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      Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

      I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.
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      I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

      I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:
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        And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

        Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:
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      To my fans,

      Thank you so much for your continued support!

      Love,
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      Lock your doors, shut your curtains, and prepare yourself for ten steaming-hot true tales. The names have been changed, but the details are unaltered. These never-before-published stories will get your blood-flowing.

      And be warned: some of these tales are not for the faint of heart!
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      These stories are true, each and every one of them. No, they didn’t happen to me, but they are the stories of friends of mine, readers, and some drunken bar confessions that left my spine tingling.

      Of course, the names have all been changed to protect identities. Some of these confessions are rather… taboo in nature. Some of the individuals told me these stories in complete secrecy; in some instances, these are men with wives, families—and they want their secrets to remain just that: secret.

      So as you read these heart-pounding tales, know that these things really do happen… and they may even be happening right now, with people you know, in places you’ve been or go to regularly.

      These stories are short… sometimes very short. My intention isn’t to add details that weren’t in the original tale. I’m presenting these stories as they were presented to me. So if you read these stories and think, ‘That’s so fucked up!’, remember these aren’t concoctions from my brain; I’m just presenting them as they were presented to me. And sadly, for some, the endings aren’t always so happy.
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      ANDY’S STORY

      My wife gives lousy blowjobs. Don’t get me wrong, I love my wife—but the blowjobs are really terrible. One night, a friend at a bar was telling me about some amazing blowjob his wive had given him, and I lied and told him that I loved getting head from my wife.

      But the truth is… they’re just awful. She just starts at 100%, bobbing her head fast, mashing my tip into uncomfortable corners of her mouth. It hurts most of the time. She squeezes my cock from the base, really hard, which just hurts, and she hardly touches the tip. I never had the heart to tell her that her blowjobs suck—until one day.

      And I only said something because she gave me head a lot—three nights a week. She seemed to like giving head, but I honestly started dreading it, because it just hurt: the teeth, the clenching while not quite hard…

      So I tried to redirect her. I tried to give her some tips… and she got angry—so angry that she started crying, making me feel terrible for saying anything—but if it was going to be a regular thing, I wanted it to feel… nice.

      “Just be more gentle at first,” I said. “Suck the tip more. This part of the cock here is really sensitive.” I pointed to that bit on the underside.

      She rolled her eyes at me and we argued. After a while, she decided to press my buttons, bringing up her ex-boyfriends, and she told me how much they loved her blowjobs. I made the mistake of saying, “They were probably just lying to you so they wouldn’t hurt your feelings.”

      “How do you know?” she growled at me.

      “Because they all dumped you,” I said. Yes, it was the wrong thing to say. I was angry; I hated her bringing up her exes—especially when talking about sex; it was a peeve of mine, and she knew it.

      We slept in separate rooms that night, and, of course, I didn’t get the rest of that blowjob.

      The next day, I was surprised when she brought it up again. “It’s a lot harder than you think, to give a good blowjob. And, by the way, you aren’t the best with your tongue down there.”

      I was still a bit mad, so I said, “It can’t be that hard. You just have to remember that the tip is super sensitive, and if you go too hard too fast, it just hurts.”

      She rolled her eyes at me and said, “I’m sure you would be so much better.” It was a few days before we made up and put it behind us—and she went to give me a blowjob again.

      It was terrible—even worse than before. She was trying harder, but her extra effort was just her bobbing faster and tightening her lips more. I squirmed and groaned—in a bad way. I couldn’t cum. I went soft at times, and she didn’t seem to clue in that it was just uncomfortable.
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        * * *

      

      I was drinking with my friend one night, at his place (it was after band practice, and our other bandmate had already gone home for the night, to put his kids to bed). After a couple drinks, he started telling me about how great his wife’s blowjobs are. “But she’s so self-conscious about them, and never gives them. She thinks she’s too awkward. She thinks she looks ugly from that angle. It’s a damn shame, because when she actually does it, it’s heaven.”

      I had come to this conclusion in my head that he was lying to me, because I was certain that women all sucked at giving head. I figured since they didn’t have cocks, they couldn’t understand all of the nuances of the penis: which spots were sensitive, where and when to apply pressure.

      But my friend was drunk enough to pull out his phone, to show me a video of his wife giving head. “Don’t you dare tell her I showed you this.” He had a big smirk on his head while the video played: his pretty wife sucking… and sucking nicely. She was elegant and careful at first, and she picked up speed gradually. She used her hand to pump and twist in the most amazing way. It was all of the grace that my wife didn’t have.

      “Why can’t my wife suck like that?” I groaned.

      He laughed. “What?” And then I told him of my woes. I told him about the big fight.

      “Well, she’s right; it’s hard,” he said to me.

      “How would you know?” I laughed.

      “When I was younger, I used to suck my neighbour’s dick,” he admitted. I was shocked. I felt my face turning pale.

      “He was older than me and… kind of bullied me into doing it. I’ve never told anyone but my therapist, so don’t go telling anyone.”

      “You sucked a dude’s dick?”

      “It’s not that weird. I remember being really nervous about it the first time, but then it was just like… a chore that I had to do so I wouldn’t get my face pushed in a toilet.”

      I was so shocked, it was hard to talk. I thought for a bit that he was fucking with me. But he was serious. “Please don’t tell anyone. To be honest, I’m glad I told you. It’s nice to have the weight off of my shoulders. Just be easy on your wife, because it’s harder than you think.”

      “It can’t be that hard,” I said, maybe being a bit stubborn. “Especially as a dude—not to be an asshole about your… abuse. But you have a dick. You know how they work and how they feel.”

      “It’s not that simple,” he said.

      I rolled my eyes.

      He scoffed. “You seriously think you could do better than your wife?”

      “If she had a cock, I could make her cum in seconds,” I said with a big grin.

      He took a big sip from his drink, and then he unzipped his pants and pulled out his fat cock. No—he wasn’t trying to seduce me; he thought that he was being funny. He was always flashing his dick (he had a big dick, and often pulled it out, probably just to show off).

      I knew that he was just trying to be funny: some shock humour… I knew it… but I felt strangely compelled to prove a point.

      And maybe I was just trying to be funny too. I slipped down off of the couch and went to my knees, between his legs.

      He started laughing, as if it was a joke. I laughed too. I grabbed his dick. I was just calling his bluff. Then, I started to massage him. “See?” I said. “Nice and gentle at first—not like my wife’s death-grip and shake, like she’s shaking a can of spray paint.”

      He tensed up. I was worried that I was being too hard, because I would tense up when my wife was too aggressive. So I released some pressure.

      Then, I felt him throbbing, and I knew that I’d found a good initial pressure. I jerked him slowly. I leaned over and spat—because my wife would always jerk me off dry, and it hurt.

      In a minute, he was hard. I began to lean in. I stuck out my tongue and gave him a teasing lick. My heart was racing now. I knew I’d taken this beyond a joke… but I was curious now to see it through. I wanted to prove my point: that it wasn’t rocket science.

      He put his hand on my head, stopping me. “This is weird,” he said. “I’m not gay, Andy.”

      “I’m not gay either. I’m just proving my point.”

      His face was red. “Can you just prove it… wearing a wig and some lingerie?”

      I laughed. Maybe it was a joke. “Fine,” I said.

      “I’ll grab you something,” he said. He was gone and back in a minute. He went into his bedroom, sneaking by his sleeping wife, and he grabbed some lingerie. He got a wig from the basement storage room. I got naked and squeezed into that strappy, lacy red outfit. I wriggled the blonde wig on my head. He blushed and bit his lip. “Suits you,” he said.

      I puckered my lips. “It’s easy being sexy,” I boasted. I turned around and shook my bum for him. I was just being funny… but it felt kind of fun to be dressed up like that.

      I got back on my knees. He was rock-hard now. The sight of me dressed like a girl had him aroused. Maybe I didn’t look half-bad.
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      I sucked his cock. I was so careful, reading his body language to know if I was going too hard, too fast, or being too gentle. I felt him throbbing on my tongue. I felt his foreskin tugging back as he got harder.

      “Fuck,” he groaned. “I—I’ve never been this hard before.”

      I grinned, feeling vindicated. I leaned back to tease him, to boast about my victory. But as I leaned back, he ejaculated. He sprayed my face, and I gasped. In my moment of panic, I opened my mouth and tried to catch the cum, knowing it’s what I would have wanted my wife to do. I caught his cum on my tongue and then I leaned in to suck out the last drop. I even gave the tip of his fat cock a big kiss before swallowing.

      And then it was silent. I said nothing. He said nothing. We got cleaned up and dressed, and then I told him that I had to get home.

      We’ve never talked about it, as if it never happened.
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      CHRIS’S STORY

      I was dating this girl named Porsha. We’d been dating for six months, which, at the time, was the longest relationship I’d ever been in. We were even talking about moving in together. She wanted to get an apartment together for the start of the very next month. I’d never lived with a girl before…

      But I had my reservations. Porsha was great in a lot of ways. We had a lot of the same interests; we both loved anime, and we both played the same games, often together. And there was the fact that she was drop-dead sexy. In terms of looks, she was way, way out of my league. She was a Twitch Streamer and would get a minimum of ten thousand people watching her live streams—all men who would constantly compliment her and make creepy comments about how badly they wanted to fuck her.

      And she would tease them, purposely unbuttoning the top button or standing up to get something from the kitchen with her skirt hiked up enough to show a bit of ass. Guys would donate to her stream, and some nights she would make over three-hundred bucks.

      But the big problem was that she used sex to try and manipulate me. The first time I noticed it was when my friends told me they were going to take me bar-hopping for my birthday. Porsha didn’t want me to go, but I told her I wanted to spend time with my friends. I even invited her to come, but she really didn’t want me to go. So for the whole week leading up to my birthday, she refused to have sex. The night before my birthday, I pathetically asked, “Can we please have sex?”

      “Only if you promise not to go bar-hopping tomorrow.”

      And I had sex with her, and cancelled on my friends.

      But the trend continued. There was a car she wanted, but didn’t quite have enough to buy it. Suddenly, she wasn’t putting out. She refused sex over and over, until I said, “What’s going on?”

      “I want that car.”

      “The cheaper one is good too; it’s just not the colour you really want—but you can always change that in a year or two, when you have some spare case.”

      She pouted like a spoiled teenager…and a few days later, I caved and loaned her the extra cash so she could get the car she wanted—and so I could get sex.

