

Chapter 1: Patriotic Prank Exposed

The July sun beat down on the frat house lawn like a hammer, baking the air in thick, shimmering waves. I stood in front of the full-length mirror in my bedroom, admiring the reflection that I knew was god’s gift to the world. I was a specimen of white, collegiate entitlement - broad shoulders tapering to a lean, ripped waist, skin flushed with the confidence of a man who had never been told "no" in his entire life. My blonde hair was perfectly tousled and my blue eyes held a permanent, arrogant squint.

I adjusted my waistband, feeling the ridiculous scrap of fabric hidden underneath. The dare had been simple, stupid, and fueled by cheap beer and ego: attend the football team's legendary "Black Excellence" Fourth of July BBQ - the annual gathering to celebrate the team's Black players and the alumni, a roster that included current NFL starters and multi-millionaire retirees - wearing nothing but a patriotic G-string under my shorts. It was a prank, a power move. I’d walk in, mingle with the giants, laugh it up, and later reveal the secret to my frat brothers back home, cementing my status as the ultimate alpha who could infiltrate any space and mock it without consequence.

I smirked at my reflection, turning slightly to check the fit. The outfit was the uniform of my tribe: a pristine, white ribbed tank top that clung to my pecs like a second skin, paired with khaki shorts - cut high to emphasize the bulk of my quads. The fabric was expensive, technical material designed to breathe, though I knew the real heat was trapped underneath.

The G-string was a garish slash of red, white, and blue fabric in a chaotic stars and stripes pattern, with the letters "USA" printed wide across the front. The front pouch was barely large enough to contain my package, crushing my balls tight against my body in a way that was more restrictive than protective. The waistband sat high and sharp on my hips, an elastic line of fire that I knew was hidden only by the precarious margin of my shorts. The back was a thin, unforgiving strip of white cotton that started as a "whale tail" at the top of my ass cheeks and then vanished instantly between them, leaving both pale globes completely exposed to the air. It felt tight, foreign, and utterly degrading, which was exactly why I loved it. To me, it wasn’t submission; it was a disguise. I was a wolf in sheep’s clothing, or rather, a king playing the jester. I believed my own charisma was a shield.

I grabbed my phone, firing off a text to the group chat. 

Operation Freedom is a go. Watch the master work.

With a final, cocky adjustment of my shorts, ensuring the G-string was safely hidden, I headed out the door. The heat of the day was nothing compared to the fire of my own arrogance. I was walking into the lion's den, but in my mind, I was the one holding the whip.

◆◆◆

The walk over felt like a victory lap before the game even started. The air was thick with the smell of charcoal, lighter fluid, and the heavy, cloying scent of expensive cologne mixing with raw testosterone. As I turned the corner onto the frat row lawn where the  BBQ was in full swing, the wall of sound hit me first - deep, booming laughter and the bass of a rap track that vibrated in my chest cavity.

I straightened my spine, rolling my shoulders back to maximize my silhouette. I needed to look like I owned the place, not like I was crashing it. The yard was a sea of dark skin and muscle, a sprawling landscape of physical dominance that made my breath hitch in my throat for just a second before I shoved the feeling down. These weren't just guys; they were mountains. Current roster starters, alumni who looked like they could still bench press a car, all moving with a lazy, predatory grace that I tried to mimic but felt like a clumsy imitation.

I stepped onto the grass, the ground soft and uneven under my expensive sneakers. Immediately, the atmosphere shifted. It wasn't hostility, but something heavier - assessment. Dozens of dark eyes locked onto me, scanning me from my blonde hair down to my pristine white kicks. I felt like a gazelle stepping into a watering hole where the crocodiles were just watching, waiting to see if I’d slip.

"Hunter!" A voice boomed from the direction of the coolers. It was Marcus, a linebacker I’d had classes with. He was shirtless, his skin glistening with a sheen of sweat that caught the harsh afternoon sun. He walked over, his movement eating up the distance, and clapped a hand onto my shoulder. The impact was heavy, his palm hot and damp, gripping me with a strength that made my knees want to buckle. I locked my legs to stay upright, forcing a cocky grin.

"Marcus, my man," I said, my voice sounding thinner than I wanted it to. "Big turnout this year."

"Always is," Marcus said, his eyes dragging over me, slow and deliberate. He didn't look at my face; he looked at my chest, my waist, my legs. It was a look that stripped me bare, a look that felt less like admiration and more like a butcher inspecting a cut of meat. He squeezed my shoulder, his fingers digging into the muscle, hard enough to bruise. "You're looking... delicate today, Hunter. All cleaned up."

"Just keeping it crisp," I deflected, trying to shrug off his hand, but he held on for a second longer before letting go, his fingers trailing down my arm as he pulled away.

I moved deeper into the crowd, the heat rising. The sheer proximity of these men was overwhelming. I was squeezed between broad, bare chests and arms thick as tree trunks. Every time I moved, my skin brushed against theirs - hot, slick, and impossibly hard. I could smell them, a musk that was primal and aggressive, undercut by the sharp tang of beer and smoke. It was a scent that went straight to my head, dizzying and potent.

I reached for a beer from a tub of ice, my fingers trembling slightly. A massive hand beat me to it. I looked up into the face of a man I didn't recognize - an alum, older, with a salt-and-pepper beard and eyes that held a cold, amused light. He held the can, condensation dripping onto his dark knuckles.

"You thirsty, boy?" he asked, his voice a low rumble that I felt in my teeth.

"Thirsty," I agreed, my mouth suddenly dry. I tried to take the can, but he didn't let go. We were both holding it, our fingers touching. His skin was rough, calloused, and the heat radiating from his hand was scorching. He pulled me closer, just an inch, invading my personal space. The air between us crackled, thick and electric. I was acutely aware of the G-string digging into my hips, the thin strip of cotton riding up my ass, a secret friction that made my heart hammer against my ribs.

The alum finally let go of the beer, a smirk playing on his lips as he watched me struggle to maintain my composure. I cracked the tab, the sound sharp and pathetic in the heavy air, and took a long pull, trying to drown the rising panic in my gut. But the weak alcohol did nothing to cool the heat of the gazes burning into my skin. I felt like a snowflake in a furnace, my pale complexion glowing unnaturally against the sea of rich, deep chocolate and obsidian surrounding me. Every time I moved, I was hyper-aware of the contrast - my arms, dusted with light blonde hair, looking fragile and spindly next to the dense, ropy muscles of the men brushing past me.

"Ball up!" Tyson’s voice cut through the bass, a command that instantly shifted the energy of the yard.

The crowd parted like the Red Sea for him. Tyson didn't just walk; he loomed, a towering monolith of sweat-slicked muscle. He wore a loose jersey that did nothing to hide the sheer breadth of his shoulders, his skin glistening like polished oil. He held a football in one massive hand, looking like he could crush it into dust.

"Two-hand touch," Tyson announced, his eyes scanning the crowd until they locked onto mine. The weight of his stare pinned me in place. "We need another player. Hunter, you in? You'll be a good tight end."

The challenge hung in the air. It was a trap, I knew it. Every instinct screamed at me to decline, to grab another beer and fade into the background. But that old, arrogant itch flared up. I couldn't say no. Not in front of everyone. Not if I wanted to keep the illusion of the alpha intact.

"You know it," I heard myself say, tossing the beer into a nearby bin with more confidence than I felt, "wouldn't miss it."

I jogged onto the lawn, the grass soft under my sneakers. As I stepped into the huddle, the reality of my situation crushed me. I was standing in a circle of giants. Tyson, Marcus, the older alum from the cooler - they surrounded me, a wall of dark, towering flesh. I felt painfully small. My five-nine frame was dwarfed by men who averaged six-four and were built like tanks. My pale skin, flushed pink from the sun and nerves, looked stark, almost translucent against their dark, imposing silhouettes. I was a white flag in the middle of a battlefield.

We broke the huddle, and I took my position as a receiver just off the offensive line. Theoretically, it was two-hand touch, a friendly game for a holiday. But the intensity ramped up fast, the rules bending under the weight of the men playing them. Every pass thrown my way was a test. I managed to catch a short slant, diving for the first down, but the "tag" that came from the safety - a linebacker built like a brick shithouse - was heavy and deliberate. He didn't just tap my hips; he slammed into me, his heavy, sweating chest crushing the air out of my lungs, his weight driving me into the turf.

"Nice hustle, princess," he grunted, pushing himself up with a hand planted squarely on my chest, leaving a smear of dirt and sweat on my white tank top.

I scrambled up, gasping, wiping grass from my knees. The game continued, the physical contact getting harder, rougher. Hands "tagging" my waist lingered just a second too long, gripping my hip bone. Forearms "accidentally" caught my throat under the guise of a stiff arm, and chests slammed into my back with enough force to rattle my teeth. They were herding me, testing me, playing with their food under the guise of the game.

Then came the play that broke me.

Tyson hiked the ball. I ran a post route, sprinting toward the end zone, the wind blowing past. I looked back for the ball, tracking it in the sun, and saw it arcing perfectly toward me. I stretched out my hands, fingers grasping at the leather, ready for the glory of the touchdown.

I never saw the defender coming.

Two men hit me simultaneously from the side. It wasn't a tackle; it was an ambush. One pair of massive arms wrapped around my waist to "tag" me, while another grabbed the hem of my shorts in the same motion. The momentum carried me forward, but the grip on my waistband held firm.

There was a violent snap of elastic and the distinct sound of fabric tearing.

The world tilted. I hit the ground hard, the breath knocked out of me in a painful wheeze. But the physical pain was nothing compared to the sudden, horrifying draft of air against my lower body.

My shorts were yanked down to my knees in a tangle of khaki and dignity.

The game stopped. The music cut out. The yard went deadly silent, save for the heavy breathing of the men standing over me.

I lay on my back, staring up at the brilliant blue sky, my legs trapped by the fabric around my knees, my chest heaving. And then, I felt the sun. I felt it everywhere. The burning, humiliating heat of the July sun on the parts of me that were supposed to be hidden.

The thong panties.

The garish, patriotic G-string was on full display. The bright red, white, and blue fabric glowed against my pale, white skin, a neon sign of my humiliation. The tiny pouch barely contained me, the high-cut leg openings exposing the creamy, untouched flesh of my hips and ass. The thin white strip of the back disappeared between my ass cheeks, leaving the pale mounds of my butt completely bare to the open air.

