

Chapter 1: Dressed to Degrade

The bass hit me in the chest before I even turned the corner.

I heard it three blocks away - that deep, thudding pulse of hip-hop bleeding from speakers too big for any college budget, the kind of sound that vibrates in your teeth and tells everyone within earshot that the brothers of Alpha Phi Alpha were running things today. I could smell it too. Car wax and coconut tanning oil and something underneath it all, something sharp and musky and male that I didn't have a name for yet.

I should've stayed home.

But Sarah had asked. Begged, really - her hands pressed together under her chin, that pouty face she weaponized whenever she wanted something. Her sorority - Sigma Delta Beta - was co-hosting the charity car wash with the fraternity, and they were understaffed. They needed bodies. Mine qualified, barely. And so I found myself walking down Hamilton Street at noon in July, the sun drilling into the top of my head like a punishment, my thrift-store tank top already plastered to my back with sweat, my pale legs sticking to each other inside basketball shorts that hung off my hips like a flag off a dead pole.

I turned the corner and stopped breathing.

The auto shop lot was a zoo. Cars lined up three deep on the street, horns honking, bass thumping, a crowd of students spilling off the sidewalk to watch. The Beta girls moved through the wash stations in bright bikinis - hot pink, the sorority's official color - laughing and soaping up windshields while water arced from hoses in slow, glittering sprays. They were almost all white girls, toned and tan and careless, their ponytails swinging, their bellies bare, their skin golden and glowing. They were beautiful. Wet and shining and oblivious. I couldn't look at them without feeling something twist in my stomach that wasn't quite desire. It was closer to envy. They looked more at home in their bodies than I had ever felt in mine.

And then there were the brothers.

Alpha Phi Alpha didn't do understaffed. They didn't do helping. They were presiding. Every last one of them was Black - dark skin gleaming under the July sun like polished bronze, muscles stacked on muscles like they'd been carved from bedrock and set in the lot to cast shadows over everything else. They leaned against truck beds with their arms folded, red cups in hand, watching the white girls work. They moved through the steam and spray like they owned the air itself, their voices deep and unhurried, their laughter rolling across the asphalt like distant thunder. They were enormous. Not just tall - dense. The kind of thick, heavy, overwhelming physical presence that made the temperature in the lot seem to rise another ten degrees whenever one of them walked past.

They didn't glance at me. They didn't need to. I could feel how invisible I was the second I stepped onto the lot, how the space itself seemed to rearrange itself around their bodies and had nothing left over for mine.

I stood at the edge of it all, clutching the strap of my backpack, my knuckles white. My mouth was dry. My heart was doing something stupid and fast behind my ribs.

I was five-foot-seven. One hundred and thirty pounds soaking wet, which I nearly was from the midday heat. My chest was concave, my shoulders narrow, my arms like pipe cleaners. I hadn't shaved because there was nothing to shave. I hadn't lifted anything heavier than a textbook in two years. Next to these men, I wasn't just small. I was categorically different - a different species, a different class of creature. They were obsidian. I was chalk.

And I was about to walk straight into them.

I told myself I was here for Sarah. I told myself I'd find her, help hold signs or hand out water bottles or whatever weak, useless thing I could offer, and then I'd leave. I told myself this as I stepped through the gap in the orange cones and onto the blacktop, the heat rising off the asphalt in visible waves, the bass shaking the soles of my shoes.

I didn't see Dante until he was already in front of me.

He didn't appear. He materialized - like the crowd had parted just to make room for him, or maybe I'd just been too busy drowning in my own panic to notice six-foot-four of solid muscle bearing down on me.

"Yo."

One word. That was it. A single syllable that hit me somewhere below the sternum and stayed there, vibrating.

I looked up. Way up. Past the thick column of his neck, past the heavy shelf of his jaw, past lips that were full and dark and curled at the corners with something that wasn't quite a smile. His eyes were nearly black, deep-set beneath a low brow, and they found me the way a spotlight finds a bug - sudden, total, and completely uninterested in anything I might want.

Dante. I knew his name. Everyone did. President of Alpha Phi Alpha. Senior. Pre-law. Built like he'd been designed in a lab to make other men feel like accidents.

He was wearing a white tank top that was two sizes too small on purpose, stretched so thin across his chest I could see the individual ridges of his abs through the fabric, the dark circles of his nipples pressing against the cotton like bruises. His arms were bare and enormous - muscular, glistening, each vein a raised road map of pressure that looked like it could snap my forearm without trying. A thin gold chain rested against his collarbone, catching the light. His shorts hung low on his hips, low enough that I could see the V of his obliques cutting down into the waistband, the trail of coiled hair disappearing beneath it.

He smelled like weed and cologne and something underneath both - something hot and animal and heavy, the kind of scent that filled your sinuses and sat there, thick and wet, refusing to leave. I could feel it coating the back of my throat.

"You Sarah's boy?"

I nodded. My neck didn't seem to work right. It took two tries to get the sound out. "Y-yeah. She asked me to…"

"She asked you to come help." He finished the sentence for me, his voice a low, amused rumble. He didn't blink. "Look at you, though."

He did look. Slowly. From the top of my damp, sweaty head down to my worn-out sneakers, his gaze dragging over me like a physical thing, a hand pressing flat against every inch of my skin. I felt it on my scalp. My ears. The knobs of my spine. The soft dip of my waist. The place where my shorts bunched uselessly around my narrow hips because there wasn't enough meat on me to fill them.

"Man." He exhaled through his nose, a short, quiet laugh. "You ain't gonna be washing shit."

He reached out. I didn't move. I couldn't move. His hand was so large it looked like a special effect - thick fingers, wide palm, dark skin rough and dry and hot against my pale, damp shoulder. He didn't grip. He just rested it there, and the weight of it alone was enough to make my knees buckle inward. I could feel the calluses. The sheer density of bone and tendon beneath the skin. My shoulder looked like a child's beneath his hand, white and scrawny and pathetic.

"Come with me," he said. Not a request.

He turned and walked, and his hand slid from my shoulder to the back of my neck, guiding me. I went. My legs moved without permission, carrying me between the wash stations, past the Beta girls who didn't even look up, past a cluster of brothers who parted for Dante like water around a boulder. One of them - thick-necked, goateed, grinning - clapped Dante on the shoulder as we passed and shot me a look that made my stomach drop.

"That the white boy?" the goateed one said.

"That's him," Dante said, without stopping.

"Damn. He is little."

They laughed. I felt the sound land on my skin like a slap.

We reached the supply van at the back of the lot - a rusted, windowless box of metal baking in the sun, the kind of thing that looked like it should be hauling meat instead of car wash supplies. Dante pulled the door open, and a wall of hot, stale air hit me: rubber, mildew, old vinyl, and underneath it all, the concentrated musk of whatever had been stored in there for too long. It was dark inside. The thin metal walls amplified the bass from the speakers outside, turning the thudding rhythm into something I felt in my molars.

Dante pushed me in. Not hard. Just a nudge between the shoulder blades. But I stumbled anyway, my sneakers slipping on the rubber floor mat, my hands catching against a stack of buckets. The door slammed behind us, and the light dropped to a thin, dusty glow leaking through the seams.

I was alone with him.

The van was smaller inside than it looked. Shelves lined both walls, crammed with jugs of soap, rolls of towels, coiled hoses. There was maybe three feet of floor space, and Dante took up most of it. His chest was close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off him, could see the beads of sweat rolling down the valley between his pecs, could smell the thick, heavy musk of him filling the cramped space until there was nothing else to breathe.

"Strip," he said.

I blinked. "What?"

"You heard me." He leaned against the shelving, arms folded across his chest, the motion making his biceps bunch into something the size of softballs. "Take your clothes off."

My hands were shaking. I could feel them trembling at my sides, the fingers twitching like they belonged to someone else. "I - I don't - why?"

Dante tilted his head. Slowly. Like he was considering something - whether to explain it, whether to bother, whether I was worth the breath. Then his mouth curled into that same almost-smile, the one that didn't reach his eyes.

"'Cause you ain't built for washing cars, boy." His voice was patient. Conversational. "Look at you. You got no muscle. No mass. No presence." He gestured at my body with one hand, a lazy wave that somehow covered every inch of my inadequacy. "You out there looking like a lost little white girl in a bad costume. You think them cars out there need your skinny arms scrubbing on 'em? You think the brothers want to work next to some pale-ass string bean who can't even fill out a tank top?"

He leaned closer. I could feel his breath - warm, carrying the faint sweetness of whatever he'd been drinking. His face was inches from mine, his eyes locked on me, and I could see the flecks of gold in the dark brown of his irises, the smooth, taut skin of his cheeks, the fullness of his lips.

"But you know what you are built for?" he said, his voice dropping to something barely above a whisper. "You're built for looking pretty. You're built for being useful in a different way. So take off those bullshit clothes and put on what I tell you to put on, or you can walk your flat ass home and tell Sarah why you couldn't hack it."

I should have walked out. I should have shoved past him, shouldered the door open, and run. I should have done anything other than what I did, which was stand there shaking, my eyes burning, my throat so tight I could barely swallow, while Dante watched me with the calm, patient expression of a man who knew he'd already won.

I pulled off my tank top. My fingers were so clumsy I nearly ripped it. The air hit my bare chest and I crossed my arms instinctively, trying to hide the concave dip of my sternum, the pale, hairless expanse of my torso, the way my ribs showed when I breathed. My nipples were small and pink and puffy from the heat, and they hardened the instant the air touched them, poking out like little berries. Dante's gaze dropped to them, and his lip twitched.

"Shit," he said. "You really ain't got nothing on you, do you? No hair. No definition. Just soft little white boy skin." He reached out and pressed one thick finger against my chest, right between my ribs. The pad of his finger was rough and warm, and I flinched like I'd been burned. "Smooth as a bitch."

I dropped my shorts. I had no choice. The momentum of submission had taken over, a sick, sliding feeling of having passed the point where resistance was possible. My basketball shorts pooled around my ankles and I stepped out of them, standing in nothing but my underwear - cheap, white briefs that hung off my hipbones and sagged in the front where there was nothing to fill them. I could see the tiny outline of my cock through the fabric, a small, sad bump that looked like a thumb tucked into a pocket. Dante looked at it. Then at me. Then back at it.