      Then there was the dog; she really wanted to adopt a dog. I told her we weren’t ready for that yet, and it was a bad idea because it would limit our apartment options. But she wanted it—and sure enough, there was no sex until I finally said, “Fine, get the dog.”

      But the trend continued…

      There was a restaurant she wanted to go to, and sex stopped until I took her. She asked me to take her car to the mechanic for her, to get the radiator fixed—and sex stopped until I booked the appointment and took it in—and paid for it!

      This went on and on. I could tell you fifty more instances, but I’m sure you get the point.

      It was getting old—and it was making me think twice about living with her—because now, she was withholding sex to make me move in with her. “Come on, baby. Let’s go to the bedroom,” I said.

      “Not until we find a place and sign the lease,” she said, turning away from me.

      I hated that she had that kind of power over me. It wasn’t fair. It made me so angry, thinking she could just control me by closing the thighs like that. One day, when I was nearly begging her for sex, she said, “If you want sex so badly, either sign a lease with me, or find someone else.”

      And I don’t think she realized that she gave me an idea.

      I was angry and I started thinking of ways I could let her know it. Yes, you could say that the relationship was, at that point, toxic. No man should try to think of ways to get revenge on his girlfriend.

      Porsha had a sibling. It’s hard to say ‘brother’ or ‘sister’, because the sibling was ‘gender fluid’. Now, I didn’t know much about that stuff, and still don’t to be honest, but I do know that they were born a boy and sometimes presented as a girl.

      And he (I’m going to just say he for the sake of simplicity, because I believe that he no longer presents as a girl at the time of writing this) looked alright as a girl. He would put on this platinum blonde wig, and he would put on this super-glossy pink lip gloss. The mascara and eyeliner would really make him look like a chick…

      He never tried to seriously pass as a girl though; he didn’t wear bras stuffed with pads. He didn’t do anything to his voice—though his voice wasn’t super deep naturally, so it wasn’t too strange.

      Sometimes, when I would watch movies with Porsha, Danny would come in (his name was Danny, even when he was girl-presenting) and sit with us. He would sometimes stretch his legs over my lap, which I’ll admit was a bit weird at first, but I got used to it as just one of Danny’s quirks. Porsha would stretch her legs over my lap too, so I would have four legs on me. Thankfully, Danny never had leg hair, otherwise I probably wouldn’t have been tolerant of it.

      I never talked much to Danny. Danny never talked much to me. In fact, I think we’d only ever had one conversation that lasted more than a few minutes, and I couldn’t even tell you now what it was about.

      But one time when we were watching a movie, Danny’s bare calf was right on my crotch. And every time he adjusted, it would rub—and all of that rubbing… well, it made me a bit aroused. I’m sure he felt it... how could he not? But he didn’t move. I looked over at him and saw a slight smile on his face. I looked away quickly and tried to will the boner away.

      Skip ahead a few weeks to the middle of my big fight with Porsha, concerning living together. We hadn’t fucked in two weeks, which is a lot for a new relationship. I was still angry with her. We were watching a movie together, and it was late. Danny was with us. I looked over and noticed that Porsha was sleeping.

      Danny was girl-presenting at the time. He was wearing something that I’d bought for Porsha a couple months earlier: a nighttime gown that was meant to be worn when we were being intimate—so I was actually a bit miffed that she’d lent it to her brother to wear.

      I was about to head home when Danny stretched his legs over my lap, as he often did. No—it wasn’t a sexual thing, believe me; it was just a quirky young man being quirky. He had a lot of little quirks. In fact, there’s a chance that he’s mildly autistic, and was never diagnosed.

      Anyway—

      He had his legs high, with one right on my crotch. I looked over at him and he smiled at me before looking back at the TV.

      I wasn’t attracted to Danny. Sure, there were some cute features, but Danny wasn’t my type. But I was so angry with Porsha after another night of being refused sex. I suddenly thought, ‘It would make her so fucking angry if…’.

      I looked over at Danny’s lap, and could see the slight bulge of his dick in that tiny little gown. So I reached my hand on and rested it gently on his lap, near his dick. I didn’t look at him; I just… rested the hand there.

      And then, a minute later, he quietly reciprocated, inching his body over slightly with a subtle move, making my fingers slid from his thigh to his cock.

      At first, I did nothing. I could feel the soft bulge. I waited a minute… and then two… and then I started gently moving my fingers, just caressing that bulge as if I was petting a little mouse.

      I felt it throbbing. I felt it getting bigger. I kept petting it. Then, I very subtly wrapped my fingers around the defined girth. With very small movements, I stroked it. Finally, I looked over and saw Danny looking at me, biting his bottom lip.
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      He took the skirt of that nightie and lifted it up, revealing his panties—stretched thin because of his fat erection. I picked the panties away, peeling them down, letting the fat cock out.

      I took the cock and began jerking it.

      Danny nodded his head as a sort of way to let me know he approved.

      Then, he carefully got onto his hands and knees, face down between my legs. I got my cock out for him, and he sucked me, with Porsha sleeping right next to us. While he sucked, I reached down his back and managed to get a finger into his asshole.

      I let Danny suck me until I came in his mouth. Then, he leaned back, wiped his lips, and that post-nut-clarity hit me hard. I realized what I’d done. Not only had I cheated on my girlfriend, but I’d done it with her little brother… and it wasn’t done.

      Now, Danny was motioning down to his erection, as if to say, ‘Your turn.’

      I didn’t want to do it—especially now with a clear head… but there was an intense pressure to return the favour. I figured I could do it quietly and carefully.

      So I leaned over, clutched his cock, and put it into my mouth. I tired not to wince—especially a minute later when a sweet shot of pre-cum sprayed onto my tongue. He ran his fingers through my hair. It was weird; my brain was confused. There was a cock in my mouth, but he smelled like perfume…

      And then he reached around and pushed a finger into my asshole, making me gasp. I didn’t like that… but I didn’t say anything. He fingered me while I sucked him.

      I sucked him for fifteen long minutes. He groaned, and I knew he was about to ejaculate. I braced myself, lips pressed firmly around his tip. I was prepared to be grossed out—but determined to swallow so there wouldn’t be any evidence.

      Like an idiot, he loudly groaned the word, “Fuck!” Cum sprayed in my mouth—and there was lots of it.

      “What the fuck!?” I heard Porsha scream. The worst part was that I kept my lips on that cock until he was finished cumming—and then I turned to look at her, to see the horror on her face. She kicked me out of the house and I never saw her again.

      But I did see Danny at least a dozen more times. We would hook up occasionally—until he moved away to go to college.
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      It was my senior year in high-school and there was a new guy named Kevin. He seemed super lonely all the time, and I felt bad for him, so one day I asked him if he wanted to hang out. He told me that he had the new X-Box and had a ton of games for it, so we agreed to go to his house.

      At his place, we played Halo (which was brand new at the time). We played for a few hours, and then I noticed that his parents still weren’t home. He told me that his parents only came home every few days. His dad worked on oil rigs and his mom was some sort of OR-nurse who had three-day-long shifts, and would take naps in a nap room at the hospital.

      I was about to go home when he turned on his TV and changed the channel to a porn channel. I turned pale when I saw a girl getting railed hard on the screen. Kevin sat in a recliner and just started watching, as if it was a totally normal thing to do. “What the fuck are you doing?” I asked, looking at the windows; the curtains weren’t even closed.

      “What? You don’t watch porn?” he said.

      I didn’t know what to say back. Of course I sometimes watched little clips when I was jerking off—always without sound, even if I was home alone. I’d never seen porn on a big screen, with the sound turned up.

      I was strangely terrified. It was so… graphic, and for him, it was so casual.

      He even knew the porn-star’s name. “Jenna Rogers is so fucking hot. Look at her tits bouncing. Can you imagine being with a chick like that? You can sit if you want.”

      I didn’t want to. I told him I had to leave, so I left. Then, the next day, he invited me over again. I went over to play Halo. He made a pizza for us to eat. We talked about girls in our class. Kevin was actually pretty cool… except for the weird porn thing—which happened again, suddenly. He turned on porn and sat down. “Just watch it. It’s not a big deal,” he said.

      So I sat. I watched it. It wasn’t like anything I’d ever seen before; I’d only ever watched free porn clips on grainy websites. This was high-definition, on a big screen. You could see every little bead of moisture on those pussies.

      I went over again the next day. We played more games and watched more porn. I have to admit, after a couple weeks, I started getting more used to it. Sometimes we would joke about the scenes. Sometimes it led to us talking about girls—and I’d always been too shy to talk about girls with my other friends.

      But one day, while the porn was playing, Kevin said, “This scene is so hot.” He put his hands in his pants and started playing with himself.

      I was stunned. It was so… shameless. He looked at me and said, “How can you see this and not want to jerk off?”

      I don’t know why, but I wanted to make him think that I was ‘cool’, I guess, so I put my hand into my hands and gently played with myself. We just sat there doing that. He grabbed a tissue from a nearby box, stuffed it into his pants, and groaned. Then, he laughed as he showed me the dripping wad.

      “Ew,” I said.

      “Oh, quit being so weird,” he said to me.

      And that happened a few more times over the next couple weeks. Then, one day, it escalated to him actually pulling his cock out and stroking it in the open. I didn’t want to seem scared, so I did the same. He gave me a nod and a smile, happy that I wasn’t being too ‘prudish’, but I have to admit that it was a bit weird.

      We would just jack off next to each other. Then came the dares. “Last one to cum has to lick the other guy’s dick.”

      With a pounding heart, I agreed to the deal. Thank God I came first—though it was weird when he licked my dick: a quick lick and then he wiped his tongue with his hand. “Nasty!”

      The next day was, “Last one to cum has to taste the other guy’s cum.”

      We did it. Again, I came first by pumping myself hard and fast. He actually licked my cum off of my thigh.

      Then, one afternoon, while we were both jerking off next to each other, he reached over with a stretched-out arm, and he grabbed my dick from me. He started pumping it. He laughed and said, “I bet you like that, fag.”

      I was frozen. I didn’t like it, to be honest. It felt weird, and I wasn’t gay. I asked him to stop. But then he said, “How’s about this for a dare? You come sit in this chair with me and we jerk each other off. Whoever cums first has to finish the other guy off with his mouth.”