I was a statue of alabaster and polyester lying in the grass, surrounded by a looming circle of dark, predatory faces. My whiteness had never been so apparent, so blindingly obvious. I looked like a peeled fruit amidst a forest of dark wood - soft, pink, and horribly vulnerable.

Slowly, agonizingly, I pushed myself up to my elbows. I looked around, desperate for a laugh, a joke, anything to break the tension. But there was no laughter. There was only a heavy, suffocating silence. Then, a low chuckle started deep in Tyson’s chest. It grew, rolling through the crowd like thunder, until the entire brotherhood was laughing - a deep, mocking sound that vibrated in my bones.

"Look at this," Tyson said, stepping forward, his shadow falling over me. He looked down, his eyes dragging over the flag-patterned fabric with a hungry, predatory gleam. "White boy comes to our BBQ dressed like the dessert."

I scrambled to pull my shorts up, my hands shaking so badly I couldn't get a grip on the waistband. But a heavy boot planted itself on the fabric, pinning my shorts - and my legs - to the ground.

I looked up, terrified, into the eyes of the man who had tackled me. He wasn't smiling. He was looking at me with a cold, possessive hunger that made my blood run cold.

"Did we say you could cover up, boy?" he growled.

The silence returned, heavier than before. The laughter had died, replaced by a thick, predatory tension. The game was over. The hunt had begun.

Panic, cold and sharp, finally pierced through the haze of my shock. The boot on my shorts belonged to a junior linebacker - a wall of muscle named Darius who looked at me like I was a stain on the field. He wasn't laughing anymore. None of the defensive line was. The air around them had curdled from amusement into something dark and aggressive. The prank had backfired; I hadn't just humiliated myself, I’d insulted them.

"You think this is a joke?" Darius spat, stepping closer. He didn't kick me, but he loomed over me, blocking out the sun, casting a shadow that felt like a physical weight. "You think you can walk onto our field, into our house, wearing this... fag shit like we're some kind of prop for your little frat games?"

A chorus of low, dangerous agreement rippled through the defensive line. They were a pack of wolves now, circling a wounded animal that had foolishly wandered into the wrong territory. The playful vibe of the BBQ had evaporated, replaced by the thick, suffocating menace of men who felt disrespected.

"I... it was a dare," I stammered, my voice cracking pathetically. I tried to scramble backward, my hands scrabbling uselessly in the grass, but my legs were still pinned by my own shorts. "Just a bet, I didn't mean to - "

"A bet?" Darius sneered, leaning down. His face was inches from mine, his breath hot and smelling of malt liquor. "You thought it would be funny to parade your little white ass around here, making a mockery of us? Showing us your panties like we're supposed to be impressed?"

He reached down, and for a second, I thought he was going to hit me. Instead, his thick fingers hooked into the waistband of the G-string, snapping it hard against my hip. The sting was sharp, bringing tears to my eyes.

"Look at him," another player jeered from the sideline. "Shaking like a leaf. All that alpha talk, and he's just a little bitch in a flag."

"Maybe we should see what else he's hiding," a third voice growled, heavy with intent. "Pull it off. Let's see if the rest of him is as pathetic as this outfit."

Hands grabbed me - rough, impatient hands that weren't playing anymore. They hauled me up by my arms, forcing me to stand in the ridiculous, tangled mess of my shorts. I was exposed, trembling, my pale skin on display for the entire yard. The predatory glint in their eyes terrified me. They weren't just going to laugh this off. They were going to tear me apart. I could feel the violence radiating off them, a palpable heat that promised pain.

"Hold him still," Darius ordered, his hand raising to grab the collar of my tank top.

"Enough."

The word didn't shout; it cut. It was a deep, baritone blade that sliced through the rising tension like a hot knife through butter.

The circle of aggressive players froze. Darius’s hand stopped inches from my chest. The entire yard seemed to hold its breath.

Tyson.

He stood at the edge of the huddle, the football still tucked under his arm like a weapon. He wasn't looking at me with the predatory hunger of the others; he was looking at me with a calm, terrifying calculation. Beside him stood Marcus and the older alum from the coolers, forming a wall of imposing authority.

Tyson stepped forward, and the defensive line parted instinctively. He moved into my personal space, his presence overwhelming. Up close, he was a mountain of dark, glistening skin, his eyes hidden behind dark, heavy lids. He looked down at me, taking in the trembling mess I had become, the ridiculous G-string, the fear in my eyes.

"He's with us," Tyson said, his voice mild but carrying an undeniable weight of command.

"He disrespected the house," Darius grunted, though he took a step back, acknowledging the hierarchy.

"No," Tyson corrected, his eyes locking onto mine. "He made a debt. And now, he's going to pay it."

Tyson reached out, but not with violence. His hand gripped my shoulder, firm and possessive. It wasn't the rough pawing of the linebackers; it was the claim of ownership. His fingers dug into the muscle of my neck, grounding me, paralyzing me.

"Get his shorts up," Tyson said to Marcus.

Marcus stepped forward, a smirk playing on his lips. He didn't just pull my shorts up; he took his time, his knuckles brushing against the bare skin of my thigh, dragging the fabric up slowly, ensuring the friction was a reminder of my vulnerability. He hooked the waistband, snapping it against my skin, but leaving the thong's whale tail exposed, the flag pattern mocking me from above the khaki.

"We can't have you running around like that," the older alum said, his voice a smooth, oily rumble. "Someone might get the wrong idea. Or the right one."

"We're taking him inside," Tyson announced, turning me around with a firm pressure on my shoulder. "For a little... re-education."

I wanted to run. I wanted to scream. But the hand on my neck was an iron shackle. And as I looked at the angry faces of the players I had offended, I realized with a sinking dread that Tyson wasn't saving me. He was just changing the venue of my execution.

"Move," Tyson commanded.

I walked, my legs wobbly, guided by the hand on my neck, flanked by Marcus and the alum. We moved away from the game, away from the angry pack, toward the edge of the patio where the wooden gazebo sat open and exposed to the party. The eyes of the pack of black men followed me, tracking my every step, and I knew with a certainty that chilled my blood: my life as I knew it was over.


Chapter 2: Shaved, Oiled, and Sissified

The walk to the patio doors felt like a death march. The sliding glass loomed ahead, a portal to a different kind of hell. Tyson’s hand was a vice on the back of my neck, steering me through the crowd. The partygoers didn't just watch; they parted, creating a corridor of hungry stares and low murmurs as I was marched past them with my ridiculous G-string displayed.

We stepped inside, and the air conditioning hit my sweat-slicked skin like a slap. The noise of the party became a muffled, rhythmic thump behind the heavy glass. The house was dim, lit only by the spill of light from the yard, but the atmosphere inside was thick, smelling of lemon polish and old money.

"Down the hall," Tyson commanded, shoving me forward.

I stumbled, my socks sliding on the hardwood floor. Marcus and the alum flanked me, cutting off any escape route. We moved past the living room and the kitchen, deeper into the belly of the house. We stopped in front of a door at the end of the hall.

Tyson pushed it open.

It was the master bathroom. It was enormous, tiled in sleek black marble that seemed to absorb the light, making the space feel like a cave. A massive jacuzzi tub sat in the corner, and against the far wall was a vanity wide enough for three people, topped with a mirror that spanned the entire width of the wall.

"Get in," Tyson said.

I stepped onto the cold tile. The room felt claustrophobic, the ceiling lower than the open sky, the walls closing in. The door clicked shut behind us, and the silence was sudden and absolute, broken only by the hum of the exhaust fan.

"Strip."

The word hung in the air, heavy and final.

I didn't move. I couldn't. My hands were frozen at my sides, my brain refusing to process the order.

Marcus sighed, stepping forward. "We can do this the easy way or the hard way, princess."

He didn't wait for an answer. He gripped the hem of my white tank top and yanked it upward. I raised my arms instinctively, a stupid reflex, and the fabric was whipped over my head. The sudden rush of air against my bare skin made me shiver.

Next were the shorts. The alum hooked his thumbs into the waistband and dragged them down my legs. I stepped out of them awkwardly, nearly tripping over my own feet, standing there in nothing but the patriotic G-string and my socks. The black marble floor seemed to amplify my reflection, making me look paler, smaller, and more exposed.

"The socks too," Tyson said, leaning back against the door frame, crossing his massive arms over his chest. "Everything off. Except the panties."

I bent down, my face burning with shame, and peeled off the socks. When I straightened up, I was naked save for the scrap of polyester. The harsh vanity lights caught the oil on my skin, making me shine like a glazed donut. The front pouch of the G-string was strained tight, outlining the shape of my cock in graphic detail, while the back was a thin strip of white cotton buried deep between my ass cheeks.

"Turn around," Tyson commanded. "Let's see the merchandise."

I turned, facing the mirror. I looked like a ghost. A pale, hairless ghost in a thong. My pale skin looked stark against the black tile and the dark, looming figures of the men surrounding me. I looked like a piece of china in a coal mine - fragile, out of place, and destined to be shattered.

"Too much hair," Marcus said, stepping up behind me. He met my eyes in the mirror, his expression cold and assessing. "White boys always look like apes until you smooth them down."

"Look at that fuzz," the alum sneered, stepping closer to inspect my arm. He ran a thick finger over the fine blonde hairs on my forearm, flicking them with disdain. "Like a peach that's been left out in the sun too long. Soft. Bruising. Pathetic."

"Disgusting," Tyson grunted, his eyes dragging over me with clinical detachment. "You think that makes you a man? Trying to look like a wolf when you're really just a mangy little poodle." He reached out and grabbed a handful of my chest hair, twisting it hard enough to make me gasp. "Nature got it wrong with you. Gave you the fur of a beast but the spirit of a prey animal."

"It's an insult," Marcus added, his voice dripping with mockery. He leaned in close to my ear, his breath hot against my neck. "Walking around here acting like you're equal. Acting like that pasty, hairy skin is worth anything. We need to scrub you clean, Hunter. We need to get rid of all that 'white boy' grit and grime until you're nothing but a soft, pink toy."

