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“I’m sorry Mark, but I can’t keep doing this. You keep coming back with women’s clothes and I try to believe that you’re not cheating on me. But I can’t do this anymore,” Ashley said.

I shook my head, “Baby, it’s really not what you think. I told you, they’re for me. I know that it’s not normal, but I just enjoy these things.”

She finished stuffing clothes into a suitcase and zipped it up. “Do you think that makes this any better? Do you really think that I want people to see me dating someone like you? I wanted a man when we got together, Mark. This isn’t what I wanted.”

I should have fought harder to keep her by my side, but I just let her go. Ashley never understood what I found so appealing about dressing up and that was fine. She didn’t need to. If the things that made me happy were such a problem for her, she could find someone else.

Who was I to tell her that I was still a real man? The thought made my heart sink. Even as she walked out of my house, I couldn’t really argue with her. Underneath my pants, I was wearing a pair of sheer black stockings and a pair of cute pink panties.

No, she was right. I really wasn’t the kind of man she wanted me to be. But it’s not like I wasn’t trying to be a good partner. I listened to her problems and I helped her as much as I possibly could, but that wasn’t enough for her.

I sat on the bed and sighed. If that was the kind of behavior I would get out of her, it might not have been such a bad thing that we broke up. I just hated how she went about it. She was a good friend before we started dating. Now, she was probably going to be nothing more than another person I saw while walking the streets.

At least I wouldn’t have to hide my clothes anymore. She used to think they belonged to other women. If only I was that lucky. Ashley should have known better, most women avoided me like the plague. Sissies weren’t exactly prime material for most women.

Sure, a lot of men hit on me, but I wasn’t gay. Men just didn’t hold any real appeal for me. I wanted a woman, with the soft touch and sweet personality that came with most of them. Ashley used to be like that. But that was the past.

I took off my pants and walked over to my dresser and pulled a skirt from underneath one of the drawers. The black and pink pleated mini-skirt was one of my favorite pieces of clothing that I owned. Tonight, I had an excuse to put it on.

My ex didn’t want embarrassed, but until word got around, I was going to make sure she had plenty of people questioning her tastes in men. It was petty, sure, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t going to do it.

Ashley accused me of cheating to get out of this relationship, so obviously, she didn’t care about me. Maybe she really didn’t trust me, but I’d given her no reason for that.

I giggled as I walked into the bathroom and took her makeup kit off the shelf. She wouldn’t miss it. As I applied my makeup, I made sure to do my very best. Tonight, I might just end up with another partner. Maybe not for the long haul, but a little rebound wouldn’t hurt.

Then again, once they found out I was a guy, they would probably feel pretty cheated. Oh well, burn that bridge when we get there!

I finished dolling myself up and by the time I finished, even I had a hard time noticing any masculine features. Perks of having low testosterone naturally. I put on a padded pink bra to match my panties and then tossed a black blouse on over that. Once I finished, I gave myself one last look in the mirror as I slid my heels on. I looked like I was going out to work the streets.

Perfect.

I looked through a few nightclubs and finally found one that seemed pretty interesting. The Wet Kitty, not the most proper name, but it certainly got the point across. Besides, their little motto seemed right up my alley. Women of all sorts for all sorts.

The drive took almost forty minutes, but when I pulled up to the rather inconspicuous club, I couldn’t deny that it had a certain charm to it. I smiled at the bouncer as I walked up and she smiled back. “ID?”

I pulled out my driver’s license and she chuckled, “Well, Mark, you might want to pick a girl’s name if you’re going in. Don’t worry, your secret is safe with me. Just make sure you tell that certain someone before you head to one of the back rooms.”

My cheeks burned from the embarrassment. I don’t know why this strong woman managed to make me feel like such a child, but I couldn’t pretend I didn’t like it. “How does Vicky sound?”

“Like you’re a cheap slut. Try something a little more dark. It’ll go with the aesthetic you’re rocking. Violet might fit you better,” she said.

“Sounds perfect. Thank you so much,” I said as she stepped aside and opened the door for me.

As I took a step forward, she gave my ass a rough spank, “Not a problem, Violet. Have a good time in there, baby.”

My butt stung a little from that smack, but I wasn’t going to pretend that I didn’t like it. Just a few minutes of being here and my hopes were already pretty high. I stepped inside and while it wasn’t a large establishment, it was packed. Out of the all the people inside, only two were men and one of those was the bartender. The other was on stage, gyrating his hips and being pretty much ignored by most of the women.