      I was horrified… but I wanted to seem like none of this bothered me. I wanted him to think I was cool, but I couldn’t understand why I cared at all. I got into his chair, with our bodies pressed tight together. I reached over and grabbed his cock, which was bigger than mine. Without looking at it, I started jerking him. I really didn’t want to have to suck him.

      He spat into his hand and began to do these twisting motions. It wasn’t like anything I’d felt before… and it felt good. And the chick in the porn was moaning and squirting, and I had a serious squirting fetish.

      I came.

      He roared with victory. Then, he grabbed his dick and waved it at me. “Give me my prize, buttercup.”

      And I did it. I got on my knees and I sucked him. I only did it for a minute—that was enough. I spat his cum out while he laughed. “You’re so gay,” he said.

      I was angry with him—and, obviously, embarrassed. I didn’t want him to think that I was gay, because I wasn’t.

      That happened again—twice. One time I had to suck him again, and the other he sucked me. He insisted it wasn’t actually gay. “It’s not like we’re kissing. It’s just for fun.” And for some reason, that made sense.

      Then, we were playing Halo, and he said, “Let’s do a one-on-one—first one to die ten times loses.”

      “And what?” I said.

      “The loser has to put on my mom’s lingerie and makeup—and shave their legs...” His face turned dark red. “And they have to take it in the ass.”

      “What!?” I snapped. I was horrified. “Why would you even want that?”

      “What? You scared?” He had a dark gleam in his eye.

      I agreed to the dare.

      I lost the game.

      I was lightheaded and dizzy as I went to his parents’ bedroom. I felt sick as I stripped down and put on his mom’s lingerie, which was crusty at the crotch—probably from some ages-old creampie that had fallen out of her. Kevin had a wig for me: brown and curly. He made me stuff the lingerie with wads of tissue paper, so it looked like I had tits. I shaved in his mom’s bathtub.

      Then, Kevin insisted that I dance for him while he sat in a chair and jerked himself off. He kept laughing, as if it was a joke. He told me to suck him, and when I tried to refuse, he said, “It’s going to hurt if it goes in dry.” So I quickly sucked him and spat on his tip.

      Then, with my back to him, I sat down on his lap. I slowly took that big cock in my ass. He put his hands on my hips and pulled me down hard. I yelped in pain. He began to thrust into me. It wasn’t slow, passionate sex; it was hard porno-inspired fucking—and it hurt. I tried not to cry. He pumped me hard and he kept telling me that it was so much tighter than he expected.

      I covered my face with my hands, out of shame. I felt him cum in me.

      He made me ‘fart’ the cum out onto his lap. “Yes!” he roared when I did it. “That was so fucking hot!”

      And the worst part was that I felt a strange satisfaction every time he called me hot.

      The next day, the dare was the same: the Halo loser had to get dolled up and put out—and I was the loser again. He fucked me in the kitchen, pumping me hard, making me scream.
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      He came in me again and made me spread my cheeks to make ‘cum farts’. “Fuck, that’s so fucking hot.”

      The next day, he made me do it again. He begged me to let him film it with his camcorder, but I refused.

      “Let me just get a closeup of the cum farts,” he begged. “Your face won’t be in it.”

      “No,” I said.

      After a couple weeks of this, I would just show up and there would be an outfit out for me; the ‘bet’ aspect was just forgotten, and it was just expected that I would get dolled up for him… and I always did it, worried I was somehow going to make him upset in some way. I would get dolled up and we would play video games for a couple hours, him caressing my shaved thighs.

      Then, he would fuck me.

      And one day, he went too far and made me so angry. He was fucking me on his parents’ bed. He pulled out, and I thought that he was just taking a short break so he wouldn’t cum too fast. Then, I felt something hard and big push into me. I screamed; it hurt so bad. He had pushed a fucking eggplant into my asshole! Oh God, the pain was so intense, I rolled around on the floor and I cried. Then, when he rolled his eyes at me, I screamed at him and told him that he could go and fuck himself from now on.

      I never talked to him again.

      And now, I literally can’t climax unless I’m wearing panties.
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      I had a friend growing up who lived with his dad. His mom was totally out of the picture—I think she was messed up on heroin or something.

      The dad was a bit younger than the other dads; when my friend, Aaron, was born, his dad was just seventeen.

      His living room was a home gym. Whenever I went to Aaron’s house, his dad was always lifting weights. He had arms the size of my torso. And almost every night, he would bring home a seemingly different girl. Aaron was always embarrassed. “He’s got like… ten girlfriends.”

      One time when I was over, his dad was railing some chick, and she was screaming so loudly from the bedroom. Aaron was dark red with embarrassment, but I told him that it was cool. “Your dad is like the biggest Chad in town.” Aaron, for some reason, didn’t think it was so cool; he hated it.

      I should point out that I’m bisexual, but mostly liked girls… but Aaron’s dad made me lightheaded. One time, I walked into the kitchen and he was curling sixty-pound dumbbells, and I could see all of the veins in his bulging arms, and I nearly started drooling. Hell—that might have been the moment I realized that I was attracted to men.

      Aaron was straight; he was hopelessly in love with this girl, Sandra, but he never talked to her. He had a picture of her as his computer background, which was kind of creepy since they weren’t even really friends. He would always get so angry when I teased him about her. “I’m going to ask her out,” he would always say, but he never did.

      He was straight, but he was really into fashion—particularly fashion-design. He had a number of female friends who would come over to model for him. He had a sewing machine in his room and spools and spools of different fabrics. Kids at school would tell him that it was the ‘gayest hobby in the world’, but he was actually really good at it (and now, he makes mid-six-figured working for a huge design firm, so he got the last laugh).

      One day, I went to his house and saw that he had a camera set up, with a backdrop, and a bunch of lights that he’d gotten recently for Christmas. He asked if I would help him take pictures for his fashion school submission. A girl named Carla was coming over to model his clothes.

      But she cancelled. Aaron was bummed out. I saw that his reference pictures all cut out the faces, so I said, “Can I just wear the clothes?”

      We laughed about it for a bit, and then he shrugged his shoulders and said, “It’s worth a try.” I shaved my legs in his bathroom, because I honestly didn’t care. I wore a man-bun at the time, so I let it down and primped my hair up with my fingers so it would look more girly on my shoulders. Then, I put on one of his dresses and Aaron took some photos of me. We laughed. Most of the photos were terrible. We ended up stuffing a bikini top with water balloons, which helped to make me look more like a girl in the photos. It also helped that I had the body of a thirteen-year-old twink (I was eighteen).

      We took photos in the various outfits, and then Aaron’s camera died. He didn’t have a second battery. We tried charging that battery, but after charging for ten minuets, it only lasted two minutes before dying again. He went online and saw that the nearby drug store had some in stock. I didn’t want to go with him because I had put on some lip gloss (because my lips were showing in some pictures). So he ran out to get the new battery.

      I went to the kitchen to get water. Aaron’s dad was shirtless, sweaty, and working out. As I was sipping water, I saw him staring at my body in the window reflection. My heart started racing instantly. I bent over slightly, trying to look a bit more ‘slutty’. I saw in the reflection that he was still staring at me.

      I went to grab one of those little bags of chips that you get at Halloween. I purposely dropped it on the floor. “Oops,” I said. I bent over to pick it up, and then I turned to look at Aaron’s dad and saw that he was blushing all over.

      “Where’s Aaron?” he asked.

      “The store, getting a battery. I’m just modelling for his college application.”

      “He couldn’t get one of his girlfriends to do it?”

      I shrugged my shoulder. “She cancelled last minute.” I was blushing. It was embarrassing, being dressed like that in front of such a manly man.

      I noticed that he was trying to hide his crotch. He was wearing a pair of tiny shorts and nothing else. It was a moment before I noticed that he was erect.

      I jumped up on the counter and said, “How long have you been lifting?”

      “Fifteen years,” he said. “Every day.” He gaze moved up and down my body. “Did you shave your legs?”

      I nodded my head. “For the pictures.”

      My gaze moved to his erection. Now, he wasn’t even trying to hide it. It was almost like he wanted me to see it, pushing out his little shorts. I felt faint. My heart raced. Was he attracted to me?

      Then, I could feel a throbbing of my own. I bit my lip. I looked down and saw that I was hard, so I tried to cross my legs, but that just showed him my ass.

      “How long will Aaron be gone for?” he asked. His voice cracked slightly, which was kind of cute—and surprising.

      “Probably another fifteen minutes.”

      There was a silence, and then he approached me. I said nothing, dropping right to my knees. It happened fast. I had a fat, sweaty cock in my mouth suddenly. I sucked him while he put his hands behind his head and made his muscles bulge and flex.

      God, he was so hot. I’d seen some of his girlfriends, and they were stunning, always at least ten years younger than him, always with big tits and great figures. Now, he wanted me… and that was so fucking hot.

      He literally picked me up and spun me around before bending me over one of his weight benches. He tugged down my panties and mashed his giant cock into me. He pushed slowly while I gripped the edge of his bench, and then he started pumping with loud grunts. Beads of sweat dripped onto my back (the dress had an exposed back). He pumped me hard. His sweaty muscles rubbed all over me, and even made spots on the dress.
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      He came inside of me, and then quickly said, “I just heard Aaron’s bike. Go get cleaned up.” He spanked me so hard on the ass that I yelped.

      When we were taking pictures fifteen minutes later, Aaron said, “There’s some shaving cream or something on your leg.” I looked down and saw that it was cum, draining out of my ass.

      I blushed and wiped it up. “How did we miss that before?” I asked. I heard his dad chuckle from the other room, and I felt kind of ashamed of myself for being such a whore… but I was proud of myself for bagging the hottest guy in town. I laughed again a few nights later when I heard my mom talking with some of her friends about how handsome Aaron’s dad was.

      The day after he fucked me, he messaged me on Facebook and begged me not to tell anyone. “And delete this message too—please,” he said. I deleted it out of respect. I was a bit embarrassed that he wanted it kept so hushed up, but I understand why.
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      I was very lucky to have an uncle who was the dean at a very prestigious university, because my senior-year grades were nothing to call home about, but my uncle pulled a few strings and got me accepted.

      My dad’s sister (my uncle’s wife, of course), sat me down before I started at that school and said, “Mark, listen carefully, because this is important. Your uncle did you a really, really big favour here. And his reputation is hinging on you being successful. Believe me when I say that it wasn’t just a matter of penciling you in. A long person got a rejection letter so that you could have a spot at the school.”

