couldn’t seem to tear her gaze from my nubile hole. “Confess. Tell me the truth or I’ll record you right here and release it again. Those porn shops would love another film of you--our little show has been flying off the shelves.”

I bit my lip and stared at her defiantly.

“Oh fucking come on, Amari, we both know it’s true.”

“Yes. I anally masturbate to you every night,” and I felt fresh tears of shame coming to my eyes.

“That’s so fucking hot,” she breathed out, simply and earnestly.

She spit on my ass and inserted her middle and ring fingers into me.

I gasped and lay my head back.

“Yeah, that’s right. That’s what I thought,” she said.

“You ruined my life!” I sobbed again. “I lost my money, my careers, my respect…” she twisted her fingers inside of me and sent my head back again with a gasp.

“You love me,” she said.

“Fuck you! I hate you! I despise you! I would kill you if I could.”

“I’m coming to help you, idiot. I’m taking pity on you.”

“Fuck you!”

“I have a way for you to work--a way to keep living in Motor City. You want to stay off the streets, don’t you?”

“Why would you help me?”

She considered me for a moment but ignored my question. She held up a black card with gold lettering on it.

“You can sell your body--dance on stage. Men and women lust after you--you must see that now, knowing how popular your little film is.”

“Fuck you! Shame myself more? I would never! I’m not a complete imbecile!” It was so hard arguing with her with her fingers inside of me, with her body so close, with her warm breath washing over my desperate cock and anus.

She laughed. “The streets will devour this body.”

“I’ll never do it!” I spat back. “I’ll never dance! I’ll never strip!”

Besides, who would want to watch me do that? I knew the film was selling, but I couldn’t believe it was because of any attraction to me. I thought it must be popular as a curiosity--people wanted to watch it in the same way that they wanted to watch a car crash, not because my body was beautiful and not because the passion between Scarlett and me was magnetic.  

She stuck the card to my sweat-slicked chest then started to powerfully finger blast my anus. I gasped in alarm and moaned. My cock throbbed even harder and I squealed and writhed and bucked my fat butt around.

“You like that, don’t you slut?”

“I hate it! I hate it!” I tried to protest. What is she doing to my body? How does she have such control over me?

I could feel the warmth spreading inside of me. I was about to explode on her hand.

And then she stopped and tugged her fingers from my ass with a dirty slurp.

She spanked me hard and disdainfully, alternating on my cheeks until she’d beat me twenty times and my jiggling ass was read with handprints. “Sluts don’t always get to cum. Maybe that’s something you should learn,” she said nonchalantly.

I whimpered desperately and bit my lip, willing myself not to beg to be fucked.

She took one final object from her jacket: an enormous silver butt plug with a ring handle. I gasped.

She raised her eyebrows in mock alarm and nodded teasingly. “That’s right--so big, isn’t it?”

She pressed it to my lips and I wrenched my head away. “It’s going in your ass either way, slut,” she said matter of factly. “I’m doing you a favor letting you suck it.”

I poutily opened my mouth to her, realizing the truth of it. She dipped the enormous plug in and I sucked and licked it, lubricating it. She spit on my asshole again and rubbed it then slowly began to tease me with the huge, bulbous metal object. It was shaped much like a boxing glove--narrow at the far end and growing wider and wider until the other end, which was pressing into my butt. She dipped it in and stretched me, then withdrew it.

How did I let this happen? I went from alone in my room to being ravished by her in minutes. How did I lose so easily?

I moaned lewdly as she teased me--I couldn’t help myself. The plug took minutes to work in. It was really big and my asshole was only used to my fingers. She kept dipping it deeper, spreading me slightly more with each plunge. She fingered my mouth, gagging me to collect more spit, then rubbed my juices onto the plug to fuck me with. I stretched and stretched and gasped desperately and then it breached me. The largest part stretched my sphincter very, very taut and then my ass slipped over it and sucked down the other side, hungrily swallowing the monster plug all the way down to the ring handle.

She hooked her finger through handle and twisted and angled and tugged at it playfully, pulling and pressing on the inside of my rectum. “Oh fuck!” I moaned, my cock almost exploding again.

“Oh fuck is right," she said in a teasing tone and stopped moving the plug. It sucked back into my ass up to the ring.

I whimpered pathetically and needily before I could silence myself. She drew a long, delicate silver chain from her pocket and looped it through the ring in the plug, then around my bottom and waist. It formed a little silver g-string around my butt and ran up either side of my crotch around my cock, framing it cutely. She connected the two ends of the chain with a tiny silver lock which she clipped shut. The silver g-string kept the plug firmly buried in my anus.

I was locked into anal chastity.

My cock strained in arousal. I was incredibly turned on by what she had done to me. She stepped back and admired my body for a moment.

“If you want to be released from that plug, follow the card. Or I suppose you could have a locksmith cut it off of you if you're willing to go and reveal the shameful thing you're wearing to someone. Oh, and clean up for the club. You better look as cute as you are when you go in if you want them to consider you. Although, honestly, your dirty curves and peach-fuzz covered asshole would still sell. You have an exceptionally cute body, slut."

She walked to the case that she’d dropped by the door and took something from it.

“Wear this," she said and tossed a pile of clothes onto the bed next to me: strappy little black panties and a matching bralette, a little sparkly silver sequined dress, black stockings, and six-inch black heels with pink soles. I blushed at how pretty it all was and shameful excitement ran through me at the thought of walking around and displaying my body in it.

“Fuck you, I’m never wearing that!” I spat out.

“Suit yourself--enjoy the streets then,” she said.

“What, do you recruit whores for Sophia Milano now? You’re some kind of fucking pimp?”

“Sure," Scarlett said with a shrug. "I collect valuable things. Bodies can be valuable if they're beautiful." And I blushed with pleasure at her compliment, even though I tried to force it down.

She went to the door with her case then turned, took a final object from it, and tossed it to the bed. It landed just within reach of my cuffed hands--a small ball of ice with a key in the middle. "I'll let you sit and think about it for a while," she said in a teasing tone.

“Fucking stupid bitch! I’ll fucking get you back I fucking swear!” I spit after her, a final surge of anger coursing through me.

But she just smirked. “No, I don’t think you will,” she said, and then she was gone.

I was so turned on by the rough, disdainful treatment this gorgeous girl gave me that I nearly came from the buttplug just by pressing and squeezing my ass around it. The ice cube took nearly an hour to melt and I just managed to grasp it and uncuff my hands. I twisted my limber body around and untied my legs from the bedposts. I was sore and stiff from being kept in that position.

I tried to resist the shameful desires inside of me but I couldn’t. I rushed to the bathroom and began tugging at the plug, desperately trying to fuck my ass with it--but the little chain g-string locking kept me from moving it enough to give myself any satisfaction. My ass throbbed but I couldn’t masturbate it. I let out a frustrated, desperate sob.

I’m not fucking going to her strip club. Fuck her.

Hours passed. My bottom throbbed. The hotel manager came, as I had been anticipating, and made clear I was done and needed to be out by tomorrow if I didn’t want him to make me get out with a bat.

I had about twenty hours before I was homeless.

I was desperate to be fucked by Scarlett again even though I felt certain that I’d never see her again.

She’s broken me and humiliated me. That was her plan. She doesn’t give a fuck about me beyond that. She’s probably trying to do a favor for the club owner by referring me to them.

My cheeks colored at the thought of dancing in front of horny women and men.

What could they even want me for? They must be looking for some type of freak show oddity to go along with their actual attractive girls. That's all I am to Scarlett. All I'll be to them. A fucking freak.