"White skin is meant to be smooth," Tyson said, stepping back and crossing his arms. "Like marble. Or porcelain. It’s not meant for this... rough, animalistic stubble. You’re hiding your true purpose under all that mess."

"Time to peel the fruit," the alum laughed darkly. "Let's see what the pale meat looks like when it's ready to be eaten."




He snapped his fingers, and the alum opened a cabinet under the sink, producing a terrifying array of grooming supplies: electric clippers, straight razors, and bottles of baby oil.

"We’re going to make you pretty, Hunter," Tyson said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated in the small room. "We’re going to strip away all that ugly, masculine persona and show you what you really are."

They started with the clippers.

The buzz was deafening in the enclosed space. Marcus ran the clippers up my legs, starting at the ankles and moving upward. I watched in the mirror, horrified, as the light dusting of blonde hair on my legs vanished, leaving behind smooth, pale skin that looked shockingly bare.

He moved to my thighs, the clippers humming against the muscle. I flinched as he got close to the G-string, but he didn't stop. He shaved right up to the edge of the tightly stretched fabric, taking the hair off my hips, my lower abs, anywhere the strap touched. It was invasive and violating, the mechanical removal of my physical identity.

"Turn around and bend over," Tyson ordered.

I turned away from the mirror and bent at the waist, bracing my hands on the cold edge of the vanity. The position forced my ass out, making the G-string completely useless. The thin strip of fabric did nothing to hide the pale mounds of my ass or the tight, virgin hole hidden between them.

The clippers buzzed against my cheeks. Marcus worked quickly, removing the hair from my ass, his fingers rough and impersonal. He didn't ask me to move the G-string; he just shaved around it, pushing the thin strip of cotton aside to get at the hair underneath, his knuckles brushing against my rim. I gasped at the contact, my hips jerking forward, but a heavy hand on my lower back pinned me in place.

"Stay still," Tyson warned.

Then came the razor.

The alum applied shaving cream to my skin, the foam cold and shocking. He scraped the straight razor over me, the sharp blade dragging away the foam and the stubble in long, smooth strokes. He worked my legs, my arms, my chest. He even did my face, smoothing away the light stubble on my cheeks and jaw, leaving me baby-smooth.

But he wasn't done. He hooked a thick finger into the pouch of my G-string, yanking the fabric down to expose my groin. I flinched, trying to cover myself, but Tyson slapped my hand away.

"Didn't say we're done," Tyson grunted. "Let's see what we're working with."

The alum smeared the cold foam into my pubic hair, coating my cock and balls in white lather. I felt the sharp blade scrape against the base of my shaft, and I had to fight the urge to pull away. The alum was efficient and brutal, stripping away the hair in rough, confident strokes until my groin was as bald and smooth as a prepubescent boy.

"Jesus," Marcus laughed, looking down at the exposed result. "It's even smaller than I thought. Without the hair, it just disappears."

"Looks like a little acorn," the alum sneered, flicking the head of my shrunken cock with his thumb. It bounced pathetically against my thigh. "Barely even there."

"Nature's little joke," Tyson said, his voice dripping with contempt. "All that ego, and you're barely packing a clit. That's why you're so aggressive, isn't it? Trying to compensate for that... nothing."

When the shaving was finished, I felt wrong. I didn't recognize my own body. My skin felt alien, too sensitive. Without the hair, the definition of my muscles looked less like athletic power and more like... decoration. Like a mannequin. And my crotch, stripped bare, emphasized the pathetic reality of my inadequacy, leaving me looking like a neutered doll.

"Oil him," Tyson said.

The alum stepped up with a bottle of baby oil. He poured it into his hands, the liquid gleaming under the harsh vanity lights. He started at my shoulders, his heavy hands spreading the oil over my skin. It was warm and slick, coating me in a glossy sheen that highlighted every curve and dip of muscle. He worked his way down my arms, my chest, my stomach.

His hands were everywhere. He didn't miss a spot. He oiled my legs, his thumbs digging into the inner thigh, sliding slickly over the bare, freshly shaven skin. He yanked the G-string the rest of the way down to my ankles and kicked it aside, leaving me completely nude.

He oiled my ass, his palms cupping the cheeks, spreading the oil deep into the crack. His fingers slid directly over my exposed hole, slick and intrusive. I flinched violently as the thick digit grazed my rim, a spark of panic shooting up my spine. He didn't stop; he just worked the oil into the clenching muscle, treating my body like a piece of meat being prepped for the grill, basted and shining under the lights.

I couldn't stop the whimper that escaped my throat. It was a small, pathetic sound, but in the small bathroom, it echoed.

"Shh," Tyson soothed, but his eyes were hard. "Just accept it. This is who you are now."

The alum stepped away to grab a towel. Marcus reached into the cabinet above the toilet and pulled out a bulky, hot pink makeup bag, dropping it onto the counter with a heavy thud.

"Left by some Alpha Delta Beta cheerleaders last weekend," Marcus explained, seeing my confused stare. He unzipped it to reveal a tangle of tubes and brushes. "Figured it was fate. You're all just blonde-haired, blue-eyed, pale-skinned snowbunnies, aren't you?"

"We aren't painting you up like a doll," Marcus grunted, his grip bruising as he wrenched my jaw to the side. "We're fixing the architecture. Men want definition. Highlight those soft features."

They worked quickly, turning my face into a project. The alum slapped heavy, matte foundation onto my skin, rubbing it in with rough palms to erase my flush. "Clean canvas. Nothing to remind us you're human. Just a smooth surface to defile." Marcus dragged thick black eyeliner across my waterline, then coated my lashes in heavy clumps of mascara, making my eyes look huge and glassy. He dusted a dark, slutty blush high on my cheekbones, hollowing out my face.

"There. Now those eyes look like targets," Marcus sneered. "Makes the whites pop. Like you're staring up at a cock, even when you're looking at the floor."

Finally, Tyson stepped forward, smearing a thick coat of clear, sticky gloss over my mouth with his thumb.

"Wet," Tyson said, staring at my lips. "That's all that matters. Makes them look like a cunt. Makes a man want to shove something inside just to dry them off."

He stepped back, and the three of them looked at me..

"Look at yourself," Tyson said, pointing to the mirror.

I turned and stared.

The reflection was a stranger. It was a pale, hairless creature, shining with oil, painted like a whore. The G-string was the only thing left of my old self, a garish splash of patriotism against the soft, feminine curves of my new body. My cock looked small in the pouch, diminished by the hairlessness and the oil. My legs looked long and smooth, made for spreading rather than running.

I stared at the boy in the mirror, and I felt my mind fracture. That wasn't Hunter. That was a toy. An object.

"Beautiful," Tyson murmured, stepping up behind me. He rested his massive hands on my shoulders, his dark skin a stark, violent contrast against my pale, oily chest. He looked at our reflection, his eyes burning with possession. "Now, let's put that mouth to work."

He turned me around, pushing me down to the tile floor. The marble was hard and freezing against my kneecaps, but I didn't dare move. I was face-to-face with the crotch of his shorts. The fabric was strained, the outline of his cock thick and heavy, lying against his thigh like a sleeping snake.

"Take it out," Tyson said.

My hands shook as I reached for the waistband of his shorts. I hooked my fingers in and pulled them down.

His cock sprang free, slapping me in the cheek. It was massive. Dark, heavily veined, and thick as a beer can. The section of the head was a flare of dark purple, a bead of pre-cum already glistening at the slit. The scent of him hit me - musk, sweat, and a raw, masculine potency that made my head spin.

"Suck it," Tyson commanded. "And don't use your teeth."

I leaned in closer, the reality of him dominating my entire field of vision. Up close, the scale of it was terrifying. It wasn't just big; it was a weapon. The shaft was a dense column of dark meat, roped with thick, bulging veins that pulsed with his heartbeat, mapping out a terrain of pure dominance. The head flared out like a menacing mushroom cap, the skin taut and shiny, leaking a steady stream of clear, viscous fluid that dripped onto the marble floor.

I looked down at myself, at the pathetic little nubbin straining against the thin fabric of the patriotic G-string. The contrast was violent and absolute. His cock was a bludgeon, a heavy, dark club of authority that demanded worship. My cock was a secret, a shameful little button buried under girly polyester. His was built to breed, to stretch and ruin; mine was built to be hidden, a soft, pink embarrassment that barely qualified as a sexual organ.

"See the difference?" Tyson’s voice rumbled from above, dripping with dark amusement. He reached down, grabbing the base of his shaft and lifting it so his heavy, cum-filled balls hung in the air like the ripe fruit of a conqueror. "This is power. This is what a man looks like. And that?" He pointed a thick finger at the small, wet spot forming on the front of my thong. "That’s just a clit. A useless little nub that gets wet when it sees a real man."

He slapped his heavy meat against my cheek again, the wet sound echoing in the tiled room like a gavel striking a bench. The heat radiating from it burned my skin, a brand of ownership that seared through the layers of oil and shame.

"Get to work, princess," he growled, pushing the head against my glossy, trembling lips. "Show me you know your place in the food chain."

I bent forward, my heart hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird. I made a duck face with my glossy pink lips, feeling the sticky texture, and took the head of his cock inside.

The taste was salty and bitter. It filled my mouth instantly, stretching my jaw to its limit. I tried to pull back, but Tyson’s hand settled on the back of my head, his fingers tangling in my blonde hair, holding me in place.

"Deeper," he growled.

I pushed down, taking more of him. He hit the back of my throat, and I gagged, my eyes watering. The mascara ran down my face in black tracks, mixing with the tears.

"That's it," Tyson groaned, his hips thrusting forward slightly. "Choke on it. Take that debt you owe us."

I was drowning in him. The scent, the taste, the sheer size of him was overwhelming. I was a mess of drool and tears, my makeup running, my body trembling. The small, enclosed bathroom magnified every sound - the wet slap of my lips, the ragged breathing of the men watching, the hum of the exhaust fan.

But the worst part was the twitch in my own G-string. Deep down, beneath the layers of terror and humiliation, a spark of something dark and twisted was igniting. A shameful heat that had nothing to do with the sun.

I was servicing him. I was submitting. And god help me, some sick, broken part of me was starting to love it.