And he laughed.

Not loud. Not cruel. Just a low, genuine chuckle, the kind you let out when you see something so pitiful it's almost endearing. "Aight," he said, still laughing. "Yeah. Yeah, that's - that's about what I expected."

"Lose 'em," he said, nodding at my briefs.

My hands shook as I hooked my thumbs into the waistband and pushed them down. The elastic caught on my hipbones, then slid, and I stepped out of them naked. Completely naked. My little cock, already shriveled with fear, had retreated into a tight, bald mound, barely peeking out from beneath my sparse pubic hair. The air hit my bare skin and I shivered despite the heat, my pale body flushing red from my chest to my forehead.

Dante reached behind him and pulled something off the shelf. A bundle of bright, hot pink fabric, small enough to fit in his palm. He tossed it at me, and I caught it against my chest, the material cool and slippery against my skin.

"Put it on."

I unfolded it. A bikini. A string bikini - hot pink, the Sigma Delta Beta sorority's official color, the same one every girl in the lot was wearing. It was tiny. The top was two triangular patches connected by thin strings, and the bottoms were a high-cut thong, with ties at the hips. The fabric was cheap and shiny, the kind of synthetic material that would go transparent the second it got wet. I could see how small it was. There wasn't enough fabric here to cover a girl, let alone me.

"I can't wear this," I whispered.

Dante just pointed at the floor. "Step in."

I stepped in. I pulled the bottoms up my legs, the thin strings catching against my skin, the tiny patch of pink fabric stretching over my crotch. It didn't cover me. It couldn't. My little cock, already shriveled with fear, was pressed flat against the fabric, barely making a bump. The back of the bottoms rode up between my ass cheeks, the thin strip of pink fabric disappearing into the soft, pale cleft of my flesh, exposing the full, round curve of my ass on either side. My ass was the one part of me that had any shape - soft, fleshy, white, and basically hairless, it jiggled slightly as I shifted my weight, the pink string cutting through it like a divider.

I tied the top around my neck and back, the tiny triangles of pink fabric sitting flat against my concave chest, doing nothing to hide my prominent, hardened nipples, which poked through the thin material like pink pencil erasers. The strings dug into my skin, and the whole thing was so tight, so small, that I felt like I was barely wearing anything.

Dante looked me up and down. His expression was unreadable for a moment - assessing, calculating - and then it settled into something that made my skin prickle with a heat that had nothing to do with the sun.

"Turn around," he said.

I turned. Slowly. My legs were shaking. I could feel his gaze on my back, on the exposed curve of my ass, on the thin pink string disappearing between my cheeks. The silence stretched. The bass from the speakers thudded through the walls. My heartbeat filled my ears.

"Jesus," he said, and I heard him move, felt the air shift, and then his hand was on my ass. Not a slap. Not a grab. Just a palm, flat and heavy, resting against the fullest part of my right cheek. The heat of his skin was startling. His hand was so large it covered nearly the entire cheek, his fingers curling slightly, pressing into the soft flesh, dimpling it. I felt my ass compress under his grip, the fat of it spreading between his fingers, and I made a sound - something small and pathetic, a whimper that I tried to swallow but couldn't.

"Got more ass than your girl," Dante said. His voice was close to my ear now, his breath hot against my neck. I could feel the heat of his body behind me, the solid wall of his chest hovering an inch from my back. "This a real bitch's body, white boy. Soft. Hairless. Built for it." He squeezed, and I felt my flesh ooze between his fingers, the pressure pushing me forward slightly. "You been hiding this in them baggy shorts? That's selfish."

His thumb traced the edge of the string, following it down into the crack of my ass, pressing the thin fabric deeper into the cleft. I felt it pull against my hole - not entering, just resting there, the slight pressure of the fabric against my virgin pucker making my breath hitch. My cock, trapped in the front of the bikini, gave a tiny, shameful twitch that I prayed he didn't notice.

He noticed.

"Somethin' moving down there," he said, and his other hand came around, sliding over my hip, fingers splaying across my flat stomach. His palm was hot and rough, and I could feel every callus, every ridge of his palm print against my skin. He moved lower. Slowly. His fingers brushed the top edge of the bikini bottom, tracing it, and then he pressed - just once - against the tiny bump of my cock through the fabric.

"There it is," he said. "Little thing's awake."

I wanted to die. I wanted the floor of the van to open up and swallow me. My cock was hardening - not fully, it couldn't, not with the shame and the fear and the tight fabric pressing it down - but enough to make a visible lump in the pink fabric, a small, obscene protrusion that looked like a thumb trying to escape. Dante pressed again, and I gasped, my hips jerking forward into his hand.

"Sensitive," he said, like he was taking notes. "Soft. Little. Sensitive." Each word landed like a stamp. "You ain't a man, boy. You know that, right? Men got this - " he ground his hips forward, and I felt it, hot and thick and massive even through his shorts, a solid bar of flesh pressing against the small of my back, " - and you got that." He flicked the tiny bump in my bikini with one finger, and I flinched. "That ain't a cock. That's a clit."

My face was burning. My breath came in short, shallow gasps, my chest tight, my vision swimming. I couldn't look at him. I stared at the wall of the van, at the peeling vinyl, at the rust creeping along the wheel well, anything to avoid those dark eyes. Dante didn't seem to care. He held me there, one hand on my ass, one hand resting over my twitching little cock, his own massive erection grinding slowly against my spine, and I could feel the heat of it, the weight of it, a thick, living thing that was bigger soft than I was hard.

"Shh," he said, and his voice was almost gentle. "Breathe. Ain't nothing wrong with being what you are." His hand slid up from my stomach to my chest, pressing flat over my heart, feeling it hammer. "You just gotta learn your place. We gonna teach you."

He let me go. The absence of his hands felt like a wound. I swayed, my knees weak, my skin tingling where he'd touched me. The bikini was damp with my sweat, clinging to my body, the fabric pulling tight against my crotch and ass. I could feel my nipples, hard and aching, poking through the thin pink triangles.

Dante opened the van door. Sunlight flooded in, blinding me, and with it came the noise - the bass, the shouts, the spray of water, the laughter. I blinked, shielding my eyes, and Dante stepped out beside me, one hand resting on my shoulder, guiding me forward into the light.

"Let's go meet your public, princess."

The lot went quiet. Not all at once, but in waves, spreading outward from the spot where I stood, the conversations dying as heads turned, as eyes found me, as mouths fell open. I could feel them looking. The Beta girls, the Alpha brothers, the random students walking by on the sidewalk. All of them, staring at the pale, hairless white boy in the hot pink string bikini, his tiny cock barely hidden by the fabric, his soft ass exposed by the high-cut bottoms, his puffy nipples poking through the thin triangles.

Then the laughter started.

It came from everywhere. An Alpha brother I didn't know pointed and howled. A Beta girl covered her mouth, her eyes wide, her shoulders shaking. Someone whistled - low and long, the kind of whistle you give a girl, except it was mocking, a sound that stripped the last of my dignity away.

I looked for Sarah. She was standing by the hose station, a sponge in one hand, her bikini top barely containing her tits. She saw me, and her face went through something - a flicker of shock, then confusion, then something else. Something that settled into her features and stayed there.

She started to smile.

Not a kind smile. Not a sympathetic smile. A slow, curling, hungry smile that pulled her glossy lips back and showed her teeth. Her eyes traveled down my body, taking in the bikini, the flat chest, the tiny bump, the exposed ass, and I watched something change behind her expression - a door closing, a lock turning, a final reassessment of what I was and what she was willing to settle for.

"Oh my God," she said, and she started walking toward me, her hips swaying, her tits bouncing with each step. "Mark. Baby. Is that what you're wearing?"

She reached me and didn't stop. She walked right up to me, her hands going to my bikini top, tugging at the strings, adjusting the triangles like she was fixing a friend's outfit. Her fingers brushed my nipple, and I flinched. She giggled.

"It's a little big on you," she said, her voice sweet and performative, loud enough for the crowd. "But you look so cute." She leaned in, her lips brushing my ear, and whispered, "You look like a little girl, Mark. A little pink sissy girl."

She pulled back, and her eyes found Dante, who was standing behind me, arms folded, watching. Her gaze dropped to his chest, to his arms, to the massive bulge in his shorts that he made no effort to hide. She bit her lip.

"Hi, Dante," she said, and her voice was different now. Softer. Higher. The voice she used to use with me before she realized I wasn't worth it.

"Hey, Sarah." His voice was a rumble. "Your boy here was in the wrong uniform. Fixed him up."

Sarah looked at me again. At my bikini. At my body. At the tiny, pathetic bump where my cock should be. And she smiled wider.

"I can see that," she said. "He looks - much better." She reached out and patted my head, like I was a dog. "Go help the girls, baby. You can hold the sponges for them."


Chapter 2: Put on Display

I spent the next hour on my knees.

Not by choice. Not because anyone told me to, not at first. But the work they gave me - the only work they gave me - was the kind that kept me bent over, kept me low, kept me at the level where every brother who walked by could look down at me and see the pink string riding up between my ass cheeks.

Wheels. That was my job. Tires and hubcaps. While the Beta girls sudsed up the hoods and the brothers rinsed and buffed, I was on the asphalt, scrubbing rubber, my knees raw and wet, my ass in the air, the thin pink fabric of the bikini bottoms pulling tight with every stretch.

The sun was brutal. It baked the back of my neck and turned my pale skin a blotchy, humiliating red. Sweat ran down my spine and pooled in the small of my back, soaking into the bikini strings, making the fabric cling even tighter. My whole body was damp and slippery, and the bikini had gone semi-transparent from the moisture, the pink fabric turning dark where it stuck to my skin, outlining the shriveled shape of my cock and the cleft of my ass in humiliating detail.

"Yo, look at this nigga." Trey's voice, booming from somewhere behind me. I heard heavy footsteps, felt the ground vibrate, and then a shadow fell over me. "White boy out here scrubbing tires in a thong. That's the funniest shit I seen all day."

I didn't look up. I kept scrubbing. The tire was black and grimy, and the soapy water was gray and warm, and I could feel Trey's gaze on my ass like a physical weight, pressing into the soft flesh, examining the curve of it, the way it jiggled when I moved.