I felt hatred coursing through me.

She’s probably just trying to finish my humiliation--to put the final nail in the coffin. She wants to complete my destruction by making me an actual whore. She wants to make absolutely sure I can never come back from this.

I tried to resist complying with her. I sat for hours more in my hotel. I felt sure it was some type of manipulation or trap. Why would she help me? But my ass throbbed with passion around my plug. I yearned for release. And I had literally nowhere else to turn or go. I bit my lip and stared intensely off into the middle distance.

It was either go to the strip club or spend the last of my money to get the chain cut off of me at a locksmith. And after that, I would either be on the streets with no plan, or I could hop on a train and wander across the country as a vagrant looking for work. I knew men would ravish me for my girly body in either of the latter two scenarios. The strip club, in comparison, seemed warm and practical.

No, I tried to tell myself.

But I thought of Scarlett’s hands on me. I thought her disdainful, objectifying gaze on my sinful form. I wanted to be watched again--groped, touched, masturbated, and used. It wasn’t practicality that drew me to the club in the end. It was want. Scarlett had made me a slut. She had released my nature. That was truly how she broke me, in the end.

She released my passions and I couldn’t resist.

I got up from my bed and went to the bathroom. Thankfully I still had a shaving kit--I hadn't been able to sell it. I ran the blade over my soapy skin, shaving my body completely smooth. It felt so good. I was able to move the chain g-string around and shave my crotch and bottom completely. My fat thighs felt velvety and I rubbed them together and luxuriated in the sensation.

I showered and scrubbed myself thoroughly. I touched up my cute haircut and primped my face. I had a makeup kit left--not the one I threw away at the cabin but another that I’d had at home and had been too embarrassed to try to sell, even when I was desperate. I put on a light pink lipstick, light blush, and mascara. I styled my cute blond hair to be as girly as possible. I had let it grow long over the last weeks and it came down past my ears in gentle curls.

I blushed with shame at my gorgeous appearance but I smiled, too. Am I insane to think I look cute right now? I...I must be imagining things. I must be delusional. I still couldn’t quite believe that I could be desirable to people even though my beauty was obvious and I had seen the passion in Scarlett’s eyes.

No. I was just a passing curiosity to her, I thought, bitterly.

               Chapter 7

               ━━━━━━━━━━━━━━

               Club Sin

I didn't struggle to get into the club that the dark card had led me to. The enormous bouncer out front--waiting idly during the slow afternoon--had only needed a look at me. There was no sign outside. Only a midnight black building and a red door.

“I’m here for a...um...job? To audition I guess?” I had said, tentatively, presenting him with the card. I was expecting ridicule but he looked at me with what I thought I recognized as lust. He acted like auditing to be an erotic dancer was a totally understandable thing for a boy to do. Not that my outfit or my body made me look anything like a boy.

“Hell yeah you are, baby," he said. I blushed, but it was a blush of strange pleasure. He led me through the dark, smokey, high-class club to a luxurious office.

“‘Demona, I think this is the girl that Scarlett was talking about,” he said.

Desdemona Strong--Demona for short--was the owner and manager of the club Sin.

“Stand in the middle of the room,” she said, looking me over. “Back straight, chin up, bottom popped out, arms clasped behind you.” I obeyed. She spoke with the efficiency of someone used to auditioning dozens of girls a day sometimes--she didn’t feel like wasting her time walking me through the process gently. But she wasn’t cruel or snappy either. Just efficient and professional.  

I stood before her. I was wonderfully aroused. My body was clad in the skimpy outfit Scarlett had left for me. The black stockings came up to just below my bottom, emphasizing its fatness, and straps from the black garter belt ran across my cheeks, straining to pass over them. The lacy black thong was pulled on over the garter belt so that it could be pulled off again while leaving the stockings on.

The sequined dress only barely covered the end of my bottom and it hugged my body tightly, showing off every curve. If I bent over or walked up stairs, men would be able to leer up my dress and see my little panties. The walk and cable car ride over had been thrilling. I was wearing the heels, too, and they were hard to balance in but they popped my bottom out even more, leaving me fully on display. Plus, Demona seemed amused by my cute struggles to balance.

She was gorgeous--not as exquisite as Scarlett herself but easily one of the most beautiful women I’d seen. She had raven dark hair and bright blue eyes. She was maybe in her late twenties--a little older than Scarlett--and curvaceous like Scarlett, with large breasts, a slim waist, and a large bottom. Her face was perfect. Her full lips were painted in bright red lipstick. She radiated power and control and when she spoke I immediately felt compelled to obey.

She wore a tuxedo-like suit much like Scarlett’s. Her jacket had long tails, and the bowtie at her neck hung loose--undone while doing paperwork. The entire outfit stretched tightly over her ample curves, concealing nothing of her bountiful body. She was powerful and almost animalistically sexual.

The office radiated power, too. It was done up in all dark, rich colors: black, burgundy, mahogany, and gold. She sat behind a large, darkly polished oak desk.

Her eyes drank me in.

Is it lust behind her gaze? No. It can’t be. Not for me. I’m imagining things.

“What’s your name, kid?” she said.

I bit my lip and hesitated but as afraid as I was of humiliation, I was more afraid of keeping this powerful woman waiting.

“Amari Vale,” I said and blushed intensely.

“Yes, yes you are, aren’t you?” she said. “Your film has been very popular in our world. The Ravishment of Amari Vale. Quite the best seller. People have been eating up your degradation, humiliation, passionate destruction…” she said each of the words with relish, watching my reaction.

I kept my chin held up as she’d commanded and met her gaze, but I could feel myself blushing across my whole body and tears of shame were rising to my eyes.

“How utterly humiliating for you--being sexually destroyed by a schoolgirl like that. Anally destroyed. Who told you about our club?”

She already knew the answer, I knew.

“Scarlett Loren...the photographer…”

“Yes, and the girl in the film. Why take her recommendation after she ravished you so shamefully?”

I was so embarrassed trying to talk about it--especially done up and on display in my slutty little outfit--but Demona’s demeanor demanded respect. I couldn’t bring myself to deny her. And I felt more and more desperate for this job the more I thought about it.

“I...I really need a job,” it was a simple answer but the truth.

“Yes, but that’s not the whole truth, is it? In the film, you’re clearly very aroused. I’ve watched it and...enjoyed it...several times myself. It's passionate lovemaking between Scarlett and you. She clearly desires you as well."

“I...disagree,” I said.

Demona shrugged and the hint of a knowing smile played across her face but she didn’t seem to care to press the point.

“Do you desire to be groped, objectified, ravished by our customers?”

I gulp. I want to lie, badly--to say“No, this is just a job.” But Desdemona Strong seemed like another woman who could easily see through my lies. I’m too intimidated by her to try it and too desperate for the job.

“Yes...yes I think I do. I’m not sure. I think I want it very badly.” The blush deepened across my pale body.

“You’re not just saying that for the job, are you? You really want it. You’re a slut, by nature,” she said it matter of factly.

I gulped. Embarrassment felt like it was radiating out of me. “Yes, I’m a slut.”

“You want Scarlett to treat you lewdly like she did. You want to be ravished like that by her, again and again.”

“Yes.”

“But you were too proud to say that to her, weren’t you.”

“Yes.” I felt tears coming to my eyes again from the shame but I blinked them away.

Demona studied me carefully for a long time. “I’m impressed with how truthful you are.” She put her elbows on the desk, clasped her hands before her, and leaned her chin on them. “Stretch your arms above your head and turn for me.”

I did it, stretching my body out as far as I could and slowly turning, allowing her to take in every one of my curves. She watched me intently.