I tried to pull back, panic flaring in my chest as the massive head of his cock threatened to choke me, but the hand on the back of my head was an iron vice. My hands flew up to his thighs, pushing weakly, uselessly against the dense muscle, trying to create an inch of space to breathe. Every instinct was screaming at me to run, to bite, to do anything but take this degrading invasion of my body.

My jaw ached, stretched to the tearing point, and my stomach churned with nausea at the salty bitterness coating my tongue. This wasn't right. I wasn't some faggot cocksucker; I was a frat bro, an athlete, a man. I shouldn't be on my knees on a cold bathroom floor, tears ruining my face while a black guy treated my throat like a fleshlight.

The twitch in my G-string felt like a betrayal, a traitorous physical reaction that made me want to vomit. I hated that my body was reacting to this humiliation, confusing fear with arousal. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to block out the sight of the dark shaft disappearing between my lips, desperately wishing myself anywhere but here. I didn't want this. I didn't want to love it. I just wanted it to stop.

"Open those eyes," Tyson commanded, his voice vibrating through his shaft and directly into my skull. "Look at me when you eat it."

I forced my lids up. The mascara was heavy and sticky, clumping my lashes together, but I could see him. He was looking down at me with a mixture of boredom and ownership, like a man watching a dog chew a bone. He didn't see a person. He saw a hole.

He flexed his hips, driving another inch into my mouth. My throat convulsed, the muscles spasming around the intrusion. The sound was wet, a sloppy, gagging noise that was grotesquely loud in the tiled room.

"Relax your throat, princess," Marcus jeered from the sidelines. "Let him in. He's not stopping until he's balls deep."

Tyson shifted his grip, one hand moving to cup my jaw, his thumb pressing into the hollow of my cheek. He angled my head, tilting it back to straighten the path. Then, with a slow, relentless pressure, he pushed.

The head of his cock punched past the resistance of my gag reflex. I felt the thick ridge of the glans slide down my esophagus, stretching the soft tissue until it felt like my neck was going to split open. My airway was completely blocked. I couldn't breathe. I couldn't swallow. I could only take it.

He pulled back, and I gasped for air through my nose, a thin, whistling sound. Strings of thick drool connected my lower lip to the dark, glistening shaft, dripping down onto my chest. Before I could fill my lungs, he thrust forward again, burying himself deeper this time.

The rhythm established itself. It wasn't sex; it was a workout. He was using my throat like a gym, pumping his hips with a steady, driving rhythm that jarred my entire body. My hands, which had been pushing against his thighs, went limp and fell to my sides. I was nothing but a vessel, a warm, wet sheath for his cock.

The degradation was absolute. Every time he withdrew, I saw the slime coating his shaft - my spit, my shame - and every time he thrust back in, I felt the heavy slap of his balls against my chin. The scent of his crotch was overwhelming now, a thick cloud of musk and sweat that filled my nose and lungs, replacing my own oxygen with his essence. The coarse, tight curls of his pubic hair ground against my lips with every deep thrust, a abrasive, tickling friction that rubbed my face raw and marked me with the scent of his sex.

"Look at that throat bulge," the alum laughed, stepping closer to inspect the damage. "I can see the head of his dick moving up and down in your neck. Like a snake swallowing a rat."

"Fuck, yeah," Tyson grunted, his breathing getting heavier. "Tightest throat I’ve had in a while - put those cheerleaders to shame. You were made for this, Hunter. This is the only thing you're ever going to be good at."

He wasn't lying. The terrifying part was how my body was adapting. My throat was opening up, the muscles relaxing to accommodate him, and the panic was dulling into a hazy, oxygen-starved delirium. The pain in my jaw had faded into a distant ache, overshadowed by the overwhelming fullness in my neck.

And the heat. The heat in my G-string was no longer a spark; it was a fire. My cock was throbbing, trapped against the tight fabric, leaking pre-cum until the pouch was soaked. I was getting off on this. I was getting off on being used.

Tyson’s pace increased. His thrusts became harder, faster, more erratic. The hand on the back of my head tightened, his fingers gripping my hair like reins. He was close. I could feel it in the way his muscles tensed, in the low growl building in his chest.

"Get ready," he warned, his voice a raw snarl. "Don't spill a drop."

He slammed forward one last time, burying himself to the hilt. His cock twitched violently, and then my world turned white.

The first blast was massive. It fired directly down my throat, coating my esophagus in thick, hot ropes of cum. I couldn't taste it at first; I could only feel the heat spreading deep inside me, flooding my stomach.

He pulled back slightly, the head resting on my tongue, and the second blast hit the roof of my mouth. The taste was explosive - salty, bitter, and incredibly potent. It coated my tongue, my teeth, my gums. It was everywhere.

"Gulp it down," Tyson ordered, his hips jerking as he emptied himself into me. "Take it all."

I swallowed convulsively, trying to keep up with the volume, but it was too much. He came like a fire hose, thick heavy spurts that filled my mouth faster than I could swallow. It overflowed, spilling out past my lips and running down my chin in thick, white rivers.

It dripped onto my chest, mixing with the baby oil and the mascara tracks, turning me into a sticky, painted mess. I looked up at him, my eyes wide and glassy, my mouth full of his seed, and I felt the last of my resistance shatter.

Tyson held himself there for a long moment, milking the last drops onto my tongue. Then, slowly, he pulled out.

A thick string of cum connected the tip of his cock to my lower lip before snapping and falling onto my thigh. I knelt there, gasping for air, my throat raw and aching, my face a ruined mask of makeup and semen.

"Look at that," Marcus said, sounding genuinely impressed. "He took the whole load."

"Good boy," Tyson said, tucking his softening cock back into his shorts while looking down at me with a satisfied smirk.

He reached into the pink makeup bag and pulled out a wad of tissues, tossing them onto the floor beside me. "Clean yourself up. You've got a job to do."

I wiped my face, the rough paper scraping against my tender skin. I got most of the cum off my chin, but the taste was still there, coating the back of my throat, a permanent reminder of what I had just done.

"Put this on," the alum said, kicking a small pile of fabric toward me.

I looked down. It wasn't my clothes, it was some entirely different outfit.

The cheerleaders hadn't just left makeup. They had left a change of clothes, probably forgotten in the chaos of a drunken weekend. It was a cruel joke, a perfect fit for the narrative Tyson was spinning.

I picked up the top. It was a tight, white crop top with red and blue stars splashed across the chest, the sleeves cut off to expose the shoulders. It looked like something a bimbo would wear to a Fourth of July rave.

And the bottoms... God. They weren't shorts. They were micro Daisy Dukes, denim cut so low and short that they were barely more than a wide denim band. The pockets hung out of the legs, and the crotch was a narrow strip of frayed denim that looked like it would disappear the second I put it on.

"Move," Tyson barked. "We haven't got all day."

My fingers were clumsy as I pulled the crop top over my head. It was tight, hugging my freshly shaved torso like a second skin. The fabric stopped just below my pecs, leaving my entire midriff exposed. The oil on my skin made the material cling to me, highlighting the unnatural smoothness of my stomach.

Then came the shorts. I stepped into them and pulled them up. Oh God, they were tiny. I had to hop and wiggle to get them over my hips, the denim biting into my skin. When I finally got them up, I realized with a fresh wave of humiliation that the G-string was visible. The waistband of the thong peeked out over the top of the denim, and the "USA" print on the pouch was clearly visible through the frayed tears in the crotch.

"Spin," Marcus ordered.

I turned slowly. The shorts rode up with every movement, exposing the bottom of my ass cheeks. I felt naked. I felt cheap.

"Perfect," Tyson said, a dark hunger returning to his eyes. "Now everyone outside will know exactly what you are. A star-spangled slut."

He opened the bathroom door, and the noise of the party rushed back in, louder than before. The air from the hallway felt cool against my exposed skin.

"Time to serve," Tyson said, gesturing to the hallway. "Go on. Show them what you've become."


Chapter 3: Servicing the Brothers

The hallway felt ten miles long. With every step, the micro-shorts bit into my hips, the rough denim chafing the baby-smooth skin underneath. The air conditioning in the house was cranked high, raising goosebumps on my oiled legs, but the heat radiating from the open sliding glass door at the end of the hall was like a physical wall.

I could hear them before I saw them. The deep, rhythmic boom of bass, the roar of laughter, the clinking of bottles. It wasn't just a party anymore; it was a feeding ground, and I was the prey being marched to the slaughter.

"Chin up, Bunny," Tyson murmured behind me, his voice a low threat that vibrated against my shoulder blades. He wasn't touching me, but his presence was a heavy hand on my neck, steering me forward. "Don't slouch. Tits out. Ass up. You’re on display."

I swallowed hard, the taste of his load still coating the back of my throat, a salty, bitter reminder of who owned me now. I reached the threshold and stepped out into the blinding glare of the patio lights.

The reaction was instant.

The conversation didn't just die; it was severed. Fifty pairs of eyes turned toward me, locking onto my body with a hunger that made my skin crawl. The massive, sweating forms of the Black Brotherhood dominated the space, a sea of dark, glistening muscle, and in the center of it all, I was a pale, sparkly aberration.

I was a ghost. A star-spangled, femmed-out doll.

The silence stretched for a heartbeat, heavy and thick, before a low rumble of appreciation rolled through the crowd. It wasn't the laughter I feared. It was worse. It was the sound of men inspecting meat.

"Look at this," a deep voice boomed from the crowd. "The frat boy finally found his uniform."

My face burned, but I couldn't look away. I felt the G-string digging into my ass, the patriotic print of the crop top stretching tight across my chest. I felt exposed. I felt small.

Tyson stepped up beside me, placing a heavy hand on my shoulder. "Boys," he announced, his voice carrying effortlessly over the yard. "Say hello to Bunny. She’s here to make sure your night is unforgettable."

He shoved me forward.

I stumbled into the light, the heels of my sneakers catching on the patio pavers. I caught myself, but the motion sent a jiggle through my body - the oil slicking my skin under the harsh lights, the shorts riding up to expose the smooth, pale underside of my ass cheeks.

"Drinks," Tyson commanded, pointing a thick finger toward a table laden with beer kegs and liquor bottles. "Go. Serve."

I walked toward the table on legs that felt like jelly. The crowd parted for me, but not out of respect. They moved to create a gauntlet. As I passed, heavy hands reached out. They didn't grab me aggressively; they touched me. They sampled me.