"Stand up," Trey said. "Let me see you."

I stood. My knees were sore, my legs shaking. I turned to face him, and the full scale of him hit me again - six-four, two-forty, dark skin gleaming with sweat, his tank top stretched so tight across his chest it looked painted on. His goatee was dripping with moisture, and his eyes were sharp and bright and fixed on my body with an intensity that made my stomach clench.

"Damn," he said, and reached out. His hand was huge - bigger than Dante's, rougher, the fingers thick and calloused. He grabbed my hip, his thumb pressing into the soft flesh above the bikini string, and turned me sideways. "You really do got an ass on you. Look at that shit." He squeezed, and I felt my flesh compress, the fat of my cheek spreading under his palm. "Soft as fuck. You been eating good, white boy? Or you just born with a bitch body?"

"I…"

"Shut up. I didn't ask you to talk." He turned me the rest of the way around, so my back was to him again, and I felt both hands on my hips, his thumbs hooking into the bikini strings, tugging them up, pulling the fabric tighter, making it ride higher into my crack. "Yeah. Yeah, that's a proper ass. Little pink string all up in there." He slapped it. Hard. The crack echoed across the lot, and my ass cheek rippled, the flesh bouncing, and I yelped, stumbling forward.

"There he go," Trey said, laughing. "Get back to work, princess. You missed a spot."

I got back on my knees.

My cheek was still stinging from the slap, the skin hot and prickling where Trey's palm had connected. I could feel the handprint on my ass - a bright, burning brand that throbbed with my heartbeat. The flesh jiggled every time I moved, every time I shifted my weight to reach a different part of the tire, and I could feel Trey still standing behind me, watching, his heavy breathing loud enough to hear over the music.

"Yo, D!" Trey shouted, and I heard Dante's low response from somewhere near the hose station. "Come look at this white boy's ass. I'm telling you, this nigga got more cake than half the bitches out here."

Footsteps. Two sets. Dante's were slower, deliberate, each one a measured impact. He appeared in my peripheral vision, red cup in hand, looking down at me with that same calm, predatory assessment.

"See?" Trey said, and grabbed my ass again, kneading the flesh with his fingers, pulling the cheek aside to expose the pink string buried in my cleft. "Look at that. Soft as fucking dough. No hair. No muscle. Just a fat little white bitch ass."

Dante sipped his drink. His eyes moved over me slowly, the way a man looks at livestock he's considering buying. "Told you," he said. "He's built for it. Look at the way that thong sits. Look at the way his back arches when he bends over." He crouched beside me, and I flinched, my shoulders hunching. His face was level with mine, close enough that I could see the individual beads of sweat on his upper lip, the smooth, dark planes of his cheeks, the way his nostrils flared when he inhaled.

He smelled me.

A long, slow inhale through his nose, his eyes half-closing, and I realized with a sick lurch that he was breathing in the scent of my sweat, my fear, the cheap fruity body wash that the Beta girls used and that Sarah had left in my shower. His lips parted, and his tongue ran along his lower lip, wet and slow.

"You smell like a bitch too," he said quietly. "Like strawberries and sweat and scared little white boy." He leaned closer, his mouth near my ear. "You know what that smell does to men like us?"

I shook my head. My eyes were burning. My throat was so tight I could barely breathe.

"Makes us hungry," he whispered.

He stood, and I heard him say something to Trey - low, casual, the kind of tone you use when you're discussing logistics. "Run the hose on him. Get him wet. Let's see what that bikini looks like when it's soaked."

"No - " I started, but the word died in my throat because Trey was already moving, already grabbing the hose from the reel on the side of the van. The nozzle was adjustable, and Trey twisted it down to a wide, heavy spray - not the industrial blast meant for blasting mud off truck undercarriages, but a thick, soaking stream, the kind that drenches you through to the skin in seconds. When he squeezed the trigger, the water hit me in the center of my back, and I gasped - a high, shrill sound, the kind a girl makes when she gets hit with cold water.

The water was cool, a shock against my sun-baked skin, and it hit with enough force to make me stumble forward onto my hands, my ass going up, my back arching, the bikini stretching tight across my body.

Trey didn't stop. He played the hose over me like he was washing a car, the stream moving up my spine, across my shoulders, down my arms, and then - deliberately, slowly - over my ass. The water ran over the soft flesh, making it ripple and jiggle, the pink fabric going instantly transparent, the string disappearing between my cheeks, the thin material molding to every contour of my anatomy.

"Spread your legs," Trey said, and when I didn't move fast enough, he put his boot on my lower back and pressed me flat against the asphalt, my cheek pressing into the wet, warm blacktop. "I said spread 'em."

I spread my legs. The water hit the inside of my thighs, running up between my legs, and I felt it - cool and invasive - pressing against my asshole through the thin fabric. The string was soaked, clinging to my hole, and the water flow pushed the material into the tight pucker of my flesh, the sensation strange and intrusive and making my cock twitch shamefully inside the transparent bikini.

"There he go," Trey said, and I could hear the grin in his voice. "Look at that little clitty jumping. He likes it." He moved the stream, and the water hit my crotch directly, the flow flattening my tiny cock against my pelvis, the transparent fabric leaving nothing hidden. My little erection was fully visible through the soaked pink material, the outline of the head and the tight, hairless sac beneath it outlined in humiliating detail.

"Hold up, hold up." Dante's voice, amused. "Bring him over here. Let everybody get a look."

Trey grabbed me by the arm and hauled me to my feet. I was dripping, the water running off me in sheets, the bikini clinging to every inch of my skin like a second layer of paint. My nipples were hard, poking through the transparent triangles, pink and swollen and obscene. My cock was visible - a tiny, shriveled bump that barely made an impression in the fabric, the head smaller than a thumb. And my ass - the round, pale, fleshy globes of it - was completely exposed, the string so thin and wet it had disappeared into the crack, leaving nothing but smooth, wet, white flesh on either side.

Dante had gathered a crowd. Not just the brothers - some of the Beta girls too, standing in a loose semicircle near the center of the lot, cups in hand, phones out. I could see Sarah among them, her bikini top barely containing her heavy tits, her lips wet with gloss, her eyes bright and fixed on me with an expression I'd never seen before. Not pity. Not embarrassment. Arousal. Pure, unfiltered, hungry arousal, her pupils blown wide, her cheeks flushed, her thighs pressed together so tightly I could see the muscles trembling.

"Check out the new hire," Dante announced, his voice carrying across the lot. "Sarah's boy wanted to help out, so we found him a uniform that fits. What do y'all think?"

The laughter was immediate. A wave of sound that hit me from every direction, the brothers hooting, the girls giggling behind their hands, someone letting out a long, mocking whistle. I stood in the center of it, dripping wet, my body on display, my skin turning red from the sun and the shame, and I couldn't move. My legs wouldn't work. My arms hung at my sides. I just stood there and took it, my eyes on the ground, my lower lip trembling.

"Spin him around," someone called out. "Let's see the back."

Dante didn't have to ask. He just put his hand on my shoulder and turned me, slowly, like I was on a display stand. My back was to the crowd now, my ass in full view, the wet pink string buried between my cheeks, the pale flesh gleaming with water and sweat. I heard the reaction - groans, laughs, a sharp "Goddamn!" from one of the brothers - and I felt every pair of eyes on me, pressing into my skin like hot needles.

"Look at that ass, bro," Trey said, stepping into the circle, his hand coming down hard on my right cheek. The slap was loud, wet, the sound amplified by the water on my skin. My flesh rippled, bouncing, and I jerked forward, a small, pathetic sound escaping my throat. "Tell me that don't look like a bitch. Tell me that don't look like he was made to take dick."

"Nah, he was," another brother said - Marcus, I thought, a thick, dark-skinned junior with dreads and a wide, easy grin. He stepped up beside Trey, looking down at me with open, appraising hunger. "Look at that waist. Look at them hips. White boy built like a fucking Barbie."

"Get on your knees," Dante said.

I dropped. The asphalt was hot and rough against my shins, and I winced, my hands going to the ground to steady myself. I was on all fours, my back arched, my ass in the air, the wet bikini riding up, exposing me. The crowd shifted closer, forming a tight ring around me. I could smell them - the brothers' musk, thick and heavy and male, mixing with the coconut oil and vanilla perfume of the sorority girls, creating a suffocating cloud of heat and scent that made my head swim.

"Beg," Dante said.

I looked up. He was standing directly in front of me, his crotch at eye level, and I could see it - the massive, thick outline of his cock through his shorts, hanging heavy and low, the fabric stretched tight around it. It was enormous. Even flaccid, it was a weapon, a thick, dark tube of flesh that curved down and to the left, the head visible as a blunt, rounded shape beneath the material. The smell of him was strongest here - musk and sweat and something deeper, something raw and biological that hit the back of my throat and sat there, coating my tongue.

"Beg for your spot," he repeated, his voice patient. "Tell everybody what you are and ask nice if you can stay."

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out. My lips moved, but the words were stuck, jammed somewhere in my chest, blocked by the lump of shame and fear that had been growing since I walked onto the lot. I could feel the crowd watching, waiting. I could feel Sarah watching. I could feel the sun on my back, the water evaporating off my skin, the bikini shrinking as it dried, pulling tighter.

"I - " My voice cracked. "Please. Please let me stay."

"Let you stay and do what?" Dante said. "What are you here for, white boy? What are you good for?"

"I don't - I can wash - "

"You can't wash shit." Trey's hand connected with my ass again, harder this time, and I yelped, my body jerking forward. "Try again, princess. Tell us what you're good for."

My body was shaking - small, continuous tremors that made my ass jiggle, made the bikini strings vibrate, made my tiny cock twitch inside the wet fabric.

"I'm - " I swallowed. "I'm a sissy."

The crowd erupted. Cheers, laughter, clapping. Someone shouted "Say it louder!" and Dante smiled, a slow, satisfied curl of his lips, and crouched in front of me, his face inches from mine.

"Again," he said, his voice soft. "Louder. Tell everybody."