“Fuck. That dress really shows off all of you, doesn't it? Did you come over here like that?"

“Yes.”

“Did you get catcalled? Groped?”

“Yes. Men said lewd things to me several times. And one grabbed my bottom on the cable car.”

“Did it arouse you? Excite you?”

I bit my lip and glanced down in shame, then met her eyes again. "Yes. Yes, I was very excited by it. I...I loved the attention."

She was taking notes with an ornate pen and added several lines to the clean, white sheet of paper she was writing on.

“Are you struggling on those heels?”

“Yes, but I'll learn to balance better. I like them...they put my bottom on display even more for everyone to look at," I confessed with another blush. It felt good being honest about my shameful needs and desires, and Demona's business-like attitude made it a little easier to do. She seemed to genuinely appreciate my honesty.

“You’ll need to strip of course. I need to inspect your body and make sure it’s suitable for display--and some of our owners are looking in,” she said, indicating a small, dark glass pane in one wall of her office. I realized it was one-way glass. I was being watched by more people than I realized. I wondered at who was behind the glass. “Do you have a problem with that?”

I blushed. “No...no, I’ll strip.”

I hesitated a moment, but I didn’t see any point in resisting--I was going to have to get naked if I was going to do this job, and I desperately needed a job. I was becoming more desperate to get this one as I went along. Part of it was the realization, slowly sinking in, that I literally had nothing else but this or the streets. But there was something else, too. Walking around in Scarlett’s slutty outfit, and talking with Demona about my shameful wants, had forced me to realize how badly I wanted to display myself in front of people. I yearned to be groped and leered at and objectified.

I reached down and tugged my dress up and over my head, then cast it aside. Her eyes showed approval at my willingness. Shame flooded through me at the thought of revealing my humiliating plugged chastity to Demona--plus anyone looking on behind the glass--but I had no choice. I tried to move as sexually as I could--I put on an amateur but earnest show.

I reached behind me and unclipped my bralette then tossed it aside carelessly. I turned on my heels slowly and popped my bottom out towards Demona, then peeled my tight little black panties down over my ample booty. The plug and chain were revealed and I saw her face flush with arousal.

Could she really find me attractive?

I peeled off my stockings and heels and was left completely naked.

“Turn again.”

I did.

“Bend and spread your bottom."

I did.

“Spank yourself. As hard as you can.”

I did it, letting out a cute little gasp as my ass jiggled from the blow.

“Crawl up onto my desk and get onto your hands and knees.”

I obeyed, my heart racing and breath quickening at being so near her.

She took a key from one of her pockets and undid the chain. My eyes flashed in surprise. Scarlett had said I would be released at the club, but I hadn’t quite believed her. I thought it might be a trick. The chain fell from my body. She walked around me, examining my body and touching and groping me. She pinched my nipples, then my thighs and bottom. Then she spanked me a few times and smiled at my little gasps. She felt my lips and around my mouth, then reached back and carelessly twisted around my cock and balls.

I’m being cock-groped by a practical stranger! I thought and blushed at how thrilled I was by it.

She stepped back.

“Go to the middle of the room and dance. Keep your plug in your bottom.”

I went to the center of the room.

“I don’t know how to dance but I’ll do my best,” I said. I was sweating immediately at the thought of having to dance in front of anyone. I didn’t know what to do but desperation and the desire to display my body made me throw myself into the task. I slowly started to sway my hips side to side. I rolled them back and forth, gyrating and swaying. I started to step up onto my tiptoes and move my legs. I lifted my arms above my head and turned and twisted my abdomen. I was blushing deeply and I was only able to go on by squeezing my eyes shut and pretending to be alone. I felt lost. Then I pictured Scarlett. I remembered her touching me. I pictured gyrating and bouncing on her thick cock. I pictured dancing for her, then dancing with her, in her arms.

“Stop,” Demona said.

I froze and opened my eyes, embarrassed.

She's going to tell me to get out. I'm an idiot. Why did I even agree to dance? I'm making a fool of myself by trying.

“You're very untrained." I felt tears of shame rising in my eyes again.

I’ve just found a new way to humiliate myself. What’s wrong with me?

“But you have a spark inside of you. You could be incredibly enticing, Amari, if you learned how.”

The faintest smile flitted across my lips before I clamped my mouth in embarrassment. “Really?”

Demona nodded and opened her mouth to speak when her phone rang and cut her off. She lifted it and listened. "Yes Mistress," she said, then hung up and looked at me. "Lay on the floor--there in the center, on your back--spread your legs wide apart and pull them up near your head. Anally masturbate yourself until you cum with that plug. And put your heels back on. You'll look especially enticing masturbating your ass in those heels."

I blushed and swallowed. I wanted to resist but I’d already gone so far. Desperation and need pushed me onward.

===

“Ms. Vale I don’t have all day,” she said.

“Yes, Desdemona--Ms. Strong,” I said with a gulp.

I slowly sunk to the floor then lay back and spread myself. I stuck my hand into my mouth and gagged myself until my fingers were covered in spit. Demona set up a camera on the table and began recording me. I didn’t have the courage to protest.

“If you’re hired here, we’ll be filming you often to follow up on the success of your first outing. People will want to see more of the degradation of Amari Vale.”

“Yes Ms. Strong,” I said, full of shame.

I rubbed my spit all around the edge of my anus, lubricating myself, then tugged the plug part way out and rubbed spit onto it, too. I slowly started to work it in and out. My ass had tightened back up around its base and the enormous thing inside of me was overwhelming to pull out. I worked at it for nearly a quarter hour. My cock became rock hard and started throbbing. I squeezed my eyes shut and tugged it all the way out with a lewd slurp.

I put the plug in my mouth and sucked it and licked it then pushed the wet, bulbous thing back into my now gaping hole. My breathing was deep and desperate. I inhaled the incense and spiced air of her office. The rich carpet felt wonderful against my naked body. My ass slowly stretched and I began to gasp and then--to my surprise--sob, too. It was passionate, cathartic crying. I felt like something was breaking down inside of me--barriers that had imprisoned me for a long time.

I plunged the lewd plug in and out of my asshole, punching my delicate sphincter and massaging me trembling insides. That warmth was building in me, flooding my whole body like I remembered. I kept my eyes squeezed shut and Scarlett stepped into my mind, disdainfully. I pictured her laying over me--masturbating my cock and ass, spanking me, sucking on my nipples, and kissing my lips. The memory of her luscious figure and domineering demeanor was too much to bear as I pummeled my ass.

“May I cum?” I asked desperately.

The phone buzzed once and Demona said, “Yes. Cum.”

I started to convulse and writhe and an orgasm flooded through my body, washing me away in bliss. Cum erupted from my cock, splattering my stomach and naked titties.

I was carried away by the warm brightness and lost myself.

When I came to I was laying on the floor, drooling sluttishly, with my asshole gaping open and still pulsating.

Demona was considering me with a flush of arousal in her face and passion behind her eyes. She made a few more notes then looked back up.

“That cum isn’t going to clean itself up, is it?”

“No, Ms. Strong,” I said as sluttishly as possible. I ran my hand over my flat stomach and pert titties, collecting my own cum, then licked it up out of my palm and swallowed.

“You’re a very good girl,” she said, satisfied. “You will, of course, be referred to only as a girl from now, is that clear Ms. Vale?”

“Yes, Desdemona,” I said obediently.