A thick, calloused palm slid over my oiled lower back, tracing the dip of my spine just above the waistband of the shorts. Fingers brushed against my thigh, testing the firmness of the muscle. Someone reached out and flicked the exposed strap of my G-string where it peeked out of the denim, letting it snap back against my skin with a sharp sting.

"Smooth as a girl," one of the players laughed, his eyes dragging over my hairless chest. "They did a number on you, white boy."

I reached the table and grabbed a tray of shot glasses. My hands were trembling so badly the glass rattled. I turned back to the crowd, my heart hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird. I wasn't a man anymore. I was a waitress. A prop.

I approached the nearest group of men - three massive alumni sitting in lawn chairs, their legs spread wide, taking up space with an arrogant entitlement that made my knees weak. I bent at the waist to offer them the tray, the motion forcing my ass out behind me, the micro-shorts pulling tight enough to outline the shape of my hole beneath the denim.

"Drink?" I whispered, my voice cracking.

The man in the middle - a giant with a beard that looked like steel wool - didn't take a glass. He looked me up and down, his eyes lingering on the glossy sheen of my lips and the mascara clumping my lashes. He reached out, his hand massive enough to wrap entirely around my bicep, and pulled me closer.

"Not thirsty for liquor, princess," he rumbled, his voice a deep, bass-heavy grind that I felt in my chest. "I'm thirsty for service."

He pulled me down until I was straddling his leg, my balance precarious. The tray of shots tilted, the liquid sloshing dangerously close to the rim. I froze, terrified of spilling, terrified of the punishment.

"Look at you," he murmured, his free hand coming up to cup my ass through the denim. He squeezed, hard, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, testing the resilience of the muscle underneath. "All dressed up like a flag. You know what we do with flags, Bunny? We raise 'em up and we worship 'em."

He pulled me down further, until my crotch was pressed against his thigh. The friction was electric, the rough denim of his shorts rubbing against the sensitive, shaved skin of my inner thighs. I gasped, a sharp, high-pitched sound that I immediately tried to stifle.

"Shh," he soothed, his hand moving from my ass to my hip, his thumb hooking into the belt loop of the Daisy Dukes. "Just feel it. Feel the difference."

I could feel it. The hard, dense muscle of his quad against my own, the heat radiating from his body, the sheer, overwhelming scale of him. I was soft. I was weak. And against him, I felt fragile, like a porcelain doll that could shatter at any moment.

"You're shaking," he observed, a smirk playing on his lips. "You scared?"

I nodded, tears pricking the corners of my eyes.

"Good," he said, his grip tightening. "Fear keeps you polite. Now, be a good little patriot and keep the drinks coming. But first..."

He leaned in close, his breath hot against my ear. "Turn around and let the boys see the view."

I obeyed. I had no choice. I turned slowly, my back to him, presenting my ass to the rest of the party. The wolf-whistles and catcalls started immediately, a cacophony of degradation that washed over me. I felt the man's hands on my hips again, guiding me, grinding me back against his crotch. I could feel the outline of his cock through his shorts, thick and heavy, pressing against my ass.

As I stood there, trembling and exposed, feeling the eyes of the Brotherhood burning into my skin, I felt a sick, twisted heat coil in my stomach. The shame was suffocating, but beneath it, something else was blooming. A dark, shameful arousal.

I was terrified. And I was more turned on than I had ever been in my life.

I moved through the crowd like a ghost, a shiny, oiled figment of someone else's imagination. The tray of shots felt heavier with every step, not because of the glass, but because of the weight of the eyes on me. I was a magnet for their gaze, a star-spangled anomaly in a sea of dark muscle.

"Hey, Bunny," a voice rumbled to my left.

I flinched but kept walking, my sneakers squeaking softly on the patio pavers. A hand shot out, thick fingers wrapping around my wrist, stopping me dead. It was a linebacker type, wide as a barn, his skin glistening with sweat.

"I didn't say walk away," he said, his eyes dragging over the crop top, lingering on the exposed skin of my midriff. "I said hey."

"I... I have to serve," I stammered, the words feeling foreign and clumsy in my mouth.

"You are serving," he corrected, his grip tightening like a vice. He pulled me closer, forcing me to stumble against his solid, hairy chest. The scent of him - cheap beer, expensive cologne, and raw, musky sweat - washed over me, intoxicating and overpowering.

His free hand didn't go for a drink. It went for the merchandise.

He palmed my ass, his hand engulfing the entire cheek of the jean shorts. He squeezed, hard, testing the firmness, his fingers digging into the denim and the soft flesh beneath. I gasped, the tray tilting dangerously, liquid splashing over the rims of the glasses.

"Careful," he laughed, a deep, cruel sound. "Don't waste the good stuff. You're the only thing here that's supposed to be wet."

He pushed me away, sending me stumbling back into the path of another man. This one was sitting on a high barstool, his legs spread wide, his crotch at eye level. I looked up, terrified, and saw he wasn't looking at my face. He was looking at the pouch of the G-string peeking out of the shorts.

"Spin," he commanded.

I didn't argue. I turned, my back to him, feeling the burn of his gaze on my ass. I heard the sound of a zipper going down, the metallic rasp loud in the night air. Then came the rhythmic, wet sound of flesh on flesh.

Schlick. Schlick. Schlick.

I froze. I could feel the heat radiating from him, hear the heavy rhythm of his breathing. He was masturbating. Right there. Ten feet away.

"Don't stop on my account, princess," he grunted, his voice thick with lust. "I'm just enjoying the view. That patriotic ass looks good enough to eat."

My face burned hotter than the sun. I was a prop. A piece of pornography made flesh. I tried to move, to escape the humiliating sound of him jerking off to my body, but another hand grabbed my hip.

"Where you going, Bunny?" a third voice asked.

I was surrounded. They were closing in, a wall of testosterone and dominance. Hands were everywhere - on my back, on my thighs, on my arms. They were touching me with a casual entitlement, like I was a piece of furniture they'd just bought.

"Nice and smooth," someone murmured, sliding a hand up my inner thigh, dangerously close to the cutoff hem of the shorts. "Like a girl."

"Look at that waist," another laughed, reaching out to trace the line of the G-string where it cut into my hip bone. "Tiny little thing."

I was drowning in the sensation of their touch. The oil on my skin made every slide of their fingers feel slicker, more invasive. They were marking me, leaving their heat on my body, claiming me inch by inch.

Then, the worst happened.

I was passing a group of three alumni standing near the edge of the patio, right where the floodlights cut through the darkness. One of them, a tall man with a jagged scar running down his neck, stepped into my path. He didn't say a word. He just looked at me, his eyes dark and hungry, and then looked down at his crotch.

He had his cock out.

It was thick, dark, and angry-looking, standing at attention against his stomach. He wrapped a massive hand around the shaft and began to stroke it, slow and deliberate, his eyes locked on mine.

"Watch," he ordered.

I couldn't look away. I was mesmerized by the sight of it, by the sheer size and weight of him. He stroked himself, his thumb swiping over the head, spreading a bead of pre-cum that glistened in the harsh light. The sound was wet and obscene.

Schlick. Schlick.

"Like what you see?" he taunted, a smirk twisting his lips.

I didn't answer. I couldn't. My throat was tight, my heart hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird. I just stood there, holding the tray of shots, watching a stranger jerk himself off in front of me.

"Bet you do," he grunted, his strokes speeding up. "Bet that little clit in your shorts is twitching, isn't it?"

I wanted to deny it. I wanted to scream that I wasn't a fag, that I wasn't a sissy. But the traitorous heat in my groin betrayed me. The shame was burning through me, melting my resistance, leaving behind a sticky, shameful arousal.

He groaned, his head falling back, and I saw the muscles in his forearm tense. He was close.

"Look at it," he growled, his voice ragged. "This is what you do to men. You make them hard."

He came with a low roar, spurts of thick, white cum shooting from the tip of his cock and landing on the patio stones between us. I watched it happen, watched the evidence of his desire splatter the ground, and felt a strange, twisted sense of power. I had done that. Me. Bunny.

"Clean that up later," he sneered, tucking himself away. "Now get your ass over here."

I turned to flee, to put distance between myself and the scene of my humiliation, but I walked right into a solid wall of muscle.

"Whoa, slow down, sugar," a deep voice rumbled.

I looked up into the face of a giant. He was wearing a tank top that strained against his shoulders, his arms the size of my thighs. He grabbed my shoulders, steadying me, his grip bruising.

"You're shaking," he observed, his eyes dragging over my face, taking in the smeared mascara and the glossy lips. "Nervous?"

I nodded, unable to speak.

"Don't be," he said, his hand sliding down my arm to my waist, his fingers hooking into the belt loop of the Daisy Dukes. "You're doing great. Best entertainment we've had all year."

He pulled me closer, until I was pressed against his hard body. I could feel the length of his semi-hard cock pressing against my stomach, even through his shorts. It was heavy. Hot.

"Turn around," he commanded softly.

I obeyed, my back to his front. I felt his hands on my hips, guiding me, grinding my ass back against his crotch. The friction was electric, the rough denim of his shorts rubbing against the sensitive, shaved skin of my inner thighs.

"Arch your back," he whispered in my ear. "Stick that ass out."

I did it. I arched my spine, pushing my ass out, presenting myself to him. I felt like a slut. I felt like a whore. And god help me, I loved it.

He reached around, his hand sliding down the front of my shorts, his fingers brushing against the G-string. I gasped, my hips bucking involuntarily.

"Easy," he laughed, his other hand holding me firm against him. "Just checking the merchandise."

His fingers traced the outline of the thong, dipping beneath the waistband, teasing the sensitive skin just above my cock. I was hard. Painfully hard. The thin fabric of the G-string was doing nothing to hide my arousal.

"See?" he whispered, his breath hot against my neck. "You love this. You love being our little plaything."

He pulled his hand out and grabbed my hips again, holding me steady. Then, without warning, he shifted his stance.

One of his legs slid between mine, forcing them apart. I was exposed. Open.

"Keep serving," he said, giving my ass a sharp smack that echoed through the yard. "Don't let the guests wait."