"I'm a sissy!" The words tore out of me, ragged and broken, and the crowd roared. "I'm a - I'm a white sissy. I'm not a man. I'm not…"

"Not what?" Dante pressed, his eyes locked on mine, his hand coming up to grip my jaw, tilting my face toward him. His fingers were hot and rough, pressing into my cheeks, forcing my mouth open.

"Not - a real man," I choked, and the words tasted like vomit, like surrender, like the last gasp of something I used to be. "I'm not built like you. I'm not - I don't have what you have. I'm small. I'm weak. I'm - "

"A bitch," Dante finished for me. "Say it."

"I'm a bitch."

"Whose bitch?"

I looked at him. His eyes were patient. His hand was still on my jaw, his thumb pressing into the soft flesh beneath my chin, and I could feel the calluses on his palm, the rough heat of his skin. Behind him, Trey was grinning, his arms crossed, his cock visible through his shorts, thick and heavy and waiting.

"Your bitch," I whispered. "I'm your bitch."

"Good girl."

The words hit me like a physical blow. My whole body jerked, a shudder running through me that started in my chest and radiated outward, and I felt my cock twitch again - harder this time, a shameful, involuntary pulse that made the wet fabric of the bikini shift. Dante saw it. His eyes dropped, and he smiled.

"Look at that," he said, nodding toward my crotch. "Little clitty's getting hard. You like being called a girl, white boy? You like being put in your place?"

I didn't answer. I couldn't. My mouth was open, my jaw still held in his grip, and the tears were flowing freely now, hot and fast, blurring my vision. But my body was answering for me - my tiny, pathetic erection was straining against the wet pink fabric, the head visible through the transparent material, and my hips were moving in small, involuntary circles, grinding the air, my ass clenching and unclenching around nothing.

"He's dripping," Sarah said.

I looked up. She was standing at the edge of the circle, her arms crossed, her head tilted, looking at me with that same hungry, appraising expression. She stepped forward, moving through the crowd, and the brothers parted for her, grinning, slapping her ass as she passed, her bikini bottom riding up, her tits bouncing with each step.

She stopped in front of me, looking down, and I could see the wet spot on her bikini bottom - the fabric darkened, clinging to the outline of her pussy, the lips swollen and visible through the thin material. She was wet. Soaking wet. Watching me get broken down had made her soaking wet.

"Mark," she said, and her voice was different. Not the voice she used with me at home, the soft, patient, slightly condescending voice she used when she was explaining something I didn't understand. This was harder. Colder. More honest. "Look at yourself."

I looked down. I was on my knees on the hot asphalt, my body dripping, my skin red and raw, my cock tenting the front of a hot pink string bikini that was so wet it was transparent. My nipples were hard and swollen, poking through the fabric. My ass was up, exposed, the string buried between my cheeks, the flesh red and marked with handprints. I looked like a piece of meat. I looked like a toy. I looked like exactly what they said I was.

"You see?" Sarah said, crouching beside me, her face close to mine. "You see how you look? You see what you are?" She reached out and touched my chest, her fingers finding my nipple through the wet fabric, and she pinched - hard - twisting the sensitive nub until I gasped, my back arching, my ass pushing out further. "This is you, baby. This is what you really are. Not my boyfriend. Not a man. A little white sissy in a pink bikini, on his knees, begging to be kept."

"Sarah - " I started, but she squeezed harder, and the word became a whine.

"Shh," she said. "Don't talk. Just show them." She released my nipple and moved behind me, and I felt her hands on my ass - small, soft, familiar hands that I'd felt a hundred times before, but different now, rougher, more demanding. She grabbed both cheeks and spread them, pulling me open, and I felt the air hit my exposed hole, the string pulled tight against the pucker, the flesh stretching.

"Look at this," she said to the crowd, her voice bright, almost cheerful. "Look at his little pussy."

The crowd pressed closer. I could feel them - bodies, heat, the weight of eyes - and I could hear the phones clicking, the video recording, the comments and laughter and the low, rumbling sound of male approval. My asshole was on display, the tight pink ring of muscle visible through the wet string, twitching under the attention, clenching and releasing in a shameful, involuntary rhythm.

"Shake it," Sarah said, and slapped my ass. "Show the Alphas what a good bitch you can be."

I did.

I don't know how. I don't know where the movement came from - some deep, buried instinct, some switch that had been flipped when Dante called me "good girl." But my hips started moving, my ass started bouncing, the flesh rippling and clapping, the sound wet and obscene, the string shifting between my cheeks, my hole winking at the crowd with every movement. I was twerking. On my knees, in a parking lot, in a transparent pink bikini, I was twerking for a crowd of strangers while my girlfriend watched and cheered.

"Yeeeaaah, there he go!" Trey shouted, and started clapping, the rhythm matching my movement. "Work that shit, white boy. Bounce that ass."

"Look at him go!" Marcus called out, laughing, his phone held up, recording. "Damn, Sarah, where'd you find this bitch? He moves better than you."

Sarah laughed, high and bright, and I heard her say something back, something sharp and playful, but I couldn't hear it over the blood rushing in my ears. My body was moving on its own, my hips rolling, my ass clapping, my back arching, and I could feel my cock leaking - the clear fluid seeping through the wet fabric, running down my thigh, leaving a shiny trail on my pale skin.

"Alright, alright." Dante's voice cut through the noise, and the crowd quieted, the clapping slowing. "That's enough. Get up."

I stopped. My body went still, my ass still in the air, my chest heaving, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps. I could feel the sweat running down my spine, the saliva dripping from my chin, the tears drying on my cheeks. My knees were raw from the asphalt, scraped and burning, and my cock was still hard - painfully, humiliatingly hard - straining against the wet fabric, the head purple and swollen and visible through the transparent pink material.

Dante grabbed my arm and pulled me to my feet. I swayed, my legs weak, and he steadied me, his hand on my hip, his fingers pressing into the soft flesh above my ass. He was close - close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off his body, the thick, heavy musk of his sweat and his arousal filling my nose, his cock visible through his shorts, the shaft thick and dark and hanging low, the head a blunt, rounded shape that swung with his movement.

"You did good," he said, his voice low, just for me. "Real good. But we're just getting started, princess. You think you're embarrassed now? You think you're humiliated?" He leaned closer, his lips brushing my ear, his breath hot and wet. "By the time we're done with you, you're not gonna remember what it felt like to be a man. You're gonna remember what it felt like to be ours."

He let go of me, and I stood there, swaying, my body on fire, my mind blank, the crowd still watching, still recording, still waiting for whatever came next.


Chapter 3: Fed to the Wolves

The gates clanged shut.

I heard the metal ring of the chain-link fence slamming home, the padlock clicking, and the sound cut through the noise of the party like a knife. The music didn't stop - the bass still thumped, still vibrated in my chest - but something changed. The air. The energy. The way the brothers moved. It was subtle, a shift in the current, like the moment before a storm breaks.

Cars still passed on the street. Honked. Students still walked by on the sidewalk, craning their necks, pointing at the lot full of half-naked college kids. But the lot was sealed now. Closed. A fishbowl with no exits.

"Trey." Dante's voice, calm as always. "Bring him."

Trey's hand closed around the back of my neck.

Not my arm this time. My neck. His fingers wrapped around the column of my throat, his palm hot and rough against my skin, and he squeezed - not enough to choke, just enough to control. Just enough to let me know I had no say in where we went or how fast we got there. He marched me forward, my feet stumbling on the wet asphalt, my body still dripping, the bikini still clinging to every inch of me, and the crowd parted like water around a ship's prow.

The brothers formed a loose circle near the center of the lot. Not the same circle as before - tighter now, closer, the men shoulder to shoulder, their bodies a wall of dark muscle and gleaming skin. Some had taken off their tank tops, their torsos bare and slick with sweat, their abs flexing as they moved. Others still had theirs on, the fabric stretched to its limit across their chests. They were all watching me. All smiling. The kind of smile that showed teeth.

The Beta girls had migrated too, clustering on the hoods of the parked cars that lined the wash station, their legs dangling, their bikinis bright against the hot metal. They had their phones out. Their drinks. Their sunglasses pushed up on their heads. They looked like they were settling in for a show.

Sarah was on the hood of a black Escalade, her legs crossed, her body leaned back on her hands, her tits pushed up and forward, the swells of them straining the triangles of her top. She had a fresh cup - something pink, something strong - and she sipped it slowly, her eyes never leaving me. When I looked at her, she smiled. Not a girlfriend smile. Not a comforting smile. The smile of someone watching something they'd paid to see.

"Here." Trey stopped me in the center of the circle and let go of my neck. I stood there, swaying, my arms hanging at my sides, the sun beating down on my head, the heat rising off the asphalt in visible waves. The soapy water had mostly dried, leaving a thin, slick film on my skin that made my flesh shine. The bikini was still damp, still translucent, still clinging to the shameful geography of my body - the tiny bump of my cock, the puffy swell of my nipples, the deep cleft of my ass.

Dante stepped into the circle.

He'd taken off his tank top. His body was a wall - dark, gleaming, the muscles of his chest and abdomen carved in sharp relief, each one distinct, the skin stretched tight over them like polished stone. His shorts hung low on his hips, the waistband of his boxers visible above them, and the bulge was impossible. Massive. A thick, heavy mass of flesh that pulled the fabric of his shorts down with its weight, the outline of the shaft visible, curving down and to the left, the head a blunt, rounded shape that shifted when he moved.

He stopped in front of me. Close. Close enough that I could feel the heat coming off his skin, the thick, heavy musk of his sweat and his arousal mixing with the smell of soap and asphalt. His chest was level with my face. His nipples were dark, flat discs against his pectorals, and there was a thin line of hair running down the center of his stomach, disappearing into the waistband of his shorts.

"Get on your knees," he said.

My legs buckled. Not because I chose to kneel - because the words went through me like electricity, short-circuiting whatever was left of my will, and my body just... went. My knees hit the asphalt, the impact sharp and hot, and I winced, my hands going to the ground, my back arching, my ass pushing out behind me. The bikini rode up again, the string pulling tight between my cheeks, and I heard someone behind me whistle.

"Damn, look at that arch," one of the brothers said - DeShawn, a tall, lean senior with light skin and a shaved head. "White boy just put his pussy in the air like a bitch in heat."