               Chapter 8

               ━━━━━━━━━━━━━━

               Learning How to Be a Slut

I was hired on as a dancer and serving girl at the club. The first time I danced for a crowd--which was the day I was hired--I was terrified. Demona advertised me as the Amari Vale from Scarlett’s film of me--which I was--and as an innocent newbie--which I also was--and she encouraged the audience to ridicule, mock, and abuse me if they desired.

It was smart: she turned my amateur dancing ability into a fetish and kink for them. My heart raced in my chest. I was drenched in sweat. I tried to just remember to hold myself straight and keep my back arched and bottom popped out. I was dressed in the outfit I'd come in.

When the music started I rolled and shook my hips and slowly let the beat spread through me. I closed my eyes to the early evening crowd and I undulated and twisted about my whole body. They were all upper class and wealthy, but with Demona's encouragement, they were more than happy to jeer, ridicule, and even throw their drinks at me. I pictured Scarlett watching me and I danced for her. The audiences derision, strangely, turned me on and I felt a warmth and passion flowing through my body. I was nearly too nervous to use the pole, but I finally grasped it and spun around awkwardly. As I danced I sunk to my hands and knees, revealing more of my bottom beneath the dress, then crawled and rolled, then rose to my feet again.

By the end of the song the audience was still jeering, but they cheered, too. They had enjoyed the show. I walked from the stage as sultrily as possible. I was blushing with shame and embarrassment yet an irresistible grin was spread across my face.

Since I was a new girl I served tables and helped work the bar when I wasn’t dancing. My first week of serving I was constantly behind. Everything was overwhelming and confusing.  I would get swamped with orders, mess up drinks, and screw up the food. The chefs yelled at me and customers were constantly groping me or complaining about my incompetence. I would usually go to bed crying every night. But I felt determined to continue and every time I begged Demona’s forgiveness she assured me it was all part of the process and to not worry.

I usually wore tights and a slutty little cocktail dress or a leotard that showed off half my bottom. I got a lot of attention from the women and men there--they would squeeze my fat bottom, spank me, grope my legs and chest and stomach, and even rub my little cock through my panties like they were massaging a pussy. It turned me on badly and I often found myself desperately masturbating in the back.  

It was all overwhelming at first. I was anxious and terrified before stepping up on stage. I would always be drenched in a nervous sweat and my heart would race in my chest.

But I stuck at it and I learned and started to master things. Serving became easy and delightful. I liked interacting with the erudite customers and was delighted by their attention. I loved dancing from the start, but as I got better at it the fear of performing lessened, and it became even more delightful. I started to feel a thrill when I would go on stage and display my body.

My life changed dramatically. The club had some the best dancers, and highest prices, in the city, and the entry was highly exclusive. All the other girls there were absolutely stunning. I was the only trap and seemed to be a gorgeous novelty to the customers. I expected the girls to treat me cruelly but they were all incredibly welcoming and were even willing to show me how to dance and present myself on stage.

I inhaled their knowledge and instructions and ended up spending hours practicing in the mornings before opening. Dancing in my skimpy lingerie and having them touch and sometimes playfully grope me to show me different moves made me really horny. They taught me about allure, too, and how to carry myself as sexually as possible.

I was given a small but luxurious apartment in the building adjoining the club, where most of the girls lived. We were all commodities of club Sin, and the club was careful with its commodities. I was paid well enough to survive and was allowed to eat at the club for free.

Demona put me on feminizing, girly hormones and chemicals. I got a shot in my fat bottom every day for several weeks and my feminine body became even more voluptuous and sexual. My waist and upper body got even slimmer, and my curves only increased. My bottom became a ridiculously sexual, gorgeous, fat bubble butt and my thighs became even rounder and more jiggly. My already girly face seemed to become even more feminine. Cute little titties blossomed out of my chest. I became an absolutely lascivious, curvaceous, unmistakably sexual creature. I was practically bursting out of all the tight little outfits that they put me in. I felt incredible.

The entire experience was alien and incredibly strange in the most wonderful way. I felt as if I was Alice, fallen down the rabbit hole, and wandering through an upside down world. People accepted me and lusted after my body. I was desirable and wanted. It put me in a constant state of happiness and arousal.

Sometimes the more experienced girls would gang up on me in the back and spank me or tickle me for fun. Sometimes they would spank me very hard and thoroughly, even stripping my bottom naked to do it. One time I even came, shamefully, from their rough treatment of my butt. They were all delighted by that and teased me to no end about it. It was always done in passionate, loving fun, though. They seemed to genuinely like me.

I became somewhat of an audience favorite, too. I actually drew people to the club who had seen The Ravishment of Amari Vale and wanted to get to see the little slut in person. But other customers--regulars and those stopping in without knowing about the movie--seemed to like me too.

As I trained and started to master moves and rhythms, dancing started to feel like flying.

               Chapter 9

               ━━━━━━━━━━━━━━

               The Mysterious Ownership of Amari’s Bottom

By my second month in the club, I was living in near bliss. There were just a few things missing from my life.

“You said I'd be prostituted out to customers," I said to Demona poutily. I was standing in her office in a little silver and black sequined leotard. My bottom hung out of it on plump display and it left my cute titties and the rest of my curves completely revealed because of how tight it was. I was wearing black fishnet stockings and six-inch black heels with it.

“Yes. Do you have a problem with that now?”

“Yes--why haven’t you done it?” I said, practically stamping my foot.

“You’re in a cute little huff, aren’t you?”

I blushed a little and smiled at her. “Does no one want me? I get plenty of attention out on the floor, but no one seems allowed to fuck me!” I asked in whiney voice.

She smiled, amused. “Ah, I see. Well, that’s because no one is allowed to fuck you. You know the customer who’s been paying for your butt plug?”

People were allowed to use the girls, for the right price, but they could also pay for specific tasks or actions. From my first day, someone had been paying Demona to have me keep an ample sized, jeweled butt plug in my bottom. It was kept locked in by a little chain g-string bikini like the one Scarlett had forced on me. It was loose enough to not cause any discomfort for my skin but tight enough to prevent me from removing the plug. Demona held one key and my mysterious patron the other. I had to get Demona’s permission to use the bathroom or anally masturbate.

The customer had insisted on remaining anonymous, but the cost of such a consistent service, even with a new girl, meant they must be quite wealthy and powerful. Sometimes my mind betrayed me and I fantasized that it was Scarlett, but I knew that a photographer and investigator--even one employed by Sophia Milano--wasn’t nearly powerful enough to pay that kind of money.

I begged Demona regularly to know who it was, but she wouldn’t tell me. The plug left me constantly aroused and felt incredible shifting in my bottom as I moved and especially as I danced. The end of it, just before the flared base, was very thin, so I carried the fat head of the plug in my ass, but my asshole stayed very tight and still was easily overwhelmed and aroused when I pulled the plug out, put it back in, or masturbated my bottom.

I nodded. "Of course I remember," I said with a cute, sluttish grin on my face. "I have the reminder in my bottom right now. Will you tell me who he is?"

“No. You don’t get to know. That was made clear.”

“So what are you talking about?”

“The same customer also bought out your time.”

“What?”

“They bought all your time--in other words, you’re basically kept on constant standby for them. They made clear that you weren’t to be fucked by other customers. They’re keeping you as their little--near--virgin.”

I flushed with happiness at that for some reason.

“Someone wanted me enough to do that? So you’ve gotten requests from customers to fuck me? I mean, people have asked me if they could, out on the floor, and I’ve referred them to you for prices, but I was figuring they always just lost interest or decided I wasn’t worth it.”

“A fucking cute little sex bunny like you? No, sweetie, I’ve gotten a lot of interest. They definitely think you’re worth it. I’ve been having to turn people away.