I quickly got the sense that most of the women that were interested in the man were there with friends. Before I even made it to the bar, a toned brunette woman approached me and smiled warmly, “Haven’t seen you here before. I’m Hannah, nice to meet you.”

“Violet, it’s my first time coming here,” I said.

“How’d you hear about my place?” she asked as she wrapped an arm around my waist. “And what can I get you to drink, hon?”

I loved how quickly she moved! As she guided me towards the bar, I called out above the music, “Online, my girlfriend dumped me. I wanted to find a place that could help get me back in a good mood. And I’m fine with a glass of water. I don’t drink.”

She smiled at me and nodded to the bartender, “Well, that’s good. Most of us don’t come here to drink. I’m sorry about your girlfriend though, do you want to talk about it?”

“Not really, she thought I was cheating on her. I wasn’t. I think she was just looking for a reason to leave me, honestly,” I said.

Hannah frowned, “Now why would she do that?”

I sighed, “Can I be honest with you or are you just being polite?”

“You can be honest with me. Trust me, everyone you meet here is a genuine person. The only ones you have to worry about are the chicks that haven’t been to the back rooms yet, they don’t know what they’re missing.”

That was the second time I heard about the back rooms. Surely, this was some kind of brothel. As long as it was optional and no one was being taken advantage of, I didn’t mind that. Hell, I would be lying if I didn’t think about selling my body to a few men if money got tight.

“Well, I’m not a woman,” I mumbled.

She nodded, “I figured. If you were, you would have heard about this place from a friend. It’s not exactly popular, but what exactly were you searching for to find my club online?”

“I’d rather not say.”

“Fair. Go on?”

“Well, my girlfriend thought that I was cheating on her because I like to dress up. She threw accusations about me getting my clothes from other women,” I scoffed. “Like women would even be interested in me in the first place.”

“You’d be surprised. Especially here. Just don’t take everything at face value and you’ll be fine,” she said. Hannah ordered a soda from the bartender and sipped it before turning back to me, “So what kind of play are you into?”

I arched an eyebrow, “What do you mean?”

“Sex. What are you into?”

“Honestly, I’m not all too sure. I’ve only been with women that expect me to be a lot manlier than I am. Not like I have a lot of experience with things,” I said.

Hannah smiled, “I can tell. But that’s not a problem. Were you looking to have some fun tonight?”

“Depends on what kind of fun.”

“The kind of fun that will leave you breathless and begging for more.”

“With you?” I asked.

She smirked, “Answer the question.”

I felt a little pressured, but not in a bad way. Having someone pushing me a little was wonderful. I hated always having to make the decisions for myself and my girlfriend. Occasionally, it was nice to just be guided along.

“I wouldn’t say no as long as you don’t have some kind of disease,” I answered.

“And just how long do you intend to be out tonight?”

“As long as it takes to enjoy myself?”

Hannah chuckled and nodded to my glass, “Bring that with you. You’re going to need it.”

I took my glass and followed her to the back room. She checked a few of the doors and finally found a room that wasn’t occupied. The loud moans that came from the other rooms were more than enough to get me in the mood to have a woman on top of me!

As she stepped inside the room, she gestured for me to follow her in, so I did. Hannah took my glass and walked further into the room. There was a single bed with four posts that took up most of the room. I noticed a few hooks in the ceiling, but I couldn’t think of what they’d be used for.

Then there two large chests in the back corners of the room. Before I could ask what was in them, she called out, “Are blindfolds and cuffs okay, Violet?”

“Y-You’re not going to hurt me, are you?” I asked.

“The cuffs are self-release if things get all that bad. There is a button you can press, but I encourage you to leave them on,” she said. She sat my glass down on the floor across the room from the bed to prevent it from being kicked over accidentally.

“I guess it’ll be okay then,” I said.

She headed over to the chest on the right side of the room and grabbed four pairs of cuffs and a thick, black blindfold. “Lay on the bed. Don’t worry about your clothes. They’ll be a mess before you leave, even if you did take them off.”

I wasn’t sure what she intended to do, but I wasn’t going to argue with her. If I was going to get laid, I would lovingly obey her orders. She was a gorgeous woman and I wanted to feel her pussy gripping my shaft. If listening to her was all that she wanted, that was easy enough to do!

I got on the bed and shortly after, she attached the cuffs to each of my limbs and then to a bedpost. Then, she put the blindfold on me and giggled, “I’ll be back in a second. Try to stay calm, okay?”

“Where are you going?” I asked.

“To get the others. Your first time here should be a real experience, shouldn’t it?” she asked in return.

Before I could answer, I heard the door shut behind her. Silence took the room. My heart thundered in my chest and I all I could think about was how in over my head I was. I’d just become single again, was this really what I should be doing? This couldn’t have been healthy.