"He knows what he's here for," Dante said. He stepped closer, and now his crotch was directly in front of my face - level with my mouth, level with my eyes, the massive shape of his cock inches from my nose. I could smell it. Not just the musk now - the actual scent of his arousal, thick and concentrated, a raw, biological smell that was different from anything I'd encountered. It was heavy. Meaty. The smell of a real man's sex, and it filled my nose, coated my tongue, sat in the back of my throat like a physical thing.

"You know what's happening now, princess?" Dante's voice was low, almost gentle. He reached down and put his hand on the top of my head, his fingers threading through my damp, sweaty hair, and he gripped - not painfully, but firmly. Possessively. The way you grip something that belongs to you. "You've been running around all day in your little pink bikini, shaking your ass, showing off your clitty, telling everybody what a sissy you are. But that was just the preview. That was just the appetizer."

He pulled my head back, tilting my face up toward him, and I looked up - way up, past the ridges of his abs, the swell of his chest, the thick column of his neck - into his eyes. They were dark, almost black, the pupils wide, the irises a thin ring of brown. He was looking down at me the way a man looks at something small and helpless and entirely in his power.

"Now it's time for the main course," he said.

He let go of my hair and hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his shorts. He didn't pull them down slowly or tease or make a show of it. He just shoved them down - shorts and boxers together in one rough motion - and his cock fell out.

It hit the air with a weight you could almost hear. A thick, heavy, dark slab of flesh that swung forward and hung there, bobbing with its own mass, the shaft thick and veined, the skin a deep, rich brown, darker than the rest of him, the head a fat, mushroom-shaped crown that was already glistening with a thin sheen of precum. It was big. Bigger than I'd imagined, bigger than the outline had suggested - eight inches soft, maybe more, and thick. So thick that I knew, with a sudden, gut-level certainty, that my hand wouldn't close around it. That my mouth wouldn't fit over it. That it was designed - built - for one purpose, and that purpose was to destroy whatever it was put into.

Below it hung his balls - heavy, low, the sack dark and smooth, the orbs inside visible as two fat, rounded shapes that swung with his movement. The smell was strongest here, concentrated and thick, the musk of his groin filling my nose and sitting in my lungs like smoke.

"Open up, princess," Dante said, his hand gripping my hair, tilting my face toward his cock. "Show me what that mouth is for."

I stared at it. Inches from my face. The head was fat and slick, drooling a clear, sticky thread of precum that swung from the tip and splattered warm against my chin. The shaft pulsed with a visible, rhythmic twitch - thick, ropey veins running along the dark, glistening length, pumping it full, making it heavier by the second. I could smell it. Not just musk now - the raw, concentrated stink of his arousal, thick and biological, meaty and hot, sitting in the back of my throat like something I'd swallowed.

I shook my head. Small, barely a twitch, but it was the first thing I'd done all day that wasn't obedience. My lips were pressed white, my jaw clenched, my hands balled into fists on my thighs. My whole body was trembling - the bikini clinging to me, damp and translucent, the tiny bump of my clitty visible through the soaked pink fabric.

"No," I said. The word came out cracked and thin. "I'm not gay.  I'm not doing this.I have a girlfriend."

My voice broke on the last word, and I heard Sarah laugh from somewhere behind me - high, bright, cruel.

Dante smiled. Slow. Patient. Like he'd been waiting for this.

"Trey," he said.

A hand closed around the back of my neck - massive, rough, fingers digging into the muscles on either side of my spine. Trey's other hand hooked into the corner of my mouth, two thick fingers digging into my cheeks, pulling, the pressure brutal and immediate. My lips peeled apart whether I wanted them to or not, the corners stretching until the skin burned, until I felt like my face was splitting open.

"Ah - " I gasped, my jaw forced wide, and that was all Dante needed.

He pushed his hips forward, and the head of his cock pressed against my lower lip. The contact was obscene - hot, slick, the flesh soft on the surface but rigid underneath, and it was so thick that just the head filled my mouth, stretching my lips thin, pulling them taut around the girth. The taste hit immediately - salty, musky, a thin, slippery film of precum smearing across my tongue, coating it, and I gagged hard, my throat spasming, saliva flooding my mouth and running down my chin in thick, sticky ropes.

I tried to twist away. Trey's hand on my neck held me like a vice, and Dante's grip in my hair kept my head angled exactly where he wanted it - face tilted up, mouth open, throat exposed.

"Relax your jaw," Dante said, his thumb stroking my cheek in a grotesque parody of tenderness. "Breathe through your nose. You're not deep-throating yet - we'll get there. Just the head for now. Get used to the taste."

I breathed. The scent of him filled my nose - thick, heavy, the ripe stink of his groin, sweat and musk and something underneath that was purely sexual, purely male. The taste of him sat on my tongue - salty, slick, alive, his cock pulsing against my lips with his heartbeat. I felt the head settle heavy onto my tongue, the fat ridge of it pressing against the roof of my mouth, and my lips were stretched so thin around the shaft that I could feel every vein, every contour.

And then I felt my own dick twitch.

Not just twitch - throb. A shameful, aching pulse in the wet pink fabric, my tiny, pathetic cock stiffening against the soaked bikini, the outline of it visible now, a hard little nub pressing against the transparent material. My body was betraying me. My mouth was full of Black cock and my clitty was getting hard.

"Look at that," someone said. "White boy's got a mouth full of dick and his little clitty's loving it."

The crowd laughed. I heard Sarah's voice cut through - bright, drunk, aroused: "Oh my god, he's hard. He's actually hard."

My face burned. My eyes watered. My jaw ached around the thickness of him, and I knelt there, trembling, my mouth stuffed, my clitty throbbing, and I knew - with a sinking, sick certainty - that they were right.

"Good girl," Dante said, and the words went through me again, another electric jolt that made my hips jerk, made my ass clench, made my clitty throb. He pulled back, the head sliding out of my mouth with a wet, obscene pop, and a thick string of saliva connected my lower lip to the tip of his cock, stretching, thinning, breaking. "Now take it deeper."

He pushed back in. Not just the head this time - another inch, two inches, the shaft sliding between my lips, the thickness of it forcing my jaw wider, the head pressing against my tongue and sliding back toward my throat. I gagged again, my eyes watering, my hands coming up instinctively to push against his thighs, but his grip on my hair tightened, holding me in place.

I pushed against his thighs. My hands splayed across the slabs of muscle, feeling the heat radiating through the skin, the rigid bulk beneath, and it was like pushing against a wall. My fingers couldn't even dent the flesh. He didn't budge. Didn't flinch. Just looked down at me with those dark eyes, that patient, predatory calm, and pushed deeper.

Three inches. Four. The shaft slid across my tongue, thick and veined, the skin hot and slick with my saliva, and I felt it pressing toward the back of my mouth. The head bumped against the entrance to my throat and I gagged - hard, violent, my whole body convulsing, saliva surging up around his cock and spilling out of the corners of my mouth, running down my chin, dripping onto the asphalt between my knees. My eyes were streaming, my nose running, and the sounds I was making - these wet, choking, gurgling noises - were barely human.

"Shhh. Shhh. Breathe." Dante's thumb was still stroking my cheek, that grotesque tenderness, his voice low and steady. "Through your nose, princess. You can take it. I know you can."

I couldn't. I couldn't breathe. My throat was spasming around the head of his cock, clenching and releasing, and every time I tried to inhale, I just sucked in the thick, musky scent of his groin, the smell of him filling my lungs until I was dizzy with it. My vision was graying at the edges, my hands sliding down his thighs, my body going limp.

He pulled back. The cock slid out, wet and shining, and I gasped - huge, desperate, sucking breaths that made my chest heave, my nipples poking through the damp bikini fabric. Drool hung from my chin in long, viscous strings, pooling on the asphalt. I coughed, hacked, wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, and looked up at him with watery, red-rimmed eyes.

He was smiling. That same slow, patient smile. His cock hung in front of my face, rock-hard now, jutting out from his body at a steep angle, the shaft dark and gleaming with my spit, the head swollen and purple, drooling a fat bead of precum that hung from the tip and stretched downward. It was bigger hard than it was soft - thicker, the veins standing out in bold relief, the whole thing pulsing with his heartbeat. Ten inches. Maybe more. I couldn't tell. I couldn't think. All I could do was stare at it, this close, this real, this impossible.

"See?" Dante said. "That wasn't so bad. He’s a natural."

"She's a natural," Trey corrected from behind me, and the brothers laughed.

"That's right," Dante said, his hand coming up to cup my chin, tilting my face toward him. "She. Look at me, princess. You're not a man, remember? You said it yourself. Men don't kneel. Men don't suck cock. Men don't get hard in a pink bikini with a mouth full of dick. So what does that make you?"

I stared at him. My chin was in his hand, my face tilted up, my mouth still open, drool and precum smeared across my lips. I could feel the heat of the asphalt through my knees, the sun beating on my back, the wet bikini clinging to my body. And I could feel my clitty - still hard, still throbbing, still straining against the transparent fabric, the head visible, the tiny shaft outlined in obscene detail.

"A sissy," I whispered.

"Louder."

"A sissy. I'm a sissy."

"And what do sissies do?"

"They..." I swallowed. The words were in my mouth before I could stop them, rising up from somewhere deep and broken, somewhere I didn't recognize. "They suck cock. They serve. They take it."

"Good girl." Another jolt. Another throb. My hips jerked forward, grinding the air, my ass clenching. "Now open up. We're going deeper this time."

I opened my mouth.

I didn't hesitate. Didn't think. Just opened, my jaw stretching wide, my tongue extending, and Dante pushed in. The head slid past my lips, across my tongue, and this time when it hit the back of my mouth, I didn't fight it. I swallowed. My throat opened around him, the muscles relaxing, the head squeezing past the tight ring of muscle at the entrance, and then it was in - my throat, his cock, the thick shaft filling me, stretching me, the pulsing heat of it pressing against the walls of my esophagus.

"Oh shit," someone said. "He took it. The white boy took it all."

"Damn," Trey said, and I felt his hand on the back of my head, pushing me forward, pressing my face into Dante's groin. My nose was buried in the coarse hair at the base of his cock, the smell overwhelming - thick, ripe, concentrated, the pure stink of his sex filling every breath. My chin was pressed against his balls, the heavy sack resting against my jaw, the orbs inside shifting against my skin. I couldn't breathe. I couldn't move. I was impaled.