“So whoever this is is paying you enough to not make another film with me, either?”

“That’s right. No one else is allowed to fuck you.”

Demona had talked about making a follow up to The Ravishment of Amori Vale--possibly with a muscular, thick stud pounding my wet ass. The thought had filled me with shame but turned me on incredibly. But now I knew why it hadn’t happened. We had filmed several clips of me doing solo anal masturbation that had sold quite well, actually, but we hadn’t made anything longer.

“So they’re basically keeping me plugged and in chastity?”

Demona nodded with a smile. “That turns you on, doesn’t it?”

I blushed and looked down but nodded.

“There’s something else on your mind, isn’t there?”

The final thing missing from my life. The biggest. Scarlett. She apparently didn’t frequent the club, although Demona said she’d been a customer in the past. She was the real reason I had wanted to know about the film. The thought of being taken and ravished by a hulking man was thrilling, but deep down I had hoped Scarlett would return if we did another film. I dreamed of being violently and passionately taken by her every night.

“No,” I protested.

“You’re still not a very good liar, babe. I could see the passion between you two burning through that film.”

“I hate her. She ruined my life. And she doesn’t want anything to do with me, anyway. She doesn’t give a fuck. She never did. Why should I give a fuck about doing anything with her?” I felt myself blushing in anger but I could feel a lump in my throat and tears starting to build. I snapped my pouty lips shut and tried to get a hold of myself.

Demona gave an enigmatic shrug with her eyes. “Suit yourself.”

               Chapter 10

               ━━━━━━━━━━━━━━

               The Masquerade

At the end of my second month, the owner of my bottom was finally revealed. Sin was having a masquerade night. The price of entry was exorbitant, all the girls would be out dancing, and members would be allowed to take and fuck whoever they wanted in the private rooms in the back. It was a night for passionate orgies. For everyone, that is, except me.

I was living in a state of almost unbearable horniness--I had my plug in all the time, yet Demona had forbidden me from using any toys on myself. It was part of the contract with my mysterious plug owner--the person who controlled my bottom. I was allowed to anally masturbate, but I could only use my fingers. I yearned for more. I yearned to be taken and roughed up and fucked. I wanted to be spanked thoroughly--not the playfulness and light grabs of the girls and customers--and stretched and probed intensely.

I need Scarlett. The thought floated up unbidden and I shoved it away. I hate Scarlett, I tried to insist to myself. What’s wrong with me? How could I give into these shameful desires? I still felt shame, even as I thrived in my strange new life.

I began the evening of the masquerade out serving in the club in a little sequined leotard. I technically didn’t need to work the floor anymore--I’d become a huge draw on the stage--but I liked getting to interact with people, and their delight at getting to interact with me made me blush with happiness. I loved the attention. And it felt good to do the work of bringing food and clearing tables. It provided a nice contrast with the elation of dancing on stage.

All my regulars were there and they were especially horny in anticipation of the night. I greeted them with smiles and was grabbed and groped frequently and roughly--though not rough enough for me. I quickly became almost unbearably aroused, and I found myself blushing and biting my lip trying to focus on my job. My thighs trembled a little trying to hold me up--though thankfully I had become as comfortable in heels as my own feet.

Demona told me to scram as the lights dimmed and the orgastic night truly began. She wanted to build anticipation for my time on the stage much later in the night. I sat in the dressing room in the back and got ready early. I perfected my hair and redid my makeup--I always made it light and elegant. For the stage, I wore gorgeous black stockings and tiny, very tight crimson lingerie. I slipped into six-inch cream colored heels and hopped and shimmied into a very tight, silver sequin dress. By the end of the night, the room would be seeing all of it and all of me. The little red thong pressed on my jeweled plug very pleasurably.

Time passed. My thoughts drifted to Scarlett once again.

And then I was dancing.

My first two numbers flew by and before I knew it I was out for my third and final performance of the night. The audience and other girls were writhing in orgiastic ecstasy yet they'd fallen nearly silent when I stepped out and-- to my surprise--seemed to be watching me, at least along with the passionate fucking that was going on. I was under the bright stage lights, but the audience was veiled in darkness. I moved and flowed to the rhythms, hitting the beats nearly effortlessly. It had only been two months but when I performed I hardly even had to think anymore. I did all the thinking and work when I practiced. When I performed I just moved.

And yet, even with the throbbing, energized audience, even though I was one with the rhythm, I felt empty. The dance felt stale to me. It felt mechanical. I hated feeling mechanical. I tried to just breathe. I tried to fantasize about the audience using me. I tried to focus on the steps and beats. But I just felt empty.

I squeezed my eyes shut and pictured Scarlett. I could see her there, in the crowd--her elegant face, voluptuous, powerful body, and piercing emerald eyes. The eyes of that dream Scarlett pierced me and I felt my body come alive. I danced and writhed on the stage for her and I felt like I was flying. I threw everything I could into the dance.

When I opened my eyes I could make out the rapt silhouettes of the crowd, and a figure struck me. There was a voluptuous form sitting in the center of the audience. My eyes adjusted more to the shadows. She wore a midnight black dress that showed off a gorgeous body. It had slits that went up past her waist and revealed a gorgeous amount of her abdomen and thighs. The neckline was a deep V that ran past her belly button and revealed her ample breasts. She wore a masquerade mask encrusted with diamonds. Her hair was a red so dark that it almost looked black--except it showed hints of fire.

She wasn’t blond. And she was older, I thought--more mature and powerful in a way. But I pretend she was Scarlett. My song ended but I kept dancing and Demona flipped another record on and let me continue. The crowd was silent, soaking in the dance--I sunk to my hands and knees and crawled around the edge of the stage, letting the audience grab and grope my sweaty, trembling body. Eager hands reached out--spanking and touching and squeezing. Some even buried between my buttocks and rubbed and tugged on the locked in plug--my sexual prison.

And then the figure rose up and began to glide towards me through the audience. I continued to crawl--almost proud and haughty.

She walked like an empress and then she was rising up onto the stage.

I suddenly realized my body was trembling in exhaustion from the intensity and length of my performance. I was gasping for air and drenched in sweat. My heart hammered in my chest.

She stepped up to me and twined her fingers through my now long, rich blonde hair, then she dragged me across the stage to its center. I whimpered and fought with her but her grip was insistent and domineering and I gave in to her.

What’s happening?

She rolled me over onto my back roughly and pressed my legs up over my head and spread them wide apart. The audience cheered. She tugged my panties way to the side and in seconds I was completely exposed by her--my naked bottom revealed on stage and the butt plug glimmering from my ass under the lights.

She knelt down over me, choking me with one hand and twisting the plug pleasurably in my ass with the other. I gasped and moaned in shock and pleasure. I was half waiting for Demona or one of the bouncers to pull the woman from the stage for interrupting a routine--and for touching the reserved property that was my ass.

“You’re not allowed! I’m off limits!” I protested, like some haughty princess being touched by a commoner.

And the figure leaned in close and breathed into my ear, “Not to me,” and her powerful, sure tone sent a shiver through my body. Then I realized with shock that she was reaching down to my the little chain bikini. It fell away from me with a click.

She had the second key.

I gasped and excitement flooded my body. The arousal was almost unbearable. I might finally get the rough fucking I yearned for. She grasped the plug and twisted it in my bottom and I bucked my hips and writhed, fucking myself on it while it was in her grasp.

I wanted to be fucked so badly and yet I felt empty. Scarlett.