      I was determined to prove to my family that I deserved to be at that school. I even spent the summer upgrading a couple of my high-school grades, despite it not being necessary, now that I was accepted.

      My first semester was good. I managed to focus and I managed to get really good grades—top of my class in a couple courses.

      It was my uncle’s recommendation that I join a fraternity to improve my academic resume. The fraternity he went to at my age was considered one of the most prestigious in the entire state, and he told me that he could pull some strings to get me in.

      I was a bit reluctant to accept the offer, because again, some applicant would be rejected so that I could get in… but my father insisted that I take any advantage in life that I could get, so I let my uncle submit me for the fraternity, Kappa Omega Pi.

      I very quickly found myself regretting my uncle’s offer. Yes, I was accepted as a junior member, but I could immediately sense the resentment on the faces of the other members. It was super-obvious during initiations; they kept giving me easy tasks to complete, lofty goals, and when we had charity events, they would put me in the easiest positions. I was given a room in the house, shared with another guy, and he never talked to me. Hardly anyone in the house ever talked to me. I would walk into the room, and everyone would just go silent, as if they were afraid I was going to squeal to my uncle if they said anything inappropriate.

      I found out after a couple months that there were ‘events’ that I wasn’t being invited to—including events that were literally for junior members⁠—

      Hazing rituals.

      I overheard some of the junior members talking about a past weekend, where they were forced to stick their heads into spider terrariums. Of course, I wasn’t being included because the hazing was being done secretly, because our state had recently outlawed hazing rituals.

      I overheard more stories over the coming weeks. One guy was forced to streak around the neighbourhood. One guy had to wear a diaper all day (without changing it), after they made him take a large cup of Metamucil—yes, disgusting, I know...

      So you may question why I went to the fraternity president to say, “I know that you’ve been doing some initiation rituals with the new guys. I hope that you would consider including me. I promise that I won’t say anything to my uncle.”

      He turned red, worried that he’d been caught, but he smiled and nodded his head and apologized to me for not including me. That weekend, they came into my room with a pint of raw eggs. They put the eggs down on my dresser and said, “You don’t leave this room until you drink the whole thing!”

      It was disgusting… but it seemed like a weak hazing. I couldn’t help but feel like they just whipped that idea up to appease me, to make me feel included… and yes, I just wanted to feel included, but I still felt like they were going easy on me. So I said to the president, “You can treat me like the other new members. I can take it.”

      For weeks, it was more of the same: they would surprise me with silly little tasks, and I just knew they were making the other new guys do so much more. I probably should have just been happy… but I wasn’t. I wanted to be treated like an equal.

      During our Christmas party, I singled out the frat president and told him, after consuming a few drinks, that I needed to be treated like the other guys. “You all go too easy on me,” I told him. “And it’s honestly humiliating. I just want to be treated like the rest of you.”

      “No, you don’t,” he said.

      “Yes, I do.”

      He rolled his eyes and rejected me. I had a few more drinks, and he did too. Late that night, when he was very intoxicated, and I was too, I approached him again. “Just me me do the shit you make the other guys do,” I slurred.

      “You don’t want it.”

      “Yes, I do,” I growled.

      “Fine,” he said. “You asked for it—remember that.” He got a few of the other senior members, consulted with them, and then they took me to the house basement. The pulled out a box, which was filled with women’s lingerie—but first, they made me lay on a table while they took turns waxing my body (they had me strip naked first).

      I was embarrassed, but happy that they were finally embarrassing me. I just wanted to feel like I was earning my spot at that fraternity.

      When they waxed my pubic hair, I screamed so loud, one of them had to cover my mouth, worried a neighbour would hear and call the cops.

      They waxed my ass, my armpits, my chest—everything below my head.

      Then, they sprayed me with perfume and made me put on some lingerie. I felt embarrassed, which was perfect. Finally, I’d been properly ‘hazed’.

      And I thought that was it, and then, with all of those senior members standing around me, they gave me the actual task. “You have two options: resign tomorrow from the frat, or go and suck our esteemed guest’s cock.”

      I turned pale. They told me that I had to go up to the top floor where our guest was staying (we had a guest room where we occasionally hosted special speakers and other esteemed individuals, including successful fraternity alumni). They told me I had to keep his cum in my mouth and present it to them downstairs to prove that I did it.

      “What if he rejects me?” I asked, heart pounding, stomach churning.

      “He won’t. You’re his type,” they laughed.

      “He has an appetite for femboys. Just walk in, crawl under the covers with him, and suck him off.”

      I didn’t want to do it. I was straight. I was repulsed by the idea of being near another man’s penis—never mind putting one in my mouth! And the thought of tasting cum. I was already gagging.

      But I asked for this… and I was drunk enough to think that I could do it.

      I went up the stairs. I wobbled in the heels they made me wear. I went into that room and saw the sleeping figure on the bed. I felt so disgusted. I assumed he was just going to yell at me and throw me out of the room, and then I could say, ‘It’s just a hazing ritual! It’s not like I actually wanted to do this!’

      I carefully lifted the covers. He was still sleeping. I saw his hairy legs and knew he was naked. I crawled under.

      “Who’s there?” a sleepy voice growled.

      I didn’t answer. I just went for my target. I reached between the legs and felt the soft warmness of a dick.

      I tried not to cringe. I remembered the ultimatum: suck him off or resign from the fraternity.

      Now, he was frozen. He wasn’t kicking me out. I was stunned. He pulled back the blanket, but I couldn’t see anything in that dark room. I don’t think he could see me at all. His hand reached down and he felt my side, feeling that tight lingerie.
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      Fuck. He was into this.

      I looked at the throbbing silhouette between his legs: a fat cock, hardening, stretching, growing.

      I had to do it.

      So I bent forward and put it in my mouth. I kept my eyes closed. I sucked. He groaned. He reached down and grabbed my hair, pulling gently, massaging my scalp. I felt so ashamed of myself, every second of that blowjob—and it wasn’t fast. I thought it would take two minutes… but no—it went on and on. My jaw was so sore by the end of it: at least thirty minutes of bobbing my head on his hard old man cock.

      And then came the worst: an unannounced cumshot right into the back of my throat. He growled loudly. The cum was so bitter, and so thick. I gagged. I wanted to spit, but I knew the objective. As soon as he was done cumming, I jumped off the bed and sprinted out of the room, nearly falling down the stairs in those heels.

      I rushed to the basement and saw the guys sitting around smoking cigars. They all looked at me, and I opened my mouth, showing them the cum. They clapped for me and then told me to swallow.

      It was horrible… especially the next day when I saw my fucking uncle in the kitchen of that house, making a coffee. “What are you doing here?” I asked.

      “I came down to my my annual Christmas speech,” he smiled. Later that morning, he pulled me aside, looking a bit nervous. He awkwardly asked me if the senior members ever make me complete uncomfortable tasks.

      “N—Not really. They made me eat raw eggs once.”

      He smiled. “That’s it?”

      I nodded my head.

      He seemed relieved. I felt sick. I tried to hide my nausea, knowing that I’d given my uncle a blowjob.
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      There was this new online game and all of my friends were playing it. It was one of those free-to-play games that were really popular at the time… some people called them ‘free to play, pay to win’, because truthfully, in order to win, you had to pay for ‘gear’ and better characters and whatnot.

      So keeping up with my friends was a challenge. First of all, my parents limited my screen-time to an hour per day, and three hours per day on weekends. Meanwhile, my friends were all allowed to play as long as they wanted (Liam had moved out, into a small basement suite, and would play for more than fourteen hours each day). Worse—my parents would not let me spend a dime on the game. Meanwhile, my friends were spending hundreds to make their characters as strong as possible.

      But I found a way to remain competitive. I made a second character: a female avatar—and I would walk around in the game pretending to be a girl. I would ‘beg’ guys to help me with quests, and then I would sweet-talk them into giving me any extra game-currency they could spare, or rare items they found. Then, I would transfer the money and items to my main character, so I could play with my friends.

      It was a good little hustle, and sometimes I would even get better items than my friends had, and I never had to pay a dime.

      But one day, the game released an update with new features, and one feature was the addition of voice chat. Suddenly, it was a lot harder to fake being a girl, because when I told guys that I was a girl, they would almost immediately ask me to prove it by entering a voice channel. Sure, I still found the odd guy who believed that my computer didn’t have a microphone—but as the weeks went on, it became harder and harder.

      And once again, my friends just pulled away from me, and even stopped asking me to play with them. They would always tell me that they were busy, and then I would see them online, playing together. One day, I called them out, “Just play with me,” I said.

      “Honestly, man,” Liam said. “You kind of ruin our rank whenever we party with you.”

      And yes, it was true: when I played with them, we would lose more often than not. The game would pair us with people equal in rank to the highest rank in the party—and that was not me. So usually, I would get ruined while the other guys scrambled to make up the difference.

      Of course I was embarrassed, but I was determined to find a way to get to their level. I would watch tons of videos online to get tips on how to play better.

      But it still wasn’t enough. So I started practising my ‘girly voice’. I would spend hours recording myself talking into my phone, playing it back—and even watching YouTube videos on how to sound more feminine. Then, I would go into the game, with my girl character, and I would try to convince guys that I was a girl. At first, I was called out a lot. Guys would call me a ‘faggot’ and the usual slurs.

      But I got better at it… I started tricking guys. Some guys would even add me as a friend and would constantly send me stuff, hoping I would play with them. I would play it up, “Aw, you’re so sweet! Thanks so much!”

      One guy sent me an item that cost one-hundred dollars in the micro-transaction shop: the most expensive weapon in the game. “You’ll need this for the next time we play together,” he messaged me.

      Another guy sent me one-thousand gold, which was more gold than I’d amassed playing that game.

      Guys were constantly messaging my account, flirting with me… and I would flirt back, because the more I flirted with them, the more they sent me. I would send little voice messages, trying hard to make my voice sound ‘sexy’. “You look, like, so hot in your profile picture,” I would say to them.

      And, of course, they would ask for pictures of me, or for my ‘socials’.

      I found very fast that the more I gave them, the more I got—for better or worse.

      One man sent me photos of himself, naked, erect. The sight of him made me queasy, but I sent a voice message back. “Fuck, you’re so hot.”

      He sent me a video of him ejaculating onto himself—and he sent me a couple ultra-rare game items. Over the next week, I would send him flirty messages every day, feeling a bit like some sort of phone-sex worker. “I love it when you stroke yourself to the sound of my voice, baby,” I said.