Dante held me there. His hand on the back of my head, his cock buried in my throat, his hips tilted forward. I could feel him pulsing inside me - each throb a distinct, heavy beat that I felt in my own chest, like a second heartbeat. My throat was spasming around him, my body trying to reject the intrusion, but he didn't pull back. He just held me, let me adjust, let my throat learn the shape of him.

"Look at that," he said, his voice a low rumble above me. "Look at that throat. You can see it. You can see my dick in his throat."

I felt fingers on my neck - someone else's, touching my throat, pressing against the swollen outline of Dante's cock. The touch was clinical, curious, almost medical. I heard a girl's voice - high, excited: "Oh my god, you can feel it. You can actually feel it in there."

"Take a picture," Dante said, and I heard the phone shutter click.

My clitty was throbbing. Hard, desperate, aching, the tiny shaft straining against the wet fabric, leaking a steady stream of precum that had soaked through the pink material and was running down my thigh. My body was betraying me completely. My mouth was full of Black cock, my throat was stretched around it, and my little white clitty was leaking like a broken faucet.

Dante pulled back. The cock slid out of my throat with a wet, slurping sound, and I gasped, coughing, drool spilling out of my mouth in a flood. He pulled out until just the head rested on my tongue, then pushed back in - not all the way, just enough to fill my mouth, to stretch my lips, to keep me open and drooling.

"Keep it there," he said. "Don't move. Don't suck. Just hold it."

I held it. My mouth stuffed, my jaw aching, my throat raw, my body trembling. I could taste him - salty, musky, the precum pooling on my tongue, slick and slightly bitter. I could smell him - the thick, heavy stink of his groin filling my nose with every breath. I could feel him - the pulse of his cock against my lips, the heat of his flesh, the weight of him resting on my tongue.

"Trey," Dante said. "You want some?"

"Hell yeah."

Trey stepped up beside Dante. He'd already pulled his cock out - pulled it out and was stroking it, his fist wrapped around the shaft, working it to full hardness. It was different from Dante's. Longer, maybe, but thinner, the shaft straighter, the skin darker, almost black, the head a fat, flared crown that was dripping with precum. His balls were huge - bigger than Dante's, hanging low in a heavy sac, swinging with each stroke.

He pressed it against my cheek. The hot, slick head slid across my skin, leaving a wet trail of precum, and I felt the heat of it, the weight, the sheer mass of it resting against my face. He slapped it against my cheek - a wet, heavy smack that made my head turn, that made my skin sting.

Two cocks on my face.

That was all I could think. Two massive, hot, heavy Black cocks resting against my skin, pressing into me, marking me with their heat and their weight and their slick, leaking precum. Dante's was still in my mouth, the head sitting fat and heavy on my tongue, pulsing with his heartbeat. Trey's was slapped against my cheek, the shaft lying across my face from my jaw to my temple, the head drooling a steady, sticky trail of precum that ran down my cheekbone and into my eye.

I couldn't see. My right eye was glued shut with Trey's precum, my left was watering, blurred, and all I could make out was the vague, dark shape of their bodies looming over me - two walls of muscle and sweat and power, their torsos gleaming in the sun, their faces looking down at me with that same mix of amusement and hunger. The smell was unbearable. Two sources of it now, two thick, heavy clouds of musk mixing together into something dense and biological and overwhelming, filling my nose, sitting in my lungs, coating my tongue. My head was swimming. My clitty was throbbing so hard it hurt, the tiny shaft straining against the soaked pink fabric, leaking a steady, shameful stream of precum that had made a dark, wet spot on the bikini and was running down my inner thigh.

I was hard. Harder than I'd ever been with Sarah. Harder than I'd ever been watching porn, thinking about girls, doing anything that a normal, straight man would do. My mouth was stuffed with Black cock and my face was smeared with another one and my pathetic little white clitty was leaking like a faucet.

What's wrong with me, I thought. But the thought was distant. Fuzzy. Like it was coming from someone else's brain. My body had disconnected from whatever was left of my will, and I was just a thing now - a thing on its knees, a thing with a mouth, a thing that was being used.

"Swap," Trey said, and Dante pulled out.

The cock slid off my tongue with a wet, sucking sound, and my mouth hung open - empty, gaping, my jaw stretched, my lips swollen and red, saliva hanging from my lower lip in a thick, viscous string. I gasped, one huge, shuddering breath, and then Trey's cock was there, pressing against my lips, the head fat and hot and slick, and he didn't wait. He pushed in.

The taste was different. Saltier. Sharper. His precum was thinner, more watery, but there was more of it - a constant, steady leak that flooded my tongue the moment the head settled into my mouth. His cock was longer than Dante's, the shaft straighter, and it slid deeper faster, the head pressing toward my throat before I was ready. I gagged, my eyes bulging, my hands coming up to grip his thighs - the thick, dense slabs of muscle rigid and burning hot under my palms.

"Ah-ah." Trey slapped my hands away. "Hands behind your back. You don't touch unless I tell you."

I clasped my hands behind my back, my fingers gripping each other, my arms trembling. He pushed deeper. The head squeezed past the entrance to my throat, and I felt it - that same awful, impossible stretch, my throat opening around him, the shaft filling me, the thick, pulsing heat of it pressing against the walls of my esophagus. He didn't stop. Didn't pause. Just fed it in, inch by inch, until my nose was pressed against his groin, the coarse, wiry hair scratching my upper lip, the heavy, musky stink of him filling my head.

"Yeah," he groaned, his hand on the back of my head, holding me there. "Swallow that dick, white boy. Swallow it all."

My throat worked around him, the muscles contracting, milking him involuntarily, and he groaned again - deeper, louder. His hips pulled back, the cock sliding out of my throat with a wet, slurping sound, and then he pushed back in. Not gentle. Not slow. A hard, deep thrust that buried him to the root, his balls swinging forward and slapping against my chin with a heavy, wet smack.

He started to fuck my face.

There was no other word for it. He gripped my head with both hands, his fingers laced through my hair, and he pumped his hips - fast, brutal, rhythmic thrusts that drove his cock in and out of my throat, each one bottoming out, each one making his balls slap against my chin. The sounds were obscene - wet, gurgling, choking, the slick slap of flesh against flesh, the squelch of saliva and precum. I couldn't breathe. I couldn't think. I was just a hole, a wet, warm, receptive hole being used, and my throat was burning, my jaw was aching, and my clitty was throbbing in time with his thrusts.

"Fuck yeah," Trey grunted, his pace quickening. "Look at me. Look at me while I fuck your face."

I looked up. My eyes were streaming, red, swollen, and I looked up past the glistening, dark plane of his stomach, past the heaving slabs of his chest, into his face. He was looking down at me with that sneer, that white-toothed, hungry sneer, his eyes wild, his mouth open, his breath coming in sharp, heavy pants. He was enjoying this. Really, truly enjoying it - the power, the control, the sight of this pale, soft, helpless white boy on his knees, choking on his dick.

"Back to me," Dante said, and Trey pulled out.

The cock slid out of my throat with a pop, and I coughed - hard, wet, hacking - drool and precum spilling out of my mouth in a flood, running down my chin, dripping onto my chest, soaking into the pink bikini top. My throat was raw. My lips were swollen, red, tender. My jaw ached. But before I could recover, Dante was there, his cock pressing against my mouth, and I opened. I opened without being told. I opened because my body knew now, because whatever resistance I'd had was gone, because I was a sissy and sissies sucked cock and my mouth was for this.

Dante was slower. More deliberate. He pushed in, filling my mouth, letting me feel every inch, every vein, every ridge. The head settled on my tongue, heavy and hot, and he held there, his hand on the back of my head, not moving, just letting me taste him, smell him, feel him.

"Good girl," he murmured. "Good girl. You're learning."

I whimpered around his cock. The sound was pathetic - high, thin, muffled by the thickness in my mouth - but it was real. I was whimpering. Moaning with my mouth full of Black cock, my clitty leaking, my body trembling, and the sound made the crowd laugh, made the brothers cheer, made Sarah's voice cut through the noise, high and bright and drunk and aroused.

"He's whimpering! Oh my god, listen to him. He loves it."

I heard her before I saw her. My left eye was still glued shut with Trey's precum, but I turned my head - Dante's cock still in my mouth, the shaft shifting against my tongue - and looked toward the Escalade.

Sarah was still on the hood. But her posture had changed. Her legs were no longer crossed. They were spread, her knees apart, her feet planted on the bumper, her thighs wide open. Her hand was between her legs, her fingers pressed against the thin pink fabric of her bikini bottom, and she was rubbing. Not subtle, not hidden, not shy. Rubbing. Her fingers moving in slow, deliberate circles, the fabric pulling tight against her pussy, the outline of her fingers visible through the thin material, the fabric dark and wet with her arousal.

She was staring at me. Her eyes were glassy, half-lidded, her lips parted, her chest heaving, her tits straining the triangles of her top with each rapid breath. Her cheeks were flushed a deep, dark pink, and she was biting her lower lip - the same lip she used to bite when I went down on her, the same face she used to make when she was close.

But she wasn't looking at me like I was her boyfriend. She was looking at me like I was a show. A spectacle. A thing. Her fingers pressed harder, moved faster, and I saw her hips tilt, her ass lifting off the hood, grinding against her hand, and I realized with a sick, sinking lurch that she was going to come. She was going to come watching me suck cock.

"Keep sucking, princess," Dante said, his hand tightening in my hair. "Don't get distracted. You're not done."

He pulled back, the cock sliding out of my mouth, and I gasped - then Trey was there, pushing in, filling me again, his cock longer, the head punching into my throat, and I swallowed, my throat opening, my eyes watering, and he fucked my face again. Hard. Fast. Brutal. His balls slapped against my chin, his thighs pressed against my cheeks, his hands gripped my head, and I took it. I took it because that was what I was for.

Back to Dante. His cock, thicker, stretching my jaw wider, the head settling heavy on my tongue. He thrust, slow and deep, feeding it into my throat, and I felt it - the familiar stretch, the burn, the impossible fullness - and I swallowed around him, my throat milking him, and he groaned, a deep, rumbling sound that vibrated through his cock and into my mouth.