A few minutes later, I heard the door open again and quite a few women stepped inside. The first voice that called out was a familiar one, but one I didn’t expect. “Nice to see you again, Violet. Hannah, did you see the ass she has on her?” the bouncer called out.

“Trust me, I’ve seen it. Why do you think I brought you in, Cecily?” Hannah said.

A few voices I didn’t know started commenting about my smooth legs, my pale skin, and the cute bulge in my panties. My cock shouldn’t have been described as cute, cute meant small!

“Do you think she’ll end up being one of us?” Cecily asked.

“Probably, I get the feeling that she would be happy here. We’ll see. For now, I don’t think you girls should worry about that. I think that our little Violet needs to be treated to a Wet Kitty special,” Hannah said.

There were more than a few giggles, then I heard the sound of a bottle being opened. If I didn’t know better, that had to be lube. What were a bunch of women doing with lube? Was I about to get pegged?

I couldn’t deny that I’d asked Ashley to do that a time or two, but she always turned me down. Still, it felt a little strange to be happening right now. What if they used a toy that was too big?

Someone stepped onto the bed and I heard a few chains clinking around. Then, my ankles were taken from the bedposts and lifted high into the air. “Such a nice ass!” Cecily moaned.

One of the other women called out, “Can I go first?”

Hannah chuckled, “Let me get her in position and then you certainly can, Becky. I’m sure Violet won’t complain about us using her mouth while you fuck her.”

The cuffs got attached to what I could only assume was a bar that had been hung from the hooks in the ceiling. My hips lifted slightly off the bed and I felt a pair of hands pull my panties up my thighs.

I opened my mouth to speak, but I felt someone’s warm, thick cock head touch my lips. Immediately, I pulled away. A hand ran through my hair and Hannah called out, “Don’t be scared, sweetie. We’re not going to hurt you.”

“B-But I thought you were women!”

“We are, surely you didn’t think you were the only one that had a cock in this club, did you?” Cecily said.

The cock pressed against my lips again and this time, I didn’t argue. As unattractive as men were to me, I couldn’t pretend that cock wasn’t appealing. That was the only reason I’d ever considered sleeping with a man.

I felt a second cock press against my pucker. The woman, who I could only assume was Becky, squirted some lube onto my ass and then pushed that thick cock into me. The cock slowly working its way into my mouth muffled my loud moan.

As wrong as it was, I loved how these cocks felt as they slid into me. The one in my ass soon started pumping into me in short, fast strokes. It was a little uncomfortable at first, but I was able to focus on sucking the one in my mouth for now. I heard a low moan and I hoped it was Cecily in my mouth. As big as her cock was, I really, really wanted to believe it was Cecily.

Someone released the cuff from my right hand and then pulled it to their cock and I started stroking them quickly. I didn’t care how much of a whore I must have seemed like to them anymore. I was enjoying myself and that was all that mattered! Ashley could have never made me feel like this.

Occasionally, I heard the sound of two women kissing each other and all I could do was imagine who it was. I hoped it was Cecily and Hannah, those two were the only ones I really knew and I didn’t care about who else was fucking me. As slutty as that was, I didn’t care. I needed this.

Another person released my other hand and I soon had both hands working on two cocks. Cecily was down my throat, and Becky continued to slam into my ass mercilessly. Each time she hammered into me, I felt my body jolt forth and then fall back into place. I never knew being four women’s little slut would be so god damn wonderful.

Becky started hammering into me with frantic strokes and I found out why shortly after. She lunged forward and let out a soft cry as her cock throbbed deep within my ass. Her hot seed flooded into my ass and she gently rubbed my thighs as she pumped me full of her cum.

Once she finished, she pulled out and stammered, “T-Thanks, Hannah.”

“You’re welcome, Becky. Next up?”

The cock in my left hand pulled away and seconds later, I felt it sinking into my ass. This woman was bigger than Becky, not by too much, but I could feel her cock reacher deeper inside me. I would have loved to take the blindfold off so I could see these women, but that would ruin some of the magic. Not knowing who was fucking me was more fun than knowing.

I needed to be their whore. I needed to finally get to do the things that Ashley must have been imagining me doing all along. Cecily finally pulled out of my mouth and Hannah replaced her. Hannah’s hands fell to the side of my head and she lifted me slightly before shoving her cock deep down my throat.

Cecily was letting me go at my own pace, but Hannah apparently wanted much more than that. She fucked my mouth almost in sync with the woman that was pounding my once-tight ass. I didn’t care. All I cared about was making sure I kept breathing while she fucked my mouth. Cecily pulled my hand to her wet cock and I weakly stroked her massive shaft.