I stumbled forward, my legs weak, my heart racing. I had to get away. Just for a minute. Just to catch my breath.

I made a beeline for the drink table, desperate to refill the tray. I leaned over the cooler to grab more beers, the motion causing the micro-shorts to ride up high, exposing the smooth, pale globes of my ass cheeks to the open air.

I felt a presence behind me. Heavy. Hot.

"Nice view," a voice growled.

I straightened up quickly, clutching the beers to my chest like a shield. It was a different man this time, younger, maybe a current player. He was shirtless, his dark skin gleaming with sweat, his muscles cut and defined.

He didn't touch me at first. He just looked. He looked at the crop top, the Daisy Dukes, the exposed G-string. He looked at me like I was a piece of meat he was about to carve up.

"Turn around," he said.

I turned, my back to him. I knew what was coming. I braced myself for a grope, for a squeeze, for the casual violation of my body.

Instead, I felt his hands on my waist. They were huge, engulfing me, his thumbs pressing into the small of my back. He pulled me back against him, and I could feel that he was hard, his length pressing into the crease of my ass.

"You smell good," he murmured, leaning in to sniff my neck. "Like a whore."

His hands slid down from my waist to my hips, then around to the front of the shorts. He popped the button. The sound was loud in the sudden quiet of the circle forming around us.

"Wait," I gasped, setting the beers down on the table. "I - "

"Shh," he hushed me, his voice low and dangerous. "Just relax."

He tugged the shorts down slightly, just enough to expose the G-string fully. The red, white, and blue fabric dug into my hips, the pouch straining to hold my aching cock.

"Look at that," he said, his voice dripping with mockery. "Patriotic cunt."

His left hand reached around to grab my cock through the fabric, squeezing it, feeling the hardness there. "You're dripping, Bunny. You're loving this."

I couldn't deny it. The pre-cum was soaking the G-string, making the fabric transparent.

"Please," I whispered, not sure if I was begging him to stop or begging him for more.

He didn't ask for clarification. He just took what he wanted.

His right hand moved from my hip to my ass. He kneaded the flesh, pulling the cheeks apart, exposing the tight, puckered hole hidden beneath the thin strap of the thong.

"Ever been touched here, princess?" he asked, his finger tracing the rim.

I shook my head, tears welling in my eyes. "No. Never."

"Good," he said. "Fresh meat."

He spat on his hand, the sound wet and crude. Then, without preamble, he shoved his index finger deep into my ass.

I screamed. It was a sharp, high-pitched sound that tore through my throat.

He didn't stop. He didn't let me get used to it. He hooked his finger upward, finding that spot inside me that made my vision white out.

"There it is," he grunted, his breath hot against my ear. "Found the button."

He began to thrust his finger in and out, fucking me with a deliberate, rough rhythm. My knees buckled, but his left arm around my waist held me up, trapping me against him.

"Look at you," he jeered, his voice thick with lust. "Taking it like a champ. You were made for this, Hunter. You were made to be used."

The pain was sharp, an intrusive burn that radiated through my entire pelvis. But mixed with the pain was a pressure, a strange, overwhelming fullness that made my head spin. My body was betraying me again, opening up to him, sucking his finger in deeper.

"More," I gasped, the word slipping out before I could stop it.

"More?" he laughed darkly. "Greedy little slut."

He added a second finger.

The stretch was agonizing. My hole burned as it was forced to accommodate the intrusion, the ring of muscle fighting to keep him out before surrendering to the inevitable. I was being opened up, layer by layer, my body reshaping itself around his thick digits.

"Relax," he commanded, his thumb rubbing circles against my lower back. "Let me in."

I tried to relax, but the sheer intensity of the sensation was too much. I was gasping for air, my hands gripping the edge of the drink table, my knuckles white.

He curled his fingers inside me, scissoring them, stretching me wider. I felt like I was being split in two. I felt like I was falling apart.

And then, he brushed against my prostate again.

The pleasure was blinding. It shot up my spine like lightning, short-circuiting my brain. My cock jumped in the G-string, leaking a steady stream of pre-cum.

"Fuck," I whimpered, my head falling back against his shoulder.

"Yeah," he growled, picking up the pace. "You like that? You like being fingered open in the middle of the party?"

"I... I don't know," I cried, tears streaming down my face.

"You do," he insisted, his fingers pumping harder, faster. "You love it. You love being the center of attention. You love being a hole for us to use."

He was right. God help me, he was right. The shame was still there, burning in my gut, but it was fueling the fire. I was getting off on the humiliation. I was getting off on the feeling of his fingers inside me, the eyes on me, the knowledge that I was being broken in front of an audience.

"Please," I whimpered again, my voice broken.

"Please what?" he demanded, his fingers still working my prostate, driving me closer to the edge.

"Please... don't stop."

He laughed, a dark, triumphant sound. "That's a good girl. Now hold on tight."

He began to fuck me in earnest, his fingers pistoning in and out of my ass, the wet, squelching sounds audible over the music. I was moaning openly now, unable to control the sounds escaping my throat. I was a slave to the sensation, a puppet dancing on his strings.

"Look at her go," someone shouted from the crowd.

"Ride those fingers, Bunny!"

"Open that hole up!"

The encouragement was degrading, but it only pushed me higher. I was spiraling toward something, a precipice I hadn't known existed. My ass was clenching around his fingers, my body begging for release.

And then, just as I was about to tip over the edge, he stopped.

He pulled his fingers out of me in one swift, rough motion.

I cried out at the sudden emptiness, my hole fluttering around nothing, gaping and desperate. I slumped against the table, my legs trembling so hard I could barely stand.

"All filled up," he announced to the crowd, holding his glistening fingers up like a trophy. "But I think she's ready for the main course now."

The crowd erupted in a roar of approval that washed over me like a tidal wave, drowning out the last of my coherent thoughts. I slumped against the table, my chest heaving, my legs trembling so violently I thought they might buckle. The emptiness left by his fingers was an ache, a hollow need that throbbed in time with my racing heart.

"Alright, break it up," Tyson’s voice cut through the noise, heavy and authoritative. "Save some room for the main event."

The younger man stepped back, his glistening fingers retreating, leaving me feeling stripped and exposed. I stood there, my shorts still unbuttoned, the G-string damp and clinging to my skin, the cool air of the night wicking the sweat from my oiled back. I tried to pull myself together, to button the shorts, to cover myself, but my hands were shaking too badly.

"Look at him," someone laughed nearby. "He doesn't know whether to scream or beg for more."

They were right. I didn't know. The terror was still there, a cold knot in my stomach, but it was tangled up with something else now - something hot and hungry and utterly alien. I looked down at my hands, pale and trembling against the dark wood of the table. I looked at the reflection in the patio door, a ghost of a man in a flag crop top and micro-shorts, smeared makeup and a dazed, broken expression.

I wasn't Hunter anymore. Hunter wouldn't be standing here, leaking pre-cum into a patriotic thong while a crowd of men watched his recovery with predatory amusement. Hunter would have fought. Hunter would have run.

But Bunny... Bunny stayed. Bunny arched her back. Bunny loved it.

I straightened up slowly, wiping the tears from my cheeks with the back of my hand, leaving streaks of mascara in their wake. I buttoned the Daisy Dukes with clumsy fingers, the denim rough against my sensitized skin. The waistband bit into my hips, a constant reminder of how exposed I was.

"Good girl," Tyson murmured, stepping up behind me. He didn't touch me, but his presence was a suffocating weight. "Now pick up those drinks. We're not done with you yet."

I nodded, a jerky, submissive motion. I bent down to retrieve the beers I had dropped, the movement sending a fresh wave of sensation through my stretched hole. I picked up the tray, the glass cold against my palms, and turned back to the party.

The gauntlet was still there. The eyes were still there. But as I looked out at the sea of dark, expectant faces, the panic began to recede, replaced by a strange, floating numbness. I felt detached, like I was watching myself from a distance.

I took a step forward, then another. The heels of my sneakers clicked on the stone. A hand reached out to graze my ass, and I didn't flinch. I didn't pull away. I let them touch. I let them look.

I was broken. I was humiliated. And as the first boom of the fireworks test shot echoed in the distance, signaling the start of the real festivities, I realized with a sinking, terrifying clarity that I had never felt more alive.


Chapter 4: Star-Spangled Spitroast

The first concussion of the fireworks hit the sky like a mortar shell, shaking the ground beneath my sneakers. A second later, the night sky fractured, blooming with a blinding white starburst that washed out the patio floodlights and turned the backyard into a strobe-lit war zone.

BOOM.

The sound vibrated in my teeth. The crowd roared, a collective beast sensing blood.

"Showtime," Tyson rumbled, his hand clamping onto the back of my neck like a vice.

He didn't let me walk. He marched me. The tray of shots slipped from my fingers, shattering on the stone, but nobody looked at the glass. Every eye was locked on the raised wooden deck at the center of the yard - the stage.

The air smelled of sulfur and gunpowder now, mixing with the heavy musk of the Brotherhood. Tyson hauled me up the steps of the platform, the elevation putting me on display above the entire party. I felt like a sacrifice being dragged to an altar.

"Stand right there," he commanded, positioning me in the dead center of the deck.

I was dizzy, disoriented by the flashing lights. Red, white, and blue strobes flickered across the crowd, illuminating the sea of dark, hungry faces staring up at me. They weren't cheering for the fireworks anymore. They were cheering for the main course.

"Look at you," Tyson said, circling me like a shark inspecting its prey. He reached out and ripped the crop top clean down the middle. The fabric tore like paper, exposing my oiled, hairless chest to the cool night air. "Smooth. Shivering. Hard. Ready to be eaten."

Another explosion shook the air - this one a deep, crimson burst that painted the yard in blood-red light.

"Boys!" Tyson bellowed, his voice cutting through the boom of the rockets. "Form up!"

The mass of bodies moved. It was a tidal wave of muscle surging toward the deck. They didn't run; they stalked, closing the distance with terrifying inevitability. The air grew thick with the heat of their bodies.

I backed up, my heels hitting the low, sturdy table that sat in the middle of the platform. There was nowhere else to go.

"Please," I whimpered, the word lost in the screech of a spiraling rocket.

"Get up," Tyson ordered, pointing at the table. "Ass up. Face down. Let them see what they're getting."