      He asked me to send him a five-minute clip of me talking dirty, for him to masturbate to—and I did it. He sent a video back, with my voice in the background, ending with him spewing onto his abs.

      It was gross—I regretted watching it.

      “Send me a picture of you,” he said.

      I found a picture online and sent it to him—and he called me out on my bullshit almost instantly. I guess he knew how to reverse-search photos, and found that I stole it from Google. He blocked me, and I felt embarrassed.

      A week later it all started up again with a new guy, with me getting new items in exchange for sexy voice clips. And soon, he was asking for pictures of me.

      I wasn’t super tech-savvy. I didn’t know how to reverse-search images at the time. I didn’t know what I could get away with—but I had an idea.

      I figured if I could sound like a girl for a voice clip, I could look like one for a picture. My sister had various wigs for costumes. I borrowed on (without her knowing) along with some makeup. I grabbed one of her hoodies, which had cat-ears sewn on it, and I took a shy photo of myself, covering my lips with my fingers (it was something girls were doing at the time).

      He sent me back a picture. In the picture, he had printed out my photo. Now, there was cum on my face, and his erect cock resting on that photo.

      I blushed all over. “Hot,” I wrote to him, but really, I was grossed out… but getting used to it.

      I felt a bit fluttery, knowing that I could arouse a man like that. It was a weird feeling. I’d never had any luck attracting girls, but attracting dudes was downright easy.

      I did this for about six months, with close to one-hundred guys. It escalated too—I shaved my legs, my armpits, my crotch. I would send guys pictures of my smooth asshole. I even stuck a small dildo into my ass and sent pictures to guys.
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      There was a guy who started buying me everything. He was a rich young guy with super-wealthy parents. He had free access to their credit card. He managed to convince me to give him my address. Days later, he was sending me lingerie regularly, from a website called Agent Provocateur. I went to the site and saw that their clothes were upwards of $500 for certain outfits he was sending me.

      I learned to tuck my cock so I could send him pictures of everything. He spent thousands of dollars on game items for me. Now, I was better suited than Liam.

      All he wanted in return was for me to flirt with him… sometimes we would even Skype. I fucked myself with that small dildo on camera a few times for him. He would cum all over himself every time.

      But it all ended one day when I was recording a video for him and I failed to hear my sister’s car pulling into the driveway. I was faking a super-loud orgasm, with a dildo in my ass and $800 lingerie on my shaved body when my sister threw open my bedroom door, thinking she was going to find me with some girl.

      Instead, she saw me in her makeup and one of her wigs, with a toy in my ass. I pulled it out and pulled and blanket over my body. She screamed and slammed the door.

      She didn’t bring it up later—or ever; we’ve literally never talked about it. I stopped the whole female persona thing right then and there, because the mere thought of putting on a wig makes me remember that horribly humiliating moment—and my friends don’t even play that game anymore (nobody really does).
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      I started going to the gym to try to put on some weight. I was 128-pounds and most of my friends were at least 170. I hated feeling so small (I was only a couple inches shorter than average).

      My first day in the gym was humiliating. I went to the squat rack, put twenty-five pound plates on the bar (a total of 95 pounds). I’d been told that a beginner should easily be able to squat their bodyweight, so I figured a good 30 pounds less would be no problem.

      But when I went to squat, my legs began to shake and buckle. I tried to stand back up, but I lost my balance and the bar hurt my shoulders—so I fell backwards. Instead of coming to help me, everyone just stared at me with sad, pathetic looks on their faces.

      I went home and told myself that I would never go to the gym again. And I really planned to stay away, but when I was walking to school the next day, a guy approached me on the streets. “Hey man, are you okay?” he asked.

      I blinked a few times and shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah, why?”

      “I saw you take a fall at the gym yesterday. It looked like it hurt.”

      I turned red. I looked him up and down. He was surely a gym regular, with huge arms and a thick torso. He easily weighted twice as much as me. “I’m fine,” I said. “I think the gym just isn’t for me.”

      “Dude,” he said. “Don’t get that into your head. You can do it.”

      He asked for my name, and then he added me on Facebook later that day. He started messaging me, telling me to meet him at the gym. “I’m going to take you under my wing,” he told me.

      I reluctantly agreed to meet him at the gym—and honestly, he was so helpful. He showed me how to use the various machines. He spotted me. He was so encouraging. He would pat me on the back so hard that he would knock the air out of my lungs.

      And he was committed to helping me. Four times a week, we would meet at the gym. In three months, I managed to gain fifteen pounds, thanks to his diet advice—and I would say half of it was muscle. I was benching double where I started. I could squat 150-pounds quite easily. I really did appreciate everything he was doing for me.

      I was no longer embarrassed to go to the gym… as long as he was there. But there were days he was busy; I would show up to the gym, and feel instantly overwhelmed. I didn’t like being there alone. I felt like people were looking at me. Of course I know it was in my head… but I would leave quickly, and avoid the gym unless my hulk-friend could be there with me.

      I know it sounds so lame, so pathetic, but it’s the reality.

      I was outgrowing my old gym clothes. So one day, my friend said, “Let’s get new gear together.” It was a bit weird, going shopping at the mall with a huge dude. I will admit that I felt a bit like a gay twink boyfriend walking around with him. He even bought me lunch, as if I was his date. But he was so manly… and he was always flirting with girls… there was no way he was gay.

      We went to buy me a new pair of shorts, and he picked a pair of super small black shorts off of the rack. “These are good,” he said.

      I blushed. They were so tiny—and I was fairly sure that they were women’s shorts, with thigh cuts and high hip-tapers. “Maybe something longer,” I said.

      “If you wear anything longer, you’re just going to look self-conscious. Don’t hide your legs. You’ve worked hard to have the start of a good body, bro.”

      He actually convinced me to buy those little tiny shorts. I had to buy new underwear, because my underwear were literally longer than those shorts.

      And then he had me buy what seemed to me like a very feminine tank top. It was dainty and cut in a trendy sort of way—not like some manly tank top Tom Cruise wore in Top Gun. It even had a lace pattern down the back, which seemed… strange.

      But he was convinced that it suited me, and I’d never been very fashionable, so I trusted him.

      He got me doing dumbbell leg extensions in the gym. He told me the leg extension machine was for beginners—but I was pretty sure I’d seen him doing it many times before. The dumbbells hurt on my ankles, pulling at my leg hair. “You should shave your leg hair.” He actually did shave his legs, so I figured there was a good reason—and maybe the dumbbell rubbing was that reason.

      So I shaved my leg hair before our next session.
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      Then, he started insisting that I shower with him after working out. There was a large shower area in the changing room. I preferred to shower at home. I didn’t really want anyone seeing me naked… but he insisted that showering at the gym was a sort of ‘right of passage’. I thought that it was just part of the gym lifestyle.

      When I got into the shower, I made the mistake of looking over when he started talking to me. I saw that he had a huge cock—like, nine inches flaccid. I felt so embarrassed by my little cock, my little body.

      My hair was getting shaggy. I had a hair appointment booked. My gym friend called me and asked me to meet him at the gym. “I’m getting my hair cut,” I wrote back.

      And then he freaked out. “Why!?” he said on the phone, calling me up. “Why the fuck would you do that? I thought you were going for, like, a Jason Momoa type thing!”

      “I’m not really into long hair,” I said. “This is the longest it’s been.”

      “No,” he said. “You can’t cut it. You need to grow it out. Bro—I didn’t even tell you this, but there was a chick in the gym the other day and she was talking about you with her girlfriend. You’re her gym-crush, bro. And she loves the hair. Just leave the hair, man.”

      But I felt weird about it.

      Yes, I’d put on a bit of weight, but it was mostly in the thighs (and ass) because he had me doing so many squats. I didn’t exactly look manly… especially with those girly shorts, that tank top—and my long hair.

      But I trusted my friend. So I cancelled the haircut. I kept growing it out, though I felt like it just made me look androgynous.

      My buddy got me, again, onto the squat rack. “We’re going to go for a PR today,” he said. He loaded up the bar for me, and then he stepped up close behind me. “I’ll spot you.” But he was close… really close.

      “This isn’t my PR weight,” I said. It was much less than my PR weight, and he surely knew that.

      “It will be a rep PR,” he said. “I want you to do at least twenty reps.”

      I was confused. He never let me do more than eight reps of anything. But I did it, with him standing right behind me. Every time I squatted down, my ass would rub on his lap. “Good,” he kept saying. “Slow it down.”

      He would squat low with me, as if I needed him there to be ready for me to drop the bar—but the weight was easy.

      I could feel his big cock. I could feel it rubbing between my butt cheeks. By the end of that first set, I could feel that he was hard.

      I tried not to look down when I was resting before the next set—but it was almost impossible not to notice the huge bulge in in pants.

      During the next set, he was erect the whole time. His big boner rubbed on my ass. He even let out a groan.

      And then he did it again for another set.

      Then, instead of getting me to do extensions or calf-raises or lunges, he said, “Let’s call it a day. We don’t want to push it too hard.” So we went to the showers. When I looked over at him, he was fully erect.

      I looked away quickly. He kept showering, but his cock remained hard. He didn’t even try to hide it.

      As I was leaving the shower, he grabbed me by the arm. I tensed up and turned to face him. He was blushing all over. He motioned for me to turn around, so I did. He pushed on my back to bend me over—so I bent.

      I felt his tip slide up to my asshole. He let out a groan. “You’re so hot,” he growled—and then he spat. I felt his spit land on my ass. He used his cock to spread it to my hole.

      I closed my eyes.

      He fucked me. I grabbed onto a shower bench. I held on tight. His fat cock stretched me painfully. He kept spitting onto his cock to keep it lubricated. “Ow,” I kept saying. But he never slowed down. He kept going deep.

      “Don’t cum in me,” I whispered.

      “Why?”

      “I just don’t want that,” I said softly.

      “Fine,” he said. He pulled out and came on my back.

      I went back into the shower to wash it off. When I came out, he was already gone. After that, he started sending me dick-pics on Facebook, but I never replied to him. I stopped meeting him at the gym (I stopped going to the gym altogether).

      The gym put out a promo picture online a few weeks after, which was taken while I was there with him. I’m in the background of that picture, but you wouldn’t know that it’s me, because I literally look like a woman. I don’t know how he convinced me that those shorts were appropriate for a man to wear—and that top. It was literally a girl outfit.
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      This story does not have a happy ending, unfortunately…

      I’m a freshman at college, and I don’t know anyone except for Kelsey, who I went to high school with, in another state. So I start hanging out with Kelsey a lot, which is awesome since I had a crush on her all through high school, but I never had the nerve to talk to her.