Lurid images of getting my butt pounded on stage in front of everyone flashed through my head. I wanted it so badly. I pictured this powerful woman stripping me naked, spanking me roughly, burying a cock in my bottom and ravishing me in front of everyone--the audience jeering and urging on my shameful submission. It made my body throb with need. I was so close to release. But all my heart could say was Scarlett.

I heard the words coming to my lips without having to think or form them. “Please,” I said, over and over. And finally, “Please, I’m in love.”

The figure paused above me. Her hand clasped firmly and dominantly around my neck and she seemed to consider me with disdain and anger.

“I know you own my bottom--and that you've paid for it for weeks--but I just can't!" and as I said it my voice broke and I sobbed. I was worried she hadn't even heard me over the throb of the crowd. But finally, she spoke, her lips twisting almost cruelly around the words and her mask making her aspect fierce and goddess-like.

“You’re in love?”

“Yes.”

“With who?”

“A girl. Just a girl.”

She considered me again for a long moment.

“If you refuse me now, I’ll lock you again--you won’t be allowed to pleasure yourself--you won’t be allowed any release.”

The thought seemed unbearable--even for a few more minutes, much less days or weeks or months--but I bit my lip and nodded.

“You'll be expelled from this club. I'll make sure Desdemona never lets you dance here again. And I'll see that you never dance elsewhere in this city, either. And you'll still have to wear that plug for as long as I desire--I have powerful people to make sure of that if I want. You've ruined several months of payments for me. And my plans for the evening. No one ruins my plans. Do you understand?"

Who the fuck is she?

The ultimatum hit me hard. The audience chattered in confusion behind us but our eyes were locked together. The club had become everything to me. In Sin, I'd found a paradise. I realized--just in that moment, laid submissively out on the stage--that I'd been truly happy for the first time.

I tried to will myself to give in. You’ll be ravished and used like you dreamed of. You’ll be allowed to stay at the club and dance. You’ll have everything. Scarlett probably wouldn’t even care. And she doesn’t care about you anyway!

But all my heart said was Scarlett, over and over again.

“I understand,” I said. I felt a lump in my throat and tears were coming to my eyes. “You can punish me however you want. I’m sorry to break your deal. I just can’t.”

She brought her hand across my face in a disdainful slap, then tore down the front of my dress, then my bralette and panties, leaving me completely naked and exposed on stage. She reached down and in one expert motion rethreaded my little chain bikini and locked me back into chastity.

“Crawl away, slut. And you can clear out your things tonight. You’re done here.”

I nodded, chin trembling, and then burst out sobbing.

She stood disdainfully and stepped from the stage, and I gathered my shredded panties and crawled away. The audience was left in confusion, but the record flipped to a new song and the orgy quickly reignited. I passed out of the light and into the darkness of backstage. It was empty. Everyone was in the front with customers. My legs felt too shaky to stand.

I’ll find Scarlett, I told myself. I’ll find some way to live. But the shocking truth hit me: I was about to be homeless. I had hardly any money saved from the club--it was a small salary starting out and many of the benefits came from the apartment and lavish food provided for me. I thought of not being able to fly on the stage anymore and it filled my heart with an almost unbearable pain. I just lost everything for a girl who doesn’t give a fuck about me. She never gave a fuck about me. I was just another item on her hit list.

I sat backstage, sobbing, for a long time. I kept waiting for my body to feel strong enough to stand but it didn't come. Finally, I slipped off my heels and stumbled down the hall, my ruined garments and shoes clutched to my chest. I collapsed in the dressing room. I felt parched all of a sudden and gulped down glass after glass of water. When I felt strong enough I started cleaning out my things.

               Chapter 11

               ━━━━━━━━━━━━━━

               The Revelation of Sophia Milano

Demona found me--mascara still stained down my face with tears, body still sticky from sweat--as I was staring at two sets of heels, for some reason completely lost over what to do with them.

I started crying again, tears running down my face and sobs choking my words. “I’m so sorry Demona--Ms. Strong--I didn’t mean to ruin your customer. I--I don’t know who she is but if I’ve put the club in bad graces…”

Demona shushed me gently and wrapped me in her arms. Desdemona Strong, who I was still a little terrified off even after two months, was holding me in a comforting hug. I was worried it was some trick.

“It’s fine,” she was smiling. “I’m not angry at you. I can’t let you stay at the club if your patron wants you gone, though. She has the pull to do that. But that’s not why I’m here. You have a private request.”

I gulped back my tears, confused. “But...but I thought I wasn’t allowed--I thought I was reserved and off limits? And I thought--weren’t you just sacking me.”

“You're not allowed, and I was sacking you. But for this person, we...make an exception. Sophia Milano is here. She wants to see you in her office."

“Sophia Milano has an office here?”

“Yes. She owns a controlling share of the club. The office is a secret--like everything else she does.”

“What does she want?”

“I have no fucking idea. Her woman just showed up in the middle of the masquerade and told me to bring you.”

I wanted to ask if the woman who’d come from Milano was Scarlett but I bit my words back. Don’t be stupid. She’s not here. I stared at Demona stupidly for a moment, fear and confusion and shame freezing me in place. Sophia Milano. Sophia Milano who had sent Scarlett to ruin my life. Sophia Milano who I had made my political name opposing and who had destroyed me easily for it. I had fallen so far. I felt for a moment that I couldn't bear the shame of facing her. But I didn't want to offend any more of Demona's powerful customers than I already had that night.

“Amari?...Amari, hello?” Demona was saying.

I nodded. “Sorry. I need to clean up.”

“Nope--no time. Throw some clothes on and let’s go. Sophia doesn’t like to be kept waiting.”

I still had my stockings on from the dance and I slipped back into my cream heels. I tugged on a set of strappy black panties, a matching bralette, and a tight, glittery, silver and black leotard. I followed Demona shakily to the back staircase and we wound up it to the third floor. Suddenly I was standing before a thick oaken set of double doors. My face was still stained with mascara. I tried to control my breathing.

Sophia Milano had been described as wiry, with a cruel, long, angular face--like a mean hawk, the drunk man I’d been talking to had said. I’d also heard she was short, stout, and round as a boulder, with a pinched, angry visage. The type of woman who could build an empire in five years was not beautiful, people said.

I was more worried about why she wanted me, though. Was she seeking a moment’s amusement from gloating over my defeat in person? Or was there a gun on the other side of the door? Scarlett, my heart said. Then the thought occurred to me, She might be the one to pull the trigger if it came to that. I bit my lip and decided I would use the meeting to find Scarlett, no matter what. Milano was her employer--she must know where I could find her.

“I'm not going in with you," Demona said. Then, attempting to encourage me but sounding nervous, "You'll be fine. Just remember to breathe."

I stepped into the room and Demona shut the door after me.

The office was enormous--a long, wide rectangle with a high ceiling. Everything was gold, black, and white except for a large mahogany desk near the far end. The floors were gorgeous ebony. What I thought might be ivory hung from the walls.

The chair behind the desk was turned away from me. My heels echoed through the room as I approached. I stopped ten feet from the desk and clasped my arms behind me, obediently, and stood straight, with my bottom popped out.

“I hear you broke a deal tonight,” a voice said from the other side of the chair. It was elevated and educated--and British, surprisingly. I couldn’t quite place it beyond that. It was a strange mix of familiar and foreign.

“Yes,” I said, trying to keep my own voice level.

“Do you often break deals?”

“No. I’m not a principled person, though. I’m just not usually tested, I guess.”

Is this some type of power play or is she just hiding her hideous looks? But why bother either way with me? She already has all the power she needs.

“But with this deal, breaking it was far harder than keeping it. Do I understand that correctly?” That strange, curious, ponderous voice. It nudged me like an annoying animal.