I scrambled onto the table, the wood rough against my knees. I was shaking so hard I could hear my teeth chattering, but my cock was straining against the G-string, a traitorous spike of need that betrayed me completely.

I positioned myself on all fours, my ass pointed toward the approaching horde. The micro-shorts were pulled tight, the denim framing the pale globes of my ass, the patriotic thong cutting high up my lower back.

"Good girl," Tyson murmured, coming up behind me. He grabbed the waistband of the Daisy Dukes and yanked them down to my knees in one violent motion, leaving me clad only in the G-string and the torn crop top hanging off my shoulders.

The crowd was at the base of the deck now, a wall of chests and shoulders. Hands gripped the railing. Cocks were being pulled out, stroked into readiness.

"Welcome to the feast, Bunny," Tyson whispered, leaning over my body, his heavy chest pressing against my back. "Hope you boys are hungry!"

The sky exploded in a shower of glittering gold, and the first pair of hands grabbed my hips.

The G-string didn't survive. A rough, dark hand hooked into the patriotic fabric at my hip and tore it away like wrapping paper, leaving me naked, save for the shredded crop top hanging from my shoulders. The cool air hit my stretched hole for a split second before the heat returned.

A massive, calloused palm landed on my left ass cheek, spreading me open. I felt the blunt, heavy head of a black cock press against my entrance. It wasn't like the fingers. It was a bludgeon - hot, thick, and impossibly hard.

"Relax, Bunny," a voice growled behind me, but the command was useless.

He pushed in.

My breath hitched in my throat, a silent scream strangled by the sheer size of him. The ring of muscle fought back, clamping down in a desperate bid to keep the invader out, but he was too strong, too insistent. He fed the first inch into me, the burn immediate and searing. It felt like I was being torn apart, my body forced to accommodate a girth it wasn't built for.

"Tight little white pussy," the man grunted, sweat dripping from his forehead onto my lower back. "Gotta break this seal."

He didn't wait for me to adjust. He gripped my hips with bruising force and drove forward, burying half his length in one ruthless thrust.

I saw stars. The pain was blinding, a white-hot spike that radiated from my ass up my spine. I tried to crawl away, instinct taking over, but hands clamped down on my shoulders, pinning me to the table.

"Uh uh," Tyson’s voice came from the side, calm and terrifying. "You take it all, slut. Take that black dick like a good bitch."

The man behind me pulled back slightly, then slammed the rest of the way home. His pelvis slapped against my pale ass, the sound wet and loud, echoing through the yard. I gasped, my eyes rolling back, feeling the sheer, overwhelming depth of him. He was so deep I could feel him in my stomach, a heavy, intrusive pressure that stole the air from my lungs.

"Open up, sissy," a voice commanded from the front.

I blinked through tears, my vision swimming. A thick, dark shaft was bobbing in front of my face, the head angry and purple, leaking clear fluid. Before I could react, the man grabbed a fistful of my hair, tilting my head back.

"Suck it."

He fed his cock into my mouth, the taste of musk and salt overwhelming my senses. He didn't stop at the tongue. He pushed for the throat, hitting the back of my mouth and forcing my jaw open to its limit. I gagged, my throat spasming around the intruder, but he just groaned in pleasure.

"That's it," he hissed, holding my head steady. "Choke on it. Look at that pretty pink mouth stretched around a real man."

I was pinned between them. The man behind me began to move, establishing a rhythm that was ruthless and deep. Every thrust pushed me forward, forcing the cock in my mouth deeper down my throat. Every retreat pulled me back, impaling me further on the massive black shaft stretching my ass.

I was a piston between them, a piece of meat being used at both ends. The friction was intense - my ass felt like it was on fire, the skin raw and stinging as the man’s thighs slapped against mine, while my jaw ached from the strain of keeping my mouth open so wide.

The man in my mouth pulled out, strings of saliva connecting my lips to his cock. He used the moment to smear the slick mess over my face, rubbing his head across my cheeks and eyes, marking me with my own spit.

"Look at me," he ordered, slapping his heavy shaft against my tongue. "Look at what you're taking. You love that superior black meat, don't you?"

I looked up, my vision blurry with tears. He was grinning down at me, a predator enjoying his meal. Then he thrust back in, burying himself to the hilt, cutting off my air supply completely.

Behind me, the pace was picking up. The man was grunting with effort, his grip on my hips slippery with sweat and oil. He was hammering into me now, the wet, slapping sounds of our bodies colliding - smack, smack, smack - mixing with the booms of the fireworks overhead.

"Fuck, she's tight," he groaned, his rhythm faltering as he ground his pelvis against my ass, rotating his hips to stretch me open from the inside. "Can feel her gripping me. This white pussy was made for us."

The sensation was horrifyingly intimate. I could feel every ridge, every vein of his cock dragging against my insides. My body was betraying me in the worst way; as the pain began to dull into a numb, throbbing ache, my ass started to loosen, sucking him in, greedily accepting the violation of the massive black organ claiming me.

The man in front of me pulled out again, letting me gasp for air, my chest heaving. "Switch!" he shouted.

I barely had a second to process the word before the cock in my ass was ripped out, leaving me gaping and empty. The sudden void was a shock, making me whimper at the loss.

But the respite was non-existent.

Another pair of hands grabbed my waist, flipping me over onto my back before I could even orient myself. I stared up at the sky, the fireworks exploding in a kaleidoscope of red and green, as a new man climbed onto the table between my legs.

He threw my legs over his shoulders, folding me in half. He was bigger than the last one, his cock a dark monolith silhouetted against the flashing lights. He lined up and slammed in, no mercy, no prep.

I screamed, the sound raw and ragged.

"Yeah, scream for me," he growled, leaning forward to crush me under his weight. He pinned my wrists above my head, his sweat dripping onto my face. "Let the whole neighborhood hear how much you love this big black dick."

He pounded into me with a ferocity that shook the table. Each thrust felt like it was knocking the breath out of me, his heavy balls slapping against my hairless ass. I was completely exposed, my cock flopping uselessly against my stomach, hard and leaking, ignored by both of us.

"Open up, Bunny," Tyson’s voice came from above me.

I looked up to see Tyson standing over my head, his massive cock in his hand. He dropped to his knees, straddling my face, and lowered his balls onto my mouth.

"Lick them," he commanded. "Worship that black sack."

I stuck my tongue out, lapping at the heavy, sweat-slicked skin of his sack. The taste was intense - pure, concentrated masculinity. He ground himself against my face, smothering me, cutting off my light and my air. I was drowning in him, my senses overwhelmed by the scent of his crotch and the feeling of the stranger tearing my ass apart below.

The man between my legs shifted his angle, hitting that spot inside me that made my vision white out. I moaned against Tyson’s balls, the vibration making him chuckle.

"She loves it," the man below me laughed, picking up the speed. "Pussy is gripping me like a fist. This is where you belong, white boy. Taking black dick until you can't walk."

I was lost in a haze of stimulation. The pain in my ass had morphed into a strange, overwhelming fullness that bordered on pleasure. My body was being used, stretched, and filled to its absolute limit by these powerful black men, and every nerve ending was firing at once. I was a vessel, a hole, a toy for them to use, and as the fireworks exploded in a deafening finale above us, I felt my mind begin to fracture under the relentless rhythm of their thrusts.

The fireworks above were reaching a fever pitch, a relentless barrage of light and sound that mirrored the chaos on the table. Tyson lifted his hips from my face, the sudden rush of cool air shocking my overheated skin.

"My turn," Tyson announced, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through my chest. He moved down the table, taking the place of the man between my legs. "I’m claiming that pussy."

The current player pulled out with a wet pop, leaving my hole gaping and fluttering, clenching around empty air. It felt like a wound, a sudden, aching void that needed to be filled. Before I could even whimper at the loss, Tyson was there.

He didn’t hesitate. He didn’t tease. He lined up that terrifying, obsidian pillar of flesh and powered inside.

I screamed, my back arching off the table. Tyson was bigger than the others - thicker, longer, a heavy bludgeon that rearranged my insides with a single, ruthless thrust. He buried himself to the hilt, his pelvic bone crushing against my ass, forcing my body to accept every inch of his dominance.

"Fuck, yes," Tyson groaned, throwing his head back. "That’s the tightest white pussy I’ve ever had. Grab it, girl. Grab that dick."

My body obeyed instinctively. My ass clamped down around him, the muscles spasming as they tried to accommodate his massive girth. It felt like he was splitting me in two, a searing stretch that burned so hot it circled back around into a twisted, numb pleasure.

"Open up, Bunny," a familiar, gravelly voice commanded from above my head.

My vision swam into focus to see the older alum - the one who had fingered me open earlier - standing over my face. His cock was thick and heavy, the veins standing out in stark relief against the dark skin, the head glistening with pre-cum.

"Time to finish what we started," he growled, dropping to his knees and straddling my chest.

He fed his cock into my mouth, sliding over my tongue until he hit the back of my throat. I gagged, my eyes watering, but there was nowhere to go. Tyson was pinning my lower half to the table, and the alum was weighing down my chest. I was trapped, impaled at both ends by the two most imposing men here.

"Look at her," the alum laughed, slowly fucking my face. "Choking on it. She can’t get enough."

They found a rhythm, a brutal, synchronized pistoning that turned my body into a mere conduit for their pleasure. As Tyson slammed into my ass, driving me up the table, the alum’s cock was forced deeper down my throat. When Tyson pulled back, the alum retreated, leaving me gasping for air before plunging back in.

I was drowning. The scent of musk was suffocating, the taste of salt and skin overwhelming my palate. My jaw ached, my throat was raw, and my ass felt like it was being turned inside out.

But then, Tyson shifted.

He changed his angle, pulling my legs higher over his shoulders, and drove in hard. The thick head of his cock crashed against my prostate with unerring accuracy.

Electricity.

It shot up my spine like a lightning bolt, short-circuiting my brain. My eyes rolled back, and a muffled moan escaped around the cock in my mouth.

"There it is," Tyson grunted, a dark smirk playing on his lips. He aimed for that spot again, hammering it with ruthless precision. "Right fucking there."