      It turns out, she’s really cool. We like a lot of the same stuff: movies, music, drawing. We are even majoring in the same field.

      Our friendship, at times, feels more like a relationship. Sometimes she stays over at my house, and even sleeps in my bed (we don’t kiss, but sometimes we spoon). She tells me that she used to spoon all the time with her childhood best-friend, who is a guy. I guess that’s her way of saying, ‘just because we’re spooning doesn’t mean we’re dating’. But I have a feeling that there is some sexual tension brewing.

      I’m a virgin, so now I’m nervous and careful. Had I had more experience, I would have definitely made a move on Kelsey—but I was scared of ruining a potential relationship. Plus, she was my only friend.

      One day, she tells me her childhood bestie is coming to visit. I’m, naturally, a bit nervous, because she recently told me they like to spoon—and she showed me a picture of the guy, and he’s tall and blonde and muscular (everything I’m not).

      I pretend not to be worried. “He can stay here if he needs a place,” I say, mostly because I don’t want him staying at her place, alone.

      “Really?” she says, perking up. “That would be great.”

      I’m thrilled that she isn’t going to be alone with him at night… but not so thrilled that a stranger is going to be in my house for a while.

      She tells me that he recently told her he’s ‘bicurious’. She starts making jokes, “Are you going to be his lucky first?” I laugh along, because they’re just stupid jokes.

      The guy shows up. His name is Devon. He’s even taller than he looks in photos. He looks intimidating, with a rugged jawline and huge shoulders. Within minutes of arriving, he leaves to find a gym, and he’s not back for three hours. When he’s at the house, he’s quiet and keeps to himself.

      Kelsey comes over and insists we all go out for dinner. We go to a ramen place nearby. Devon has never had ramen before, but likes it. He orders a second bowl, which is crazy because the bowls are huge. The dude has a huge appetite. I hardly eat half of mine.

      We all go back to my place. We stay up late, chatting, watching TV. Devon makes a bed on my couch, Kelsey slips into my bed with me. I feel like a king… I feel like Kelsey is going to be my girlfriend soon, if she’s not already; I just need to make a move and make it official.

      I think about it all night, and in the morning, when she wakes up next to me, I admit that I have feelings for her. “I’ve always had a crush on you.”

      She blushes, but looks nervous. “I’m not really ready to settle down,” she tells me, which honestly breaks my heart. But then she says this: “You would really have to prove to me that you’re the right guy, that you would do anything for me.”

      “I would,” I say confidently. “Anything.”

      She smiles. Then, she leans over and kisses me: just a short peck. “I’ll think about it. Okay? Please don’t be upset if I decide it won’t work.”

      “Of course,” I say.

      We all go out for breakfast together. Then, Kelsey goes to class and I do the same. I get a text from Kelsey; she wants to all go out for drinks together.

      After a few drinks at the campus bar, Kelsey asks Devon, “Have you been with a man yet?”

      Devon looks embarrassed. I was a bit embarrassed for him—and a bit annoyed that Kelsey would put him on the spot like that. His ‘bisexual’ admission to her was made in private, and now she was drunkenly sputtering it aloud in a busy bar.

      “Not yet,” Devon says

      “Maybe Brett can be your first,” she says, giggling at me.

      I blush. I smile. I say nothing. It was awkward. All night, she keeps making jokes. “You two look cute together.”

      Then, Devon says, “I told you that I was bicurious, not gay or bisexual. It’s just… a curiosity. I’m not afraid to admit it.”

      Devon is taking Kelsey’s drunken behaviour quite well, and he isn’t letting her humiliate him.

      “Why not be curious with Brett? You can find out together if you prefer guys or girls.”

      We both blush. We are both embarrassed. But that night, Kelsey comes to my bedroom and does more than spoon with me. She gets naked and she slips into the bed. She rolls on top of me, pulls down my pyjama pants. “This doesn’t necessarily mean anything,” she says, and she lowers herself onto my cock.

      She has a tight pussy. She gushes with each bounce. My bed is soaked by the end of it, but I’m on cloud-nine. I just lost my virginity. Now, I’m trying not to jump up and down, trying not to scream it out my window.

      Then, Kelsey makes one final drunken comment that makes me uncomfortable. “It would be so hot if you let Devon fuck you.”

      She passes out a few minutes later. I hardly get any sleep. I feel so weird about the whole thing, but so elated that I lost my V-card.

      The next day, sober, Kelsey keeps making little ‘jokes’, but I’m no longer sure that they’re jokes. “Devon isn’t my type,” she tells me. “I’ve always preferred smaller guys. But I’ve seen his dick before. I don’t care if you prefer women—there’s no way you could look at a dick like that and not want to bounce on it.”

      The ‘joke’ makes me uncomfortable. I don’t like to think that Kelsey is a slut. I don’t want to think that I lost my virginity to some filthy chick who gets around with anyone.

      At dinner that night, when talking with Devon about an old Japanese movie that we both like, Kelsey rolls her eyes and says, “The two of you need to get a room already.”

      It’s really starting to seem like she wants us to have sex. But I’m straight.

      Back at the house, we open a bottle of wine, all three of us. We have a few drinks, and then suddenly, Kelsey wants to talk about Devon’s sexuality again. I can tell that he’s annoyed, but he’s being polite. “Honestly, Kelsey, I don’t know that I could be with a man. I told you that I like the idea—but the reality is, I’m not attracted to men when I look at them.”

      “What can that even mean?” Kelsey asks.

      “It’s just what it is. I don’t find manliness attractive.”

      “What about a feminine man?” Kelsey asks. Then, she springs up, eyes glittering. “Let’s just play a game! Entertain me!”

      She gets an outfit out from her purse: a small pink dress. She thrusts it into my hands and smiles. “Get dolled up,” she says. “You have a feminine frame.”

      I’m humiliated, but try to act unbothered. I smile. “I don’t know, Kelsey.”

      “Just do it,” she says, and I can see a serious look in her eye. I suddenly remember that I told her I would do anything for her, and I can tell that she is remembering the same thing now. This is my chance to prove to her that I’m willing to do whatever for her. Plus, I don’t want to embarrass her. I don’t want her to be left feeling rejected and stupid—even if this was a stupid idea.

      So I put on the dress. I even let her put a bit of lip gloss on my lops. She ruffles up my hair and makes a comment about how my haircut is kind of girly.

      She shows me to Devon. “Huh? What do you think?” she asks.

      He blushes and smiles and says, “I don’t know what to say.”

      “Do you want to fuck him or not?”

      Devon is silent, trying to be polite, trying not to hurt anyone’s feelings.

      Kelsey drinks more wine. I quickly realize that she might have a drinking problem. Between dinner and that bottle, she’s up to eight drinks. When I go to use the bathroom and come back, she’s passed out on the couch. “What happened?”

      “She can’t handle her liquor,” Devon laughs.

      And then I see Devon looking at me. I haven’t taken that dumb pink dress off yet.
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      But the look in his eye… does he actually want me?

      He walks up to me and says, “Shh.” He put his hands on my hips, and then he says, “You actually look really hot.”

      “I—I like girls,” I tell him.

      He unbuckles his belt. Kelsey is now snoring about ten feet away from us. He slides down his pants, and I see that Kelsey wasn’t lying: he has a giant cock. I’m instantly frozen. He steps even closer. He reached under my skirt and yanks down the panties Kelsey insisted I put on. He grabs me by the cock and his face turns dark red. He pulls our cocks together, which is humiliating because his is about four times the size. He begins to mash them together, and it actually feels good.

      “We shouldn’t,” I say.

      “I’ll tell Kelsey she should date you,” he says suddenly. “She asked me what I think about you two dating today.”

      I’m tense all over. Is he really making this… deal?

      I look down and see that he is getting hard… and so am I.

      He leans in and kisses me. It’s a slippery kiss, lubricated by lip gloss. As our lips mash together, he clenches our cocks hard together.

      Then, he pushes me to my knees. Seconds later, I have an enormous cock in my mouth. I suck him while he groans. He helps me up and takes me to my bedroom. He spreads me out on the bed, on my back, and he slides his cock into my asshole. He fucks me hard, and seemingly lasts forever. He pumps me so hard that my cock gushes cum onto my stomach. I scream so loudly. I’m not sure how Kelsey doesn’t wake up.

      He pins my arms so I can’t move. He stuffs my panties into my mouth. He chokes me and slaps my face, and he rolls me over and spanks my ass so hard that I yelp.

      And he cums inside of me with a loud groan. It’s actually really hot… I look into his eyes and I feel so sexy, so naughty. I reach out and grab his biceps. I feel his sweaty, hard, bulging muscles. He starts to kiss me, which is a bit weird because I can feel his stubble.

      The next day, when Kelsey starts joking about me and Devon fucking again, I end up saying, “We actually did it last night, while you were sleeping.”

      She doesn’t believe me at first, and a part of me wants to tell her I’m just joking… but I want her to think that I really would do anything for her.

      She’s shocked. She messages Devon, and he admits to it as well. Kelsey tells me that she’s in disbelief. But then she says, “This is seriously kind of hot.”

      That night, when she comes over to hang out, she says, “I want to watch.”

      “Watch what?” I ask.

      “You two fucking. I’m so pissed that I didn’t get to watch.”

      Devon approaches me, but he’s tense. He tries to kiss me, but pulls away. “I just can’t,” he says. He explains that there was something about me being dressed like a girl.

      So Kelsey volunteers to strip naked, giving me her dress. I feel a bit weird getting dolled up again. She even puts lip gloss on me again. Now, Devon tries again. This time, he’s less nervous about grabbing me and groping me. Kelsey sits and watches, giggling, occasionally clapping, occasionally saying, “This is hot.”

      I suck Devon’s cock again, trying to appease Kelsey. When Kelsey says, “Now suck her cock,” Devon replies, “I’m not really into doing that.”

      I feel a bit embarrassed, but honestly, I don’t want him to suck my cock. So instead, I’m bent over the couch. Devon puts his fat log of a cock into my asshole and gently pumps me.

      Kelsey, naked, comes up next to me and bends over beside me. She giggles and looks into my eyes. Then, she holds my hand.