I lost track of all sense of time as I was used by these three women. Finally, the woman that was hammering into my ass let out a whimpering cry and pulled out. “Watch out, Hannah!”

Hannah pulled her cock from my throat and no sooner than her warmth left me, I felt the hot splattering of cum fall onto my stomach, chest, and face. The blouse I was wearing would probably be stained, but I didn’t care. I was loving every second of being their bitch.

Someone slapped the woman’s ass and then I heard Hannah whisper, “Talk to you later, Penny.”

“Later,” she called out and stumbled her way out of the room.

Cecily chuckled and spoke softly, “I would hate to make you go last, Hannah. Fuck our little Violet while she’s still got a little energy left in her.”

“And what are you going to do?” Hannah asked.

I felt a warm hand grasp my cock, “I’m going to make sure she cums on herself. I think she’s earned at least one orgasm, don’t you?”

Hannah’s cock pressed against my ass and I let out a slight gasp as she pushed it inside me. She was thicker than the rest by quite a bit, more than I cared to admit. Not being able to see their cocks was frustrating. I just wanted to be able to prepare myself mentally for their size!

As she pushed her hips further into me, I couldn’t help but moan quietly. Her cock ground against my prostate with every slight movement of her shaft. “I think she’s been a good girl. I was a little surprised to hear that you wanted to join us, Cecily. You never play with the new girls.”

“Mm, I liked the way she talked to me. Maybe I’m just a little pent up,” Cecily said as she started stroking my cock.

Hannah’s thrust in sync with those pulls on my cock. Cecily had to keep her motions slow though, my cock was much smaller than Hannah’s… Getting that monstrous thing inside me took a little longer than it did for Cecily to finish a stroke.

They were just getting into a decent rhythm when my moans got louder. The stretching coupled with that satisfying sensation of being stuffed full was too much. The other two women were nothing in comparison to Hannah, and that was saying something. Never in my life had I been at this level of bliss.

I could smell Penny’s cum as I sucked in deep breaths to try and keep myself from cumming so quickly. It was all for nothing. As Hannah worked her hips faster into me, Cecily’s grip tightened around my cock and I let out a high-pitched cry. My balls tightened up and Hannah cooed, “That’s a good girl. Shower yourself in cum.”

Cecily chuckled and I felt my cheeks burning from embarrassment once again. What was it about Cecily that was just so damn special? I couldn’t put my finger on it, but there was no time to linger on that thought.

My cum shot forth and sprayed onto my face, neck, and chest. I’d never had such a powerful orgasm. My legs were mostly numb at this point from having them held up for so long, but my toes still curled. I could feel my body tighten around Hannah’s cock as the waves of ecstasy continued to pull me under.

Hannah groaned quietly and hammered into me one last time as she grumbled, “F-Fucking hell, she’s still tight…”

Once again, Cecily chuckled and her hand slid away from my cock. Cecily pulled away the blindfold just in time for me to see Hannah’s face flush pink as she unleashed a torrent of her hot cum deep into my ass. Hannah slowly pulled out and I could see that cum-covered cock glistening in the light.

Even as Hannah moved towards my mouth, I knew that I wasn’t going to argue. The three women that fucked me worked hard to make this little treat for me. Cecily put her hand on Hannah’s lower back and whispered, “Think she’s good enough to work here?”

I wasn’t even in the market for a job. Mine wasn’t that great, but then again, I wasn’t going to say no. If they could find something for me to do here, I would happily work my ass off just to have nights like this again.

“I’m sure we can figure something out. Open wide, Violet,” Hannah said.

Her cock once again disappeared into my mouth and the salty-sweet cum was a welcome reward. Cecily reached up and removed the cuffs from my ankles and started rubbing her hands up and down my thighs to help get the blood flowing again.

When Hannah pulled out of my mouth, Cecily looked at me, “I want you to be mine, Violet.”

“T-Then fuck me any way you want,” I purred.

“Not like that. I want you to be my girlfriend. Hannah filled me in on what I needed to know. You don’t have to make your mind up right now, but you should know that I don’t date often,” she said.

Hannah nodded, “I’m a little proud of her right now, Violet. She’s being a big girl and letting you know she’s interested. Come on back tomorrow if you want to spend some more time together. For now, Cecily has to get back to work.”

Cecily groaned and nodded, “Of course, but I expect to have your number in my phone before you go home tonight, Violet.”

I smiled at her, “Yes, ma’am!”
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