He began to pound that spot, fast and hard. The stimulation was too much. The pressure in my ass built to a crescendo, a tight, hot knot in my stomach that demanded release. My untouched cock was throbbing against my stomach, slapping against my skin with every thrust, leaking a steady stream of clear fluid.

"Don't you dare touch it," Tyson warned, reading my body perfectly. "You take it. You cum from that ass or you don't cum at all."

The older alum grabbed my hair, holding my head still as he fucked my mouth deeper. "Take that nut, slut. Swallow it all."

The dual assault was relentless. The friction of Tyson’s massive cock dragging against my sensitive walls, the heavy weight of the alum’s cock on my tongue, the visual of the fireworks exploding overhead - it all converged into a white-hot singularity of sensation.

My body locked up. My toes curled. My ass clenched down around Tyson like a vise.

"MMMMMPH!" I screamed around the shaft in my mouth.

The orgasm tore through me like a freight train. My cock jerked violently, spurting thick ropes of cum across my chest and stomach without a single hand touching it. The intensity was blinding, a full-body convulsion that ripped a guttural sound from my throat. Wave after wave of ecstasy rolled through me, my ass pulsing and milking Tyson’s cock as I rode out the most intense climax of my life.

"Fuck yes!" Tyson roared, feeling my spasms. "Milk that dick! Take that load!"

He slammed into me one last time, burying himself balls-deep. His cock swelled inside me, pulsing rhythmically. I felt the heat of his release flooding my insides, thick and heavy, coating my ravaged walls. He bred me, marking me deep, claiming my body as his property. The sensation of being filled, of being owned, sent another shudder through my overstimulated frame.

Above me, the alum groaned, his grip on my hair tightening. "Here it comes, Bunny. Eat it."

He thrust forward, cutting off my air, and exploded. The first jet of cum hit the back of my throat, hot and salty. I swallowed instinctively, desperate for air, but he kept cumming, filling my mouth faster than I could swallow. It leaked out the corners of my lips, running down my cheeks and mixing with the tears and smeared mascara.

"Swallow it all," he demanded, slowly pumping his softening cock in and out of my mouth. "Good girl. Drain those balls."

I lay there, twitching and broken, my chest heaving as I struggled to breathe. My ass was full of Tyson’s seed, my stomach coated in my own cum, and my mouth tasting of the older man’s release. The fireworks finale erupted overhead, a deafening boom that shook the table, but I barely heard it.

I was gone. The man I was had been fucked out of existence, leaving only this shivering, cum-soaked vessel behind.

The finale of the fireworks display faded, leaving the sky streaked with smoke and the lingering smell of sulfur, but the night was far from over. If anything, the explosions in the sky had only been the starting gun for the real marathon.

Tyson pulled out of me with a wet, heavy sound, stepping back to admire his work. My hole was gaping, pulsing in the open air, a frothy mess of cum and spit dripping down my thighs to pool on the wooden table. I lay there, staring up at the spinning stars, my chest heaving, my mind a blank slate wiped clean by the intensity of the orgasm.

"Who's next?" Tyson’s voice boomed, cutting through the haze. "Line up! This pussy ain't gonna fuck itself!"

The response was immediate. The crowd surged forward, a tide of muscle and testosterone crashing against the deck. There was no pause, no recovery time. The moment Tyson stepped aside, another man took his place.

I lost track of time. I lost track of faces.

It became a blur of shifting bodies and relentless friction. I was flipped onto my stomach again, my ass yanked into the air. A pair of rough hands gripped my hips, and a new cock slammed home. This one was shorter but thicker, a blunt instrument that battered my prostate with rapid-fire jabs. I grunted into the wood of the table, my fingers scrabbling for purchase as he used me like a fleshlight.

He didn't last long. With a guttural grunt, he added his load to the mess inside me, pulled out, and was instantly replaced.

"Turn him over," a voice growled. "Wanna see those eyes while I wreck him."

Strong hands flipped me onto my back again. The table was slick beneath me now, a mixture of sweat, spilled beer, and cum that made my skin slide. I stared up, my vision swimming, as a massive lineman climbed on top of me. He was heavy, a wall of muscle that crushed the breath out of my lungs as he hooked my legs over his arms and drove in.

The stretch was familiar now, a dull, throbbing ache that had settled into my bones. My body had stopped fighting; it had learned to accept the invasion, to loosen up and welcome the degradation. I felt like a public utility, a service station for their lust.

He grunted above me, his sweat dripping onto my face. I opened my mouth, catching it on my tongue, tasting the salt of his exertion. He noticed and grinned, slowing his thrusts to grind deep, making me feel every inch.

"Thirsty, Bunny?" he mocked. "Here."

He pulled out and shuffled up my chest, shoving his slick, cum-covered cock into my mouth. I tasted myself - my ass, the other men's cum - all mingled with the musk of his skin. I sucked obediently, my jaw aching, my tongue working the shaft automatically. He groaned, fucking my face with short, sharp thrusts until he tensed, his cock pulsing on my tongue. I swallowed the thick, bitter load, my throat working convulsively to get it all down.

And then he was gone, and another was there.

The night turned into a surreal, rhythmic procession. The floodlights from the house cast long, jagged shadows across the yard, illuminating the scene in stark, brutal detail. I was nothing but a collection of holes for them to use, a pale, oiled machine designed to extract pleasure from the Black Brotherhood.

I remember a pair of twins taking me at the same time, one in my ass and one in my mouth, moving in perfect sync as if they’d practiced this a thousand times. I remember a man with hands the size of dinner plates lifting me off the table entirely, holding me in the air like a ragdoll while he bounced me on his cock, my legs dangling uselessly.

I remember the sounds - the wet, slapping rhythm of flesh against flesh, the grunts of exertion, the degrading commands that rained down on me like hail.

Take that dick.

You love it, don't you?

Such a pretty little slut.

My voice was gone, reduced to a hoarse whisper and broken whimpers. My body was covered in fluids - cum drying on my stomach, smeared across my face, matting my hair. The patriotic crop top was long gone, lost somewhere in the grass, leaving me naked, exposed, and vulnerable.

More men came. I stopped seeing their faces and just saw the cocks - long, thick, dark, and endless. They lined up along the deck stairs, a queue of impatient predators waiting for their turn to sample the main course. The smell of the group was overpowering now, a thick cloud of testosterone, sweat, and sex that hung heavy over the yard.

After what felt like hours, I was bent over the railing of the deck, my upper body hanging down toward the grass while a massive alumni member pounded me from behind. The blood rushed to my head, making the world spin. Below me, on the lawn, other men were watching, drinking beers, and cheering, treating my violation like halftime entertainment.

"Look at that grip," the man behind me laughed, slapping my ass hard enough to leave a handprint. "She can't get enough."

I wasn't. God help me, I wasn't. The pain had transmuted into a strange, floating dissociation. I was just a conduit, a vessel for their release. Every time a fresh load was shot into my ass or down my throat, I felt a twisted sense of accomplishment, a job well done.

I was dragged back onto the table, my limbs heavy and uncooperative. I had no idea how many there had been. Ten? Twenty? It didn't matter. There was always another.

A young player, maybe a freshman, took his turn. He was eager and clumsy, pumping away with frantic energy. I stared up at the sky, watching the smoke drift across the moon, feeling the rhythmic thud of his hips against mine. He finished quickly, adding to the swamp inside me, and scrambled away.

Then another. And another.

The physical sensations blurred into a constant state of being filled. My ass was numb, a gaping, well-used tunnel that leaked a steady stream of cum down my legs. My jaw felt dislocated, permanently stretched to accommodate their girth.

I must have passed out for a few minutes, or maybe I just drifted away. The next thing I knew, cold water was being splashed on my face, shocking me back to consciousness.

"Wake up, Bunny," Tyson’s voice cut through the fog. "We ain't done yet."

I blinked, looking up. He was standing there, still fully clothed, watching me with a predatory glint in his eyes. Behind him, the line of men still stretched down the stairs.

"Please," I croaked, my voice barely a whisper. "I... I can't."

"You can," he corrected me, reaching down to stroke my cheek, his hand rough and demanding. "And you will. You're the service, remember? It’s rude to leave the party early."

He gestured to the next man in line - a giant of a man, broad-shouldered and silent, his cock already hard and ready.

"Open up," Tyson commanded.

I did. I didn't have the strength to resist. I didn't even have the will to want to. I just let my legs fall open, let the stranger climb between them, and let the night wash over me again.

The hours bled together. The crowd thinned eventually, but the core remained - the dedicated ones, the ones with stamina. They took me again and again, passing me around like a joint, each one putting their stamp on my broken body.

By the time the first gray light of dawn began to bleed over the horizon, I was a ruin. I was lying in a puddle of my own degradation, my body battered, bruised, and leaking from every hole. The table was slick beneath me, the wood stained with the evidence of thirty men's lust.

The last man - a graying veteran with a thick, salt-and-pepper beard - finished with a shuddering groan, pulling out and wiping his cock on my inner thigh. He stood up, stretched his back, and looked down at me with a satisfied nod.

"Happy Fourth of July," he grunted, zipping up his pants.

Silence finally settled over the yard. The music had stopped hours ago. The crowd had dispersed. It was just me and the wreckage of the party.

I lay there for a long time, staring up at the fading stars, unable to move, unable to think. I was empty, hollowed out, but strangely, terrifyingly complete.

Hunter was dead. He had been fucked out of existence, chased away by the relentless onslaught of the Brotherhood.

Bunny remained.

Slowly, painfully, I pushed myself up. My body screamed in protest, every muscle trembling. I slipped off the table, my knees hitting the wooden deck with a thud. I crawled to the edge of the platform and looked out over the backyard.

It was a mess of red solo cups, discarded clothes, and empty bottles. Smoke from the fireworks still hung in the air, ghostly and pale.

I looked down at myself. I was covered in bite marks, handprints, and dried fluids. My ass throbbed with a dull, heavy ache, a permanent reminder of what I had become.

I wrapped my arms around myself, shivering in the cool morning air. A small, broken smile touched my lips as the sun peeked over the fence, illuminating the star-spangled thong that was still tangled around one ankle, the last remnant of the boy I used to be.

I was a sissy. I was the service. I was theirs. And as the neighborhood began to wake up around me, I knelt in the cum-stained grass, waiting for the next command.
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