      Devon pulls out of me and penetrates her.

      He fucks her for a few minutes before switching back to me. Kelsey moans loudly. She has an intense orgasm. She squirts and screams and says, “I fucking love your big fucking cock!” She’s into it… really into it.

      She groans with annoyance when Devon switches back to me. He tries to finger her while fucking me, but she begs him to come back, so he does. Kelsey eventually tells me to get on my knees, to lick his balls while he fucks her, so I do. She squirts on my face while I tried to lick Devon’s cock and balls, which are thrusting hard in and out of her tight pussy.

      He cums inside of her. Kelsey begs me to eat her out afterwards, so I do—and it’s messy. I get cum all over my face and somehow in my hair, and all over that dress.

      Devon leaves the next day, and I’m relieved… and then heartbroken when Kelsey sends me a message, “I had a long talk with Devon at the airport. He has feelings for me, and… I really want to see where things will go with him. I hope you understand.”

      So, long story short, I let a guy dress me up like a girl and fuck me for absolutely no reason.
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      I knew that she wanted to spice up the bedroom. I honestly couldn’t remember the last time I made her orgasm. It didn’t seem to matter how hard I tried; I could masturbate before we fucked, so that I could last for an hour or even two… but an hour of thrusting wouldn’t make her cum. I would go down on her for an hour… nothing. Sometimes I would look up while eating her out and see her on her phone.

      My wife brought home a dildo one day and asked me to use it on her. Honestly, it was kind of hot, and the closest she’d come to an orgasm in ages… maybe a decade. The dildo was huge; it made me wonder if my small cock was the problem.

      Then she bought a pole—like a stripper pole—and had it installed in our bedroom. She practiced during the day. She danced for me a few times while I sat and jerked off (her idea), and she liked that at first, but then said that it just wasn’t turning her on. “You just aren’t that excited,” she told me.

      But I was. I was very excited. I tried to convince her I was excited—because it was true. But she didn’t think so.

      One night, while drinking, she blushed and said, “Wouldn’t it be hot if another guy watched me dance?”

      It was a weird thing to say.

      “Just imagine a guy getting off to me, and being so jealous that I’m yours.” Her eyes flashed; she was seriously excited by the idea.

      “I can make it happen,” I said, feeling nervous, but a bit excited too—because it seemed taboo, and it wasn’t like the guy would be touching my wife…

      I put out an ad on an adult classified website saying, “Looking for a man to watch my wife pole-dance.” I figured it would take a few weeks of reposting the ad to find an interested man… but it was only ten minutes before I had five interested men in my inbox.

      I picked one and told him to come over Friday. I told my wife and she blushed with excitement. The man showed up on time. I went with them to the bedroom, and then my wife looked at me and said, “Just sit outside, okay?”

      “O—Okay,” I said. I assumed I would watch too.

      I sat out in the other room for thirty minutes. I kept an ear on the door, worried the stranger was going to touch my wife.

      After the guy left, I asked my wife, “What ended up happening?”

      She blushed. “He took out his dick and jerked off.”

      “That’s it? He didn’t try to touch you, right?”

      “He put his hands on my hips for a minute,” she said.

      “Why?”

      “Well, I gave him a lap dance.”

      “W—While he was naked?” I asked.

      She blushed. “I was just dancing, Frank.” She seemed a bit annoyed that I was so worked up. So I tried to calm myself down.

      “I know,” I said.

      “I did a little lap dance. I worked the pole. He got off.”

      “But you didn’t like… touch his dick, right?”

      She shook her head. “Like, it maybe skimmed me while I was dancing—that’s it. Relax, Frank. I didn’t cheat on you.” Then, she grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me into the room. She sat me down in the chair and said, “I’ll show you everything I did.” She danced for me. She gave me a hot lap dance (which involved her grinding my bare cock, but no penetration). Then, she said, “That was all—but I’ll do more for you.” She went to her knees and sucked me, and then she sat on my cock and I lasted all of five minutes.

      It was amazing. She even had what sounded like a small orgasm—the first since around the time we got married. It was amazing. So, of course, I scheduled another guy to come over to watch her dance. This time, she agreed to film it, so I could see what she was doing—just for my own peace of mind. Minutes before the guy showed up, she looked at me nervously and said, “Would you be mad if I took my clothes off for him?”

      I froze. I felt a bit dizzy. “Maybe just… your boobs?”

      She smiled. “Okay. I’ll keep my panties on.”

      It was forty minutes before he left. Then, I watched the video to see what she did. There was a lot more touching than I was comfortable with: her on his lap, him with his hands all over her, even squeezing her breasts. At one point, he sucked her nipples while she rocked back and forth on his erection—and he tried to pick her panties off—but she teased him and slipped back onto the pole.

      He jerked himself off while she was slowly humping the pole.

      I didn’t love it… but again, my wife was so turned on that she pulled me into the bedroom and we had passionate sex. Maybe this was the spice-up we needed. It really seemed like she was more in love with me for letting her do this. Maybe it made her feel less ‘chained up’.

      And honestly, that video was hot. It was hot, seeing my wife making another man so horny; he couldn’t keep her hands off of her… and now I knew what she meant when she told me that I wasn’t ‘excited’ the way she wished I was. Sure, I could put my hands on her and grope her and kiss her… but I couldn’t remember the last time I was as horny as the guy in the video.

      Once a week, I had a guy come over. I would always watch the videos after, to make sure I wasn’t being cheated on. Sometimes I felt like boundaries were being crossed—like when a guy came while she was grinding him. She giggled with his cum on her ass—and I didn’t like the idea of another man’s seed touching my woman… at least it wasn’t inside of her.

      But my wife was turned on, and took her sexual energy out on me.

      But I felt weird about her doing this with me in another room, so one day, I said, “I would like to be in the room, watching.”

      “I’m just scared you’ll weird the other guy out.”

      “I don’t think I will,” I said. “Plus, I want to see you looking sexy too.”

      She blushed and she said we could try it—so two days later, a stranger came over and he understood beforehand that I would be in the room—so I was in the room. It was a bit weird when he took his meat out. With a racing heart, I did the same. When he started stroking himself, I did the same.
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      My wife gave him a lap dance. She rubbed her firm ass on his fat cock. I felt a bit weird about it. She even grabbed his shaft and quickly gave it a rub; I wouldn’t say she jerked him off, but she felt him and stroked him and he liked it.

      This went on for a few months. My wife liked it, but I could tell she wanted to take it to another level. Guys would always ask if they could fuck her, and she would always hesitate. Sometimes she would look at me, as if she wanted me to say, “Sure, go ahead.”

      And one night… I did it. I said, “If he wears a condom… but no kissing.” I don’t know why, but I couldn’t emotionally stand the thought of her kissing another man.

      Then, I watched as she was fucked by another man. He went balls-deep. He fucked her hard, on our marital bed. She screamed and moaned and squirmed. He sucked her breasts and felt her body all over, and she stared into his eyes.

      I felt a bit sick afterwards, but did my best to fuck her when the man left and my wife offered herself to me. I hated that I’d become a cuck, and that my wife wanted to be with other men. I couldn’t satisfy her the way other dudes could… and that hurt.

      But I wanted her to be happy, so I let her do it.

      For the next month, when guys would ask if they could fuck her, she would look at me for approval first… but then, that stopped. After a while, she just started nodding, smiling, assuming I was okay with it. The guys always wore condoms. And I always sat there, hoping she would ‘invite’ me in, but she never did; I just sat and watched my wife being fucked by total strangers, all of whom were bigger and could fuck harder and faster than me.

      One day, I said to her, “Maybe I could join in one night.”

      She got a bit pale and thought about it for a moment. “I just think that would make the other guy uncomfortable,” she said.

      I tried to convince her that it wouldn’t be weird, but she was so against it; she had a counter for everything. “Don’t you like fucking me after?” she asked.

      I did… and didn’t; it was complicated. I felt weird about it. I wanted to think that only I could make my wife happy, but it seemed more and more like only I couldn’t make her happy.

      Then, one day, she said, “If you found a guy who was… bi… maybe you could join in.”

      I thought it was a bit of a weird suggestion… and it made me nervous… but it made sense, at least with her justification. So I agreed. I found a guy who was bi, and he came over to watch my wife a few nights later. Then, while she was giving him a lap-dance, he slipped it into her—no protection, no warning. I was mad, but I didn’t say anything.

      She gasped, and then she moaned. He began to thrust up into her… and I felt totally violated.

      But she liked it. She smiled and moaned. Then, after a few minutes of me thinking I was being left out again, she looked at me and said, “Are you going to join?”

      I smiled. I walked over. I stroked myself to get hard, but then the man put his hands on me. He guided me down next to my wife, and he went behind me.

      “Wait,” I said with a nervous laugh—but he didn’t wait. He pulled out of my wife and he pressed his cock into my ass. My wife was so absurdly wet that his cock was slick, naturally lubricated—no amount of clenching would stop it.

      I gasped. It all happened so fast. My wife grabbed my hand and squeezed while another man fucked me.

      But it only lasted a few minutes. He pulled out and picked up my wife’s panties. “Put these on,” he said.

      I was dark red. My heart fluttered. I clutched the bed sheets. I felt so much shame. I hated my wife seeing this… this isn’t what I thought would happen… but what exactly did I think when we agreed to get a bisexual man?

      I just thought I would get to take turns fucking my wife, but that wasn’t the case. Now, I was putting on panties—and then he asked me to put on my wife’s lingerie, which had been discarded during her strip-tease. I put it on while he fucked my wife—and then he fucked me again while my wife held my hand.

      I moaned loudly. It kind of hurt; he was really big. He wasn’t using a condom. It just felt dirty and wrong and I knew I would regret it forever… but I was still letting him do it.

      But my wife was so turned on. She was moaning just watching me getting fucked. She kept spanking my ass. “Take it, baby,” she kept saying. “Take it like a slut.”

      The man saved his cum for me, unloading inside of me. It felt awful. I felt every gush, every gooey splash.

      We had him over again a week later. This time, my wife asked me to wear lingerie under my clothes before he arrived… and I did. “He seems to like it,” she smiled. And suddenly, our sex life was all about pleasing our ‘bull’—that’s what she called him.

      He became a regular at out house: three nights a week. I wasn’t gay, or even bisexual, or even interested in crossdressing, but every couple of nights, I would put on lingerie and sometimes even makeup, and a well-endowed man would fuck me and my wife together. Some nights he would only fuck her… and then there were the nights he was only interested in me.