“Yes,” was all I could manage.

“Why did you refuse your patron?”

Why the fuck does Sophia Milano care about me and my patrons? For a moment fear flashed through me--was the woman on stage Milano? I wondered if I would’ve had the guts to refuse Sophia Milano face to face. But the voice was different than the one I’d heard on stage. It wasn’t her. I tried to breathe and calm myself.  

“I...I’m in love with a girl,” was all I could manage, stupidly.

“What girl could be worth your job and passion and all the comfort of this life?”

“Just a girl.”

“What’s her name?”

“Scarlett. Scarlett Loren.”

Milano was silent for a long, long moment.

“Yes. Scarlett works for me. A foolish, silly girl. You should cast her aside. She’s not worth it, I assure you. If you do, I’ll talk to your patron and see you reinstated at Sin.”

I bit my lip. I wanted to ask why she would help me but I had a feeling that only Sophia Milano asked questions when you were in a meeting with her. I yearned to have everything back, though.

Just take the chance. You can’t have Scarlett anyway. I paused for a long time then finally spoke.

“I’m sorry, Ms. Milano. I just can’t. I love her.”

There was another long pause, then the chair spun around. I braced myself to face the hideous creature that the strange voice was coming from.

A gorgeous black dress. A diamond encrusted mask. The woman from the club was sitting in the chair.

I had just broken a deal with Sophia Milano. Sophia Milano was my secret owner. My mouth fell into a little O and I snapped it shut. But the shock of it couldn’t settle because an even greater one hit me and washed the first away.

In the same motion that she turned, Scarlett took off her mask.

Her glittering green eyes met my gaze and I just barely managed to not look away. My mouth dropped open again. Her hair was the rich, dark, fiery auburn I'd seen down in the club. The way she held herself conveyed a maturity that I hadn't seen before--it had deceived me. My first thought was, stupidly, What’s Scarlett doing sitting in Sophia Milano’s chair? But the power radiating from her showed me the truth.

“Hello, Amari Vale,” she said. The voice she had been putting on was gone, and she spoke in the rich, harmonious tamber that I was used to from Scarlett. Even through her powerful demeanor, there was a blush of girlish happiness coloring her cheeks and a smile kept coming to her lips that she couldn't quite push away. I couldn't help myself but smile back at her.

“Scarlett?” was all I could manage.

“I didn’t plan on deceiving you,” she said. “But once you refused me in the club I couldn’t resist. It’s hard finding people’s true intentions when one has so much power. I hope you’ll forgive Ms. Strong for playing along with my little masquerade at the masquerade--she didn’t want to, but she’s quite loyal to my orders.”

“You’re Sophia Milano?” I finally blurted out, stupidly.

“And Scarlett Loren. And Vicky Chase and a dozen other people that I should keep to myself.”

“How?”

“A good empire runs itself, nearly. It leaves me time to delve into the minutia, and sometimes it’s better to be Scarlett Loren or someone else when I’m out in the world. I like to work on the details myself. And you were a detail. Although after the first night, you became...a little bit more to me.”  

“I could’ve killed you up in that cabin though--what if I’d been crazy?”

She smirked a little at that but then shrugged. “Nothing great was ever won with caution.” She considered me for a long moment. “Do you know why I released all the film, now?”

I thought for a moment. “Punishment for crossing you?” I realized that I was still angry at her.

This is some final part of her cruel joke, isn’t it?

“Or maybe you just like ruining people,” I spat out.

“You’re an idiot, Amari. And you don’t understand the half of it.”

“What then?”

“I released all of it to free you.”

“Free me from what?”

“Society. Fears. All the inhibitions binding you. You were living a lie. I could see who you truly were”

“How does destroying both my careers and getting me expelled from my family and all my social circles free me?”

“You know how. And you know it’s true. You were miserable. You weren’t being your true self. You were never meant to be a man. You were meant to be this gorgeous creature you’ve become. You were meant to use your body like this.”

I opened my mouth to argue and protest, but I could come up with nothing. I was left staring at Scarlett’s beautiful lips, and then the rest of her body in her lovely, revealing dress.

“You know it’s true. You’re happy here. Happier than you’ve ever been, aren’t you? You love being a slut. You love revealing yourself like this.”

I bit my lip.

“Confess to me,” she said and I couldn’t resist her tone.

“I love it.” It was true. The club had been the best two months of my life.

“And you love me.”

I looked into her gorgeous eyes. I couldn’t resist her. I didn’t want to anymore.

“I love you, Scarlett Loren. Or Sophia Milano. Or whatever name you use.”

She smiled at that, and I smiled back, and I think in that moment I began to realize that we were going to spend the rest of our lives together. She shifted her dress behind the counter and revealed an enormous flesh colored cock sprouting up underneath it--it was even bigger than the one she had fucked me with at the cabin.

“Take off your dress,” she said.

I blushed but I didn’t resist. My heart felt full of a strange warm. I peeled the dress up and over my head, revealing my skimpy lingerie.

“Crawl to me.” I sunk to my knees and obeyed, swaying my bottom sluttily as I moved. I climbed onto her desk then crawled to the other side and sat on the edge, right in front of her.

“I've been watching you for two months," she said. I thought of the one-way mirror in Demona's office. I thought of the phone call and the command to anally masturbate at my first audition.

She tugged me onto her lap and I straddled her, my thighs wrapping around her waist and the cock running up the curve of my bottom. The top side of it pressed against my asshole, separated from it by only a diaphanous strip of fabric. Arousal was rushing into my body.

“You bought my ass from Demona?”

“Technically I bought it from myself. I control everything at club Sin, including you.”

“Why keep me waiting so long?”

She smiled. Her hands grabbed big, thick handfuls of my bottom and massaged it around and I moaned in pleasure. "I've been busy maintaining an empire. And you didn't confess that you loved me until tonight if you remember. Before that, you were quite insistent that you hated Scarlett Loren. But I wanted you badly Amari Vale. And now I know you want me and want this."

I smiled at her, blissfully happy.

“Tell me how you feel,” she said. “Tell me again.”

It felt so good being held by her and sitting on her lap, being groped by her. Her hands roved my body, squeezing and tugging at my bottom, twisting and rubbing my plug, pinching my cute nipples, rubbing over my stomach and abdomen. I was blushing with passion and breathing heavily. I confessed easily, spilling all my shameful desires to her.

“I love you. I’ve loved you from the very first night in the cabin. I dream about you and fantasize about you. I’m desperate to be used by you. I want to be fucked and destroyed and ravished by you. I--”

She cut off my words with a kiss. “Get back up on the desk and present your ass to me,” she said, her voice heavy with passion.

I slipped from her lap urgently and climbed to the desk, sitting on my hands and knees, with my bottom resting right on the edge. She stood behind me and unclipped my bralette, letting my little titties spill free.

“Damn, you’ve gotten even fucking cuter,” she said ardently. Her hands reached around and groped my titties roughly. She spanked my bottom, hard. The first cracking slap came down and I gasped and moaned in intense pleasure. The relief of finally getting release flooded through me.

“Oh fuck, finally!” I moaned to her. “I didn’t think I could take it anymore. I wanted to be used so badly!”

“What a fucking slut,” she breathed lovingly into my ear. My booty jiggled lewdly as the rough slaps rained down on it. I was quickly drenched in sweat and trembling. I loved it.

“Oh fuck yes, please spank me as hard as possible Ms. Loren!” I practically sobbed out.

“Face down, ass up,” she said. I obeyed and it opened the backs of my thighs to her. She spanked them roughly along with my bottom. Once I was covered in stinging red handprints, she took a jar of clear oil from her desk, poured it over my ass and thighs, and began to rub it in. It soaked into my stockings and made them cling to me even more pleasingly. The rubbing felt really good, spreading out the sting of the beating. My little girl-cock was throbbing.

“Turn over onto our back. Legs up.”

I eagerly obeyed. She oiled my cock, too, and stroked it then slapped it. I gasped in pleasure. She spanked and rubbed the inside of my thighs until I was moaning lewdly again. I could barely take the overwhelming assault but it felt so good. She snapped my panties and pulled them free. I was left displayed for her in just my heels and stockings and the little silver g-string.

She took the key from her desk and the lock snapped free. My chain dropped off of me and I let out a long, relieved sigh. She tugged the plug in my ass, twisting and angling it to press the sides of my rectum, then she teased it out so that my taut sphincter was wrapped around the thickest section. She played with it there, pushing it in and out, rolling my ass over the biggest part again and again. Then she finally pulled it all the way free of my desperate hole.

I was enraptured with her. She smelled wonderful--like blossoms and spring. Her skin was smooth and soft but her touch was firm and confident. My heart raced beneath my sweaty breasts. The room was silent except for our own impassioned breathing and the lewd sounds of her spanking my body and working my butt. Goosebumps ran over my skin where she touched me.

“Fuck you look pretty with that stained mascara,” she said in a breathy moan.

“I love you. I want to be your servant. Your slave. Please--I want to be fucked by you every day. Keep me as your pet, as your toy, as your trash. Just keep and take me. I need you, Scarlett.”

“Suck," she commanded, and I got back on my hands and knees on the desk and dipped my head down, eagerly taking her cock into my mouth. I bobbed my head up and down on it, gagging myself and flooding my mouth with spit. I sucked her until the cock was covered in saliva. I kept hitting my gag reflex but I didn't care. I wanted to prove my sluttiness to her. It felt good, for some reason, burying a cock in my throat. It was too big to fit very far but I tried as hard as I could, until spit was drooling out of my plump lips and tears were streaming down my face.

She finally tugged me off by my hair and sat me up on the desk. She took me into her arms--hands on my thighs, guiding me to wrap my legs around her waist--then she lifted me and sat back into the chair. My bottom hovered tantalizing over her cock head. She spit on her hand and rubbed my anus, mixing spit and oil to lubricate me. The cock was soft on the outside--so even though it was an overwhelming size it was comfortable.

She massaged and teased my anus with the bulbous dick head.

“You like this big cock, slut?”

“Yes, yes, yes!” was all I could manage. I rolled my hips and gyrated on the head. She took me without hesitation. She lined up her cock with one hand and tugged me down onto it with her other hand grabbing my fat ass. I sunk into bliss. My ass had been stretched just enough by the plug to allow me to take her girth without preparation.

I gasped and moaned.

“Oh fuck, finally," I said sweetly. My bottom slid all the way down her slick dick until I was resting on the big, fake balls. My fat ass spread out over her ample thighs. She pulled me into her and sucked my nipples, then my neck, then my ears. Then she kissed me. We frenched for a long, long time. When she pulled away a trail of saliva still connected our glistening lips.

“Are you Scarlett Loren or Sophia Milano?” I asked in a pleasured haze.

“I’m a lot of things. But for you, I’m Scarlett.”

She bent my arms behind my back and held them there, then pulled me close to her and began to expertly roll her hips, pushing and tugging the dick in and out of me. We kissed again and she gazed into my eyes. The passion burning there was unmistakable.

“I love you, Amari Vale.”

“I love you, Scarlett Loren.”

I flailed my fat booty up and down on her overwhelming dick. Her strap-on, I realized, had an egg on the inside that buried in her pussy, and another that buried in her ass--giving her intense pleasure and more control as she fucked me. Her hips gyrated powerfully, rising up to meet me each time I brought myself down. She was hitting my anal g-spot every time. Warmth filled every part of my body. I was in love and I was finally being used as I need to be used. We fucked and fucked and fucked. My ass and cock were both throbbing. My breath was deep and passionate. I gave myself over to her kisses. She spanked me as I desperately flopped my booty up and down on her powerful rod and it threw me over the edge.

“May I cum?” I asked urgently.

“Cum,” she said.

With her permission, I exploded in orgasm.

I felt Scarlett’s body tense and writhe against me--the eggs buried in her and my passionate submission pushing her over the edge. We came together and I was carried away in bliss. When I came to my sweaty body was wrapped around Scarlett and she was holding me against her. We kissed for a long, long time.

We fucked for the rest of that night. We couldn’t get enough of each other’s bodies.

The next morning we woke up in each other’s arms in a private room of club Sin.

My life carried on as it had been going. I kept dancing and serving and living at the club. I was still off-limits to customers--my bottom belonged to Sophia Milano. I was kept like Scarlett's little princess in a tower and I loved it. She visited me often and ravished me like I needed. We were in love. Scarlett could've had me move into one of her compounds but she knew I was happy dancing at Sin. We made many, many more films of my shameful ravishment and degradation. People ate them up and it brought even more members to the club.

The following year Scarlett married me--she made me her submissive little wife. She wore a black, form-fitting tuxedo and I wore a little white wedding dress that fully exposed my breasts and bottom for everyone to see. I get catcalled and groped often when I go out in the city and when I'm waiting on customers. I love it. I sometimes wonder about my old life. I have no desire to go back to it. Scarlett let me blossom into my true self, and under her control, I'm blissfully, wonderfully happy.

END






Free Stories and Newsletter

Sign up for Aura’s newsletter for two free bonus stories: http://eepurl.com/dbx7Q5
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“Ravished by Demetria: How I Was Overpowered, Bound, Feminized, and Taken by My Dream Girl” a 10,000 word erotic short story.
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“Feminized by Gaspar: How I Was Humiliated, Sissified, Defeated & Ravished by my Domineering Roommate” A 12,000 word erotic short story.

These are a novella’s worth of free material. The stories are only available through my newsletter--they’re not published anywhere else. As a warning: these are even lewder and more intense than my published material. Consider yourself cautioned!

As for the newsletter: Aura promises to write infrequently, briefly, and with only interesting things--free and on sale books, new stories published, and free flash fiction (around 1000 words per short) too lewd and intense to publish elsewhere.






About the Author

Aura Delacroix writes erotica and romance bursting with first time feminization, sissification, crossdressing, humiliation, femdom, spanking, domination, submission, BDSM, and passionate love affairs in the most unexpected places and between transgender, gay, straight, and bisexual doms and subs. She lives in a house on the sunny shores of a little island in the Pacific and loves walking the beaches and forests, talking with friends over coffee, and writing dirty stories.

Check AuraDelacroix.Wordpress.com for more of her work.

It’s really fun hearing from you! Aura would love your feedback and thoughts--she gets to write because you read and your opinions basically matter, like, a ton to her. If you loved this story, or hated it, or if there’s something you want to see more of, or anything else you’d like to share, she would be very glad if you let her know. Contact her through her blog or via:

AuraKDelacroix@gmail.com

Twitter.com/AuraDelacroix






More Stories from Aura

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


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


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

[image: ]

“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 the Billionaire: A Novella of Sissy Domination, Submission & Ravishment

[image: ]

“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


Please Ravish My Bottom: A Gorgeous Sissy Submits to an Alpha male

[image: ]

"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 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

[image: ]

"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


Ravished in the Wilderness: Alpha Male, Gorgeous Trap, Intense Feminization & Submission

[image: ]

"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




Story Bundles

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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