"That's it," he said. "That's a good little bitch. Work that throat."

Back to Trey. Faster. Harder. His hips pumping, his cock slamming into my throat, his balls swinging, his breath coming in sharp, grunting pants. I was drooling uncontrollably, saliva and precum running down my chin, my neck, my chest, pooling on the asphalt between my knees. My jaw was numb. My throat was raw. My clitty was aching, throbbing, leaking, and I could feel my own precum running down my thigh, cooling in the air.

Back to Dante. Back to Trey. Back and forth, back and forth, my mouth a receptacle, my throat a sleeve, my body a tool for their pleasure. The crowd was cheering, shouting, laughing, but the sounds were distant now, muffled, like I was underwater. All I could hear was the wet, slick slap of cocks in my mouth, the grunting of the men above me, and Sarah's voice, cutting through, high and breathless and close.

"Oh god. Oh god, he's really doing it. He's really sucking their dicks. Fuck. Fuck, that's so hot."

I looked. I couldn't help it. I turned my head, Trey's cock still in my throat, and I looked at Sarah. Her hand was moving faster now, her fingers grinding against the wet pink fabric, her hips bucking, her thighs shaking, her head thrown back, her mouth open, her eyes squeezed shut. She was coming. She was coming on her own fingers, on the hood of a black Escalade, watching her boyfriend get face-fucked by two Black men.

Her body convulsed. Her back arched, her tits jiggling, her legs snapping together, trapping her hand, and she let out a high, keening moan that cut through the noise of the party. Her hips jerked three, four, five times, and then she collapsed back onto the hood, her chest heaving, her thighs still trembling, her fingers still pressed against the soaked fabric of her bikini bottom. She lay there for a moment, panting, her eyes half-open, a lazy, satisfied smile spreading across her face.

Then she looked at me. Right at me. And she laughed.

"Oh, babe," she said, her voice thick and dreamy. "You look so pretty with a mouthful of cock."

Dante pulled out. Trey pushed in. I was choking, gagging, drooling, and the crowd was roaring. My jaw was a rubber hinge, my throat a raw, swollen tube, and I had lost all sense of time. I didn't know how long I'd been on my knees. Minutes. Hours. It didn't matter. I was a mouth. I was a hole. I was a thing.

"Alright," Dante said, his voice low and commanding. "Time to finish. Both of us. On your face."

Trey pulled out. My mouth hung open, empty, gaping, a string of drool hanging from my lower lip. I gasped, sucking in air, my chest heaving. Both men stood over me, their cocks jutting out, massive and dark and slick with my saliva, the heads swollen, the shafts pulsing. They were close. I could see it in the way their muscles tightened, the way their breathing had grown heavy, ragged.

"Look up," Dante said. "Keep your mouth open. Keep your eyes open."

I tilted my head back. I looked up at them - two towering, glistening walls of dark muscle, their cocks pointed at my face, their hands moving, stroking, pumping. I could hear the wet, slick sound of their fists working their shafts, the squelch of saliva and precum, the heavy, rhythmic slap of skin.

"Please," I whispered. I didn't know what I was begging for. For them to stop. For them to finish. For them to cover me, mark me, ruin me. The word came out on its own, thin and broken and pathetic. "Please."

"Please what, princess?" Dante said, his hand moving faster, his cock swelling, the head flaring, the veins standing out thick and dark along the shaft.

"Please cum on me."

The words came out of my mouth and I heard them like someone else had spoken them. But I had. I had said it. I had begged for it. And the crowd heard it, and they erupted - a wave of laughter and cheers and shouted filth that washed over me.

"Fuck, the white boy's begging for it!"

"Paint that sissy face!"

"Give him what he wants!"

Sarah's voice cut through again, sharp and clear. "Do it! Cum on his face! Cover him! Make him yours!"

Trey went first. His cock swelled, the head darkening, the shaft thickening in his fist, and he let out a deep, guttural groan that seemed to come from his chest. The first rope hit me across the forehead - thick, hot, heavy, a solid stripe of white that splattered across my skin and ran down into my eyebrow. The second hit my nose, a fat, heavy glob that splashed across the bridge and dripped off the tip. The third hit my open mouth, coating my tongue, salty and bitter and slick, and I swallowed instinctively, my throat working, my mouth closing around the taste.

He kept cumming. Rope after rope, thick and heavy, splashing across my cheeks, my chin, my lips. It was everywhere - hot, sticky, clinging to my skin, running down my face in slow, thick rivulets. I couldn't see. My eyes were glued shut, my lashes crusted, my face a mask of cum. I could feel it cooling, tightening on my skin, the smell of it sharp and biological and overwhelming, mixing with the musk that already coated my senses.

"Fuck yeah," Trey grunted, stroking the last drops out, letting them fall onto my lips. "Take that nut, white boy. Take it all over your fucking face."

Then Dante. His hand moved once, twice, three times, and then he groaned - deep, resonant, vibrating through his chest - and his cock erupted. The first shot hit me across the cheek, a thick, heavy rope that splattered across my face from my jaw to my temple. The second hit my open mouth, flooding my tongue, thick and hot and bitter, and I swallowed again, gagging on the volume. The third hit my chin, dripping down onto my chest, soaking into the pink bikini top. He came and came, thick, heavy ropes of cum striping my face, layering over Trey's, mixing together into a slick, white mask that covered every inch of my skin.

I knelt there. My face was covered. My mouth was full. My eyes were sealed shut. Cum was running down my cheeks, my chin, my neck, dripping onto my chest, pooling in the fabric of the bikini top. I could taste it - salty, bitter, thick - coating my tongue, sitting in the back of my throat. I could smell it - sharp, musky, biological - mixing with the sweat and the heat and the heavy, cloying scent of the fraternity brothers until it was all I could breathe.

I was kneeling on asphalt in a parking lot, in a pink string bikini, with my face covered in two Black men's cum, in front of a crowd of cheering students, my girlfriend watching from the hood of an Escalade with her hand still between her legs.

And my clitty was still hard. Still leaking. Still throbbing.

"Look at him," Dante said, his voice low, satisfied. He reached down and gripped my chin, tilting my face up, turning it side to side, showing the crowd. The cum shifted on my skin, thick and wet, running in new directions. "Look at that pretty white face. That's what a sissy looks like."

"That's what a bitch looks like," Trey added, his voice rough, spent. He slapped his softening cock against my cheek - one last wet, heavy smack - and the crowd roared.

"Open your eyes," Dante said.

I tried. My lashes were crusted, glued together, and I blinked, hard, forcing them apart, the cum cracking and pulling. I looked up, my vision blurred, stinging, and I saw Dante's face above me - calm, satisfied, amused. He was looking down at me the way you look at something you own.

"Good girl," he said.

And something inside me - something small, something that had been clinging to the idea that I was a man, that I was Sarah's boyfriend, that I was anything other than what I was right now - broke.

I smiled. A thin, broken, cum-slick smile, my lips trembling, my eyes watering, my face a mess of spit and cum and drool. And I whispered, my voice cracked and raw and barely audible over the noise of the crowd:

"Thank you."

The crowd lost it. A deafening, chaotic roar of laughter and cheers and clapping. The brothers were shouting, the sorority girls were shrieking, and somewhere in the noise, Sarah's voice rose above it all, bright and clear and triumphant.

"That's my boyfriend! That's my little sissy boyfriend!"

I knelt there. Face covered. Mouth full. Broken. And I waited for whatever came next.


Chapter 4: Left Gaping and Wanting

The sun was sinking.

I could feel it on my back - the angle changing, the heat softening from a blunt hammer to something lower, thicker, a slow bake that pressed down on the asphalt and rose up in visible waves. The shadows of the cars stretched long across the lot, and the light had gone from white to gold to a deep, bruised orange that made everything look like it was on fire. The hip-hop was still pounding, the bass thudding in my chest, but the music had shifted - slower, heavier, something with a low, grinding rhythm that sounded like sex.

I was still on my knees.

The cum had dried on my face. I could feel it - a tight, cracking mask that pulled at my skin every time I moved my jaw, flaking at the edges, still wet and slick in the creases around my mouth and nose. My lips were crusted. My tongue was coated, the taste of it - salty and bitter - still sitting in the back of my throat like a film I couldn't swallow away. My jaw ached. A deep, throbbing ache that radiated up into my temples and down into my neck, the kind of ache that meant something had been stretched past its limit and forced to stay there. My throat was raw. Swollen. Every breath scraped through it like sandpaper.

Dante had walked away after I thanked him. Just turned, his cock swinging heavy between his thighs, and walked toward the Escalade where Sarah was still sprawled on the hood. I watched him go through my one good eye - the left still glued shut with crusted cum - watched him step up to her, lean down, say something close to her ear. Watched Sarah giggle, reach up, press her hand flat against his chest, her fingers spreading over the dense, dark muscle. Watched her look back at me - still kneeling, still covered, still broken - and smile. Not cruel. Not angry. Just... satisfied. Like she'd been given something she'd been waiting for.

Trey had gone too, stumbling off toward a cooler by the fence, high-fiving brothers, his cock still hanging out of his shorts, wet and swinging. Nobody seemed to care. The lot had shifted while I was on my knees. The energy. The charity car wash was over. The last of the customer cars had pulled away long ago, and the gates at either end of the lot were closed now - chain-link, padlocked, the kind that were supposed to keep people out but were really keeping me in. The buckets were still out. The sponges. The hoses coiled on the asphalt. But nobody was washing cars anymore.

The lot was filled with bodies.

More brothers. I didn't recognize all of them - faces I'd seen at parties, in the dining hall, around campus, but never up close, never like this. They were arriving in clusters, coming around the corners of the building, stepping out of cars that pulled up to the curb and parked illegally, walking through the side gate with the easy, loose-limbed swagger of men who knew exactly why they were here. Alpha Phi Alpha. All of them. The gold and black paraphernalia, the branded tank tops, the low fades and the thick arms and the heavy, confident way they took up space. They were big. All of them. Not Dante-big, not Trey-big, but big enough - taller than me, wider than me, darker than me, their bodies radiating that same stifling, animal heat I'd been drowning in for the past hour.

The sorority girls were still there too. But they'd moved. They weren't washing cars anymore, weren't standing around with buckets and sponges. They were perched on car hoods, leaning against fenders, sitting on the curb with their legs crossed, their bikinis still on, their bodies still gleaming with sunscreen and sweat. But their eyes were different now. Hungrier. Brighter. They were watching the brothers arrive the way a crowd watches a storm roll in - with excitement and fear and the knowledge that something was about to happen.

I was still kneeling in the center of the lot. The asphalt was hot under my knees, gritty, slick with spilled soap and the puddle of drool and precum that had pooled beneath me. My pink bikini was soaked through - not just with the hose water, not just with sweat, but with the steady, shameful leak from my clitty, which had never gone soft. Not once. Not after Dante came on my face. Not after Trey came on my face. Not after I thanked them. Not after Sarah called me her little sissy boyfriend in front of everyone. My clitty was still hard, still straining against the transparent pink fabric, the head visible, the tiny shaft outlined, a dark wet spot spreading across the material where I'd been leaking continuously.

I was a mess. I knew that. I could feel it - the cum on my face, the drool on my chin, the sweat plastering my hair to my forehead, the bikini clinging to my body like a second skin. I looked like what I was. A used thing. A toy that had been played with and set down, waiting to be picked up again.

Dante's voice cut through the music. He was standing by the Escalade, one hand resting on the hood next to Sarah's thigh, the other holding a red plastic cup. He wasn't shouting. He didn't need to.

"Yo. Circle up."

The words moved through the lot like a current. Brothers turned, drifted, gathered. They formed a loose ring around the center of the lot - around me - ten, fifteen, twenty of them, maybe more, their bodies blocking the light, casting long shadows across the asphalt. The sorority girls shifted too, finding perches on hoods and trunks, their legs swinging, their eyes bright, their phones out.

I was in the center. On my knees. The only person on the ground.

"Stand him up," Dante said.

Two hands grabbed my arms - large, rough hands, the grip hot and tight - and hauled me to my feet. My legs almost buckled. They'd been folded under me for too long, the blood drained, the muscles numb, and I staggered, swayed, would have fallen if the hands hadn't held me. I stood there, swaying, my knees weak, my chest heaving, the pink bikini barely clinging to my body, the strings loose, the top twisted, the bottoms riding up into the crack of my ass.

Dante walked toward me. Slow. Deliberate. The crowd parted for him. He was holding something - a towel, gray, stained, the kind the shop used for buffing. He stopped in front of me, looked down at my face - the cum-mask, the crusted eyes, the swollen lips - and he reached up and wiped it. Not gently. Not tenderly. He scraped the towel across my face, rough, efficient, the way you'd wipe down a counter. The cum came off in flakes and smears, the towel dragging across my skin, and he tossed it aside when he was done. My face was raw, stinging, pink, but clean. Mostly clean. I could still feel it in my hair, in my ears, in the creases of my neck. But my eyes were open. Both of them. And I could see.

I could see all of them.

Twenty faces. Maybe more. Ringed around me in a loose circle, their bodies backlit by the setting sun, their faces in shadow but their eyes visible - dark, bright, hungry. They were looking at me the way Trey had looked at me. The way Dante had looked at me. Not as a person. As a thing. A soft, pale thing in a pink bikini with a hard little clitty and a mouth that had just been trained to take cock.

"Here's how this works," Dante said, his voice carrying across the lot, calm and conversational, like he was explaining the rules of a game. "Little princess here has been real good today. Real obedient. Learned her place. But she's only used her mouth. And a sissy's got more than one hole, doesn't she?"

The circle laughed. A low, rumbling, collective sound that made my stomach drop.

"So we're gonna break her in proper," Dante continued. He reached out, hooked a finger into the waistband of my bikini bottoms, and tugged. Not hard enough to pull them off. Just hard enough to snap the fabric against my hip, to make me flinch, to make the crowd chuckle. "Anyone who wants a turn, get in line. But me and Trey go first. We earned it."

"You damn right," Trey's voice boomed from somewhere in the circle, and the brothers laughed again.

Dante's finger was still hooked in my waistband. He stepped closer, his body blocking out the sun, his chest a wall of dark, gleaming muscle in front of my face. I could smell him - that thick, heavy, intoxicating musk of sweat and cannabis and aroused male, the smell that had been filling my lungs for the past hour, the smell that made my head swim and my clitty throb. He leaned down, his mouth close to my ear, his breath hot.

"You feel that?" he murmured. "You feel what's about to happen?"

I felt it. I felt it in the vibration of the bass, in the heat of the asphalt, in the grip of the hands still holding my arms, in the eyes of every person in that circle. I felt it in my clitty, still hard, still leaking, still betraying me. And I felt it somewhere else - somewhere lower, somewhere tighter, somewhere that had never been touched, that was clenched and virgin and twitching with a fear so primal it made my vision blur.

"Yes," I whispered.

"Say it," he said. "Say what you are."

"I'm a sissy."

"Louder."

"I'm a sissy." My voice cracked. The crowd heard it. They laughed. They cheered.

"And what do sissies do?"

"They... they take it."

"Take what?"

I swallowed. My throat was raw. My mouth was dry. The words were in my head, the words he'd trained me to say, the words that had replaced whatever I used to think about myself, and they came out of my mouth like they'd always been there.

"They take cock. They take it in their holes. They take it for real men."

"What kind of real men?"

My tongue was thick. My lips moved without sound at first. Then the words came, ugly and simple and true.

"Black men. Big Black men. Men who are bigger than me. Stronger than me. Better than me."

"And what are you?"

"I'm a white boy. A little white sissy. I'm not a real man. I'm not even close."

"Good girl." His finger tugged the waistband again, and this time he pulled harder, and I felt the fabric slide down - over my hips, over my ass, the thin pink material peeling away from my skin, the wet spot where my clitty had been leaking pulling free with a sticky, viscous string of precum. The bikini bottoms dropped to my ankles. The air hit my bare skin - my thighs, my hips, the nearly hairless mound where my clitty sat, tiny and hard and glistening, and lower, the soft, pale flesh of my ass, and between my cheeks, the tight, pink, virgin pucker.

Someone whistled. Someone else said, "Look at that little white ass." A third voice, lower, rougher: "That's gonna look good stretched out."

Dante reached behind me and unknotted the bikini top. It fell away. My chest was bare - pale, my ribs visible, my nipples puffy and hard, pink and sensitive, stiff in the evening air. I stood there. Naked. In front of everyone. The only white body in a circle of dark skin and dark eyes and dark intent. My clitty was hard, pointing up at the sky, barely three inches, the head swollen and wet. My thighs were trembling. My knees were weak. And my asshole - my tight, virgin, pink asshole - was exposed, clenching, waiting.

"Bring him," Dante said.

The hands on my arms moved. I was walked - half-carried, half-dragged - across the lot, the crowd parting and then closing behind us, a procession of bodies moving toward the back fence. The music shifted again, something slower, dirtier, a beat that sounded like bedsprings and skin. The light was lower now, the sun a red smear on the horizon, and the lot was bathed in that bruised orange glow that made everything look like a pornographic Polaroid.

The towel pile was where I'd seen it before - a haphazard mound near the back fence, gray and stained, the towels stiff with dried soap and grease and sweat. It had grown. More towels had been thrown on top, and someone had laid out a few blankets - thin, rough, the kind you'd find in a frat house basement, stained with things I didn't want to think about. It was a bed. An altar. A place where things were going to happen to me that had never happened before.

I was pushed. Not gently. A hand between my shoulder blades, shoving me forward, and I fell - face-first, chest-first, belly-first - into the pile. The towels were rough against my skin, the fabric scratchy, smelling of mildew and sweat and something else, something biological, something that made my nostrils flare and my clitty throb. I caught myself on my hands, my ass in the air, my knees sinking into the damp fabric, and I stayed there. On all fours. Ass up. Face down. The position of an animal. The position of a bitch.

"Look at that," Trey's voice came from behind me, close, and I felt a hand on my ass - huge, rough, the palm hot and calloused, the fingers spreading, gripping the soft pale flesh, squeezing hard enough to make me gasp. "Look at that little pink hole. That's the tightest thing I've ever seen."

His thumb pressed against it. Just pressed. Not pushing in. Just resting there, the pad of his thumb hot and dry against the clenched ring of muscle, and I felt my asshole spasm - a quick, involuntary clench that made Trey laugh.

"Relax, princess," he said. "It's gonna go in whether you relax or not."

"Dante," I said. I didn't know why I said his name. I wasn't asking him to stop. I wasn't asking him for help. I was just... saying it. Like it was the only word I knew. Like he was the only person in the world. "Dante."

"I'm right here," his voice came from my left. I turned my head and he was there, kneeling beside the towel pile, his cock already out, already hard, the massive dark shaft jutting from his shorts, the head swollen and wet. He reached out and gripped my chin, turning my face toward him. "I'm right here. You're gonna be fine. You're gonna take it, and you're gonna thank us, and then you're gonna take some more. That's what you're for."

He leaned in and kissed me. His mouth pressed against mine, his tongue pushing in, thick and wet and tasting of beer and weed, and I kissed him back. I kissed him back because I was a sissy and he was a man and that was what sissies did. My mouth opened under his, my tongue met his, and I felt Trey's thumb push into my asshole - dry, rough, the muscle resisting, burning, stretching around the thick digit - and I gasped into Dante's mouth, my body jerking, my back arching, my ass clenching around the intrusion.

"See?" Trey said, working his thumb in to the first knuckle, twisting it, the nail scraping the tight ring of muscle. "She likes it. Look at that little clitty jump."

My clitty was jumping. Twitching. Leaking a steady, clear stream of precum onto the towel beneath me, the fluid pooling, soaking into the fabric. My body was betraying me again - my asshole loosening around Trey's thumb, the burn fading into something else, something warmer, something that made my hips rock back, just slightly, just enough for Trey to notice.

"There you go," he said, pushing his thumb in deeper, to the second knuckle, the muscle stretching, the burn sharper, my breath catching. "There's a good little bitch. Open up for me