      Some nights he fucked me hard—so hard that I screamed (and would even beg him to stop, forgetting our ‘safe word’) and he would keep going hard until he climaxed inside of me. Some nights he came on my face. He rarely ever came on my wife—maybe one time ever. It was always on me. He would tell me to open my mouth, to swallow his loads. He would make me suck his cock, covered in anal sex. He would slap my face, choke me, spank me… He was quite abusive—and extremely dominant.

      But one day, my wife said, “We should find a new bull.” When I asked her why, she said that she suspected our current bull was having a lot of unprotected sex with gay men, and was worried we would catch something. So we ‘fired’ our bull and found another guy who was more interested in her than me. We experimented with me dressing up for him, but he wasn’t into it. In fact, he wasn’t into me much at all (he occasionally asked me to suck him along with my wife).

      Otherwise, I would just watch him fuck my wife.
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      The individual who wrote this story would like to point out that this happened years before he met his wife.

      LUKE’S STORY

      I was single… but not by choice. I had Tinder, and would match with the odd girl, but nobody mind-blowing. I would go on awkward, nervous dates that would lead nowhere; I was just struggling to find a girl to connect with…

      And also, I was a virgin, so sex was on my mind. The idea of sex absolutely terrified me. I was so worried that it was never going to happen. I couldn’t even get as far as a kiss with a girl, so how was I supposed to get a girl to take her clothes off and spread her legs for me?

      I made the foolish mistake of going onto 4chan to vent about my problem. I attached a lonely Pepe meme and then the advice started coming in. One anonymous user said, “Just download Grindr and fuck a trap. Get it your virginity out of your system and build some confidence.” I’m sure the comment was meant to be a joke… but it did get me thinking.

      I’d experimented with those ‘fuck local single mom’ websites—but they were all scams; there were no single moms, just bot accounts and lots of horny, lonely men. I tried those websites where women make accounts to cheat on their husbands—but again, it was all fake. I even went to one of those websites for ‘ugly’ girls to find horny guys, but even those accounts seemed fake.

      Because girls don’t need to go onto dating apps to get laid; they just go to bars and guys do all the work. Guys hit on them, buy them drinks, and beg them to come home. It would be so easy to just show up somewhere and wait for guys to make the moves.

      So, as a joke more than anything, I downloaded Grindr. I swiped right on every super-feminine guy. I didn’t expect to make any matches… but then my phone began to buzz. I was actually matching with the town’s ‘twink’ population.

      I wasn’t attracted to them. I was really just trying to boost my confidence, and it was kind of flattering to have guys tell me that they thought I was ‘hot’. Girls never said stuff like that to me.

      So for days, I found myself flirting with twinks. When they would ask to meet up, I would find excuses as to why I couldn’t. I would string them along so that they would keep sending me compliments.

      Some guys sent me naked photos. I wasn’t into dudes, but it was flattering to think they were thinking of me, and feeling tingly between the thighs. I awkwardly sent a few guys pictures of myself.

      I will admit, though I’m ashamed to, that I filmed myself masturbating and ejaculating onto my own stomach. I sent it to a man who begged me for it.

      In the meantime, I was still trying my best with Tinder. I was still trying to find a girl to flirt with, to exchange naughty photos with. I couldn’t understand why gay men were so happy to chat with me, but girls wouldn’t even say ‘hi’.

      I kept swiping on Grindr too, enjoying the compliments that guys would send me. Sometimes (and yes, I know this sounds pathetic), I would just cover their photos with my thumb and pretend that girls were sending me those messages, and not guys.

      But one day, on Grindr, I paused on a profile. It was a boy… who looked a hell of a lot like a girl. He had thick lashes, wore eyeliner, had plump lips (maybe lip fillers), and had long shoulder-length blonde hair. His clothes were… feminine, but I wouldn’t say they were made for women.

      I didn’t expect to match with him, but we matched—and then we started talking, and it turned out we liked a lot of the same things. He asked if I would play DOTA with him, so we played. On voice chat, he had a kind of girly voice. He would call me ‘cutie’, and he would giggle like a chick.

      It was only a couple of days before he started sending me nudes, always with his cock tucked between his thighs. He owned a great deal of women’s lingerie. His legs were always shaved smooth—his crotch too. He had very pale skin and rosy cheeks.

      Feeling naughty, I asked him to send a picture of his asshole, and he did it. He had a smooth-like-butter ass and a little pink hole. It really looked so girly.

      He asked me for pictures of my cock, so I sent them. He asked for pictures of my asshole, and I was a bit embarrassed to send one, because my hole was so dark… and hairy.

      Then, he said, “Let’s just meet up and fuck.”

      My heart was racing. He’d send pictures of his backside—and from behind, he looked like a girl. I was sure that I could do it; I could fuck him and convince myself he was a girl.

      So we met up. In person, he was slightly more masculine than in the photos. I guess he was careful with angles and whatnot. His profile was more masculine, but from the front, he looked girlish. Now, he was wearing dark eyeliner and he had his eyebrows darkened—and he was wearing perfume.

      The perfume was nice.

      He blushed. “You’re taller than I thought you would be.”

      “You’re taller than I thought too,” I said. I thought he would be almost a whole foot shorter.

      There was an awkward silence. Then, he stepped towards me. He put his hands on me. He giggled nervously. He tilted his chin up. “Kiss me,” he said.

      I could see his Adam’s apple now. There was a manliness about him that I just couldn’t look past… but I couldn’t let him down now. I didn’t want to offend him. I leaned in and kissed him.

      He had squishy lips. They were plump. I’d only kissed one girl before, in the tenth grade, on a dare. Her lips were thin and rigid and there wasn’t really much moisture or tongue usage.

      But now—his tongue was in my mouth. His fingers slipped into my hair. Kissing turned into making out. His fingers found my cock and he began to grope at me.

      I was having serious second thoughts. I wanted to leave. The kiss was good, but that just made me feeler weirder about this. In that moment, I was sure that I really just wanted to be with a girl.

      But I wanted to be polite. I wanted to see this through for reasons I really couldn’t quite understand.

      He dropped down and sucked my cock, which felt good. I closed my eyes and tried to pretend I was being sucked by a girl.

      Then, I caved to an urge—asking him to put on something more girly.

      He smiled and nodded his head. “Of course!” he said with that gay-ish twang (and I don’t mean that in a rude way, it was just the sound of his voice). He bounced off, and I thought about running…

      Then, he came out in an incredible black one-piece. It was lacy and strappy and—my God, he looked like a woman. I was so relieved. My heart bounced. I was instantly turned on. “Fucking hot,” I said with a smile.
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      He blushed all over. So we went to the bed and continued making out. He made a few weird comments, like, “I love making you taste your own cock.” He put his tongue in my mouth after sucking me. I couldn’t really taste anything.

      He stuck a butt plug in his ass, which had a long fox tail attached to it. He asked if I wanted one, but I politely declined. He put on fox ears to match the tail and asked if he looked cute. “Adorable,” I smiled.

      He really liked sucking my cock. I liked rubbing his body, clad in that satin and lace. I really felt like I was with a girl.

      “Roll on your tummy,” he said to me. So I did. I just thought it was more foreplay. Then, he mounted me from behind, slipping his smooth cock between my ass cheeks. He moaned.

      “You’re a bottom, right?” I asked nervously.

      “No,” he said with a giggle. “Is that okay?”

      I should have said no—but I was tense. I felt like I was on the spot—like when you go up to the counter at a store and the checkout lady tells you the item costs twice what you thought, but you’re too proud to put it back, so you just buy it…

      Now, he was penetrating me, and I was just taking it. I closed my eyes. I bit my tongue. I took it. A 130-pound femboy was fucking me in the ass. I was losing my virginity… but not as the dominant party. I was a straight man, losing my virginity to a dominant femboy.

      He used every inch. He fucked me hard. He lasted forever—literally over an hour of nonstop thrusting. At times it hurt. He kept rolling me around, fucking me on my back, on my stomach, on my knees, up against a wall, bent over the bed. He really liked fucking me with my legs spread wide, with him standing, and me on my back, on the edge of his bed. He giggled, watching my flaccid cock flopping from side to side.

      I just wanted it to end… even though it felt really, really good at times.

      He finished me off on my stomach, pumping his cum into me with a girly-sounding moan. Then, he rolled me over and giggled when he saw the big puddle of cum. “You liked that position, huh? So did I.” I looked and realized he made me cum by ramming my prostate for fifteen minutes without repositioning. I was humiliated. I said nothing.

      I swear to God that cum was coming out of my ass for days. It’s not like it porn, where it just pours out.

      We met one more time before I concluded that being fucked by a femboy was not for me; I really did want to meet a girl, and I wanted to be the one on top.

      But the second time we fucked, my femboy fling filmed it, and sent me the video—and sometimes when I’m really horny, I’ll watch it and the sight of me being anally dominated like that will make me cum in seconds.
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        JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

      

      

      Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

      I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      
        
        CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

        Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

        http://eepurl.com/O3CKz
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      So many people email me to ask about real-life feminization. Well, it just so happens that I’ve worked out a whole new course, available exclusively on Patreon. Join the ranks of many deeply-satisfied students, share assignments, and become the femboy of your (and many, many men’s) dreams.

      Join Femboy Academy on Patreon

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FIND ME ON PATREON!

          

        

      

    

    
      I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

      I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:

      

      
        
        THE PUNISHMENT

        FORCED

        TWINS

        LORI’S LAST FUCK

        THE GIRL TWIN (A Full-Length Novel)

        TRANS CAM WHORE

        GETTING READY FOR PROM

        DUBIOUS CONSENT

        PETRA’S FRISKY PHOTOSHOOT

        JILLIAN’S 14 INCHES

        THREE WISHES

        HIS BIGGEST FAN

        TRUTH OR DARE

        ONLY GIRLS GET A RIDE

        WEREWOMAN

        ROOMMATE DARES

        GETTING THE JOB

        MASSEUSE

        HIS NEW GIRLFRIEND

        CHEER FOR THE TEAM

        SWAPPED BY A GENIE

        SHAMELESS SHEMALE

        GENDER SWAP ON TOP

        ABDUCTION DREAMS

        NEW GIRL IN TOWN

        THE OPERATION

      

      

      
        
        And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

        Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

      

      

      
        
        https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent
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      Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

      Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

      And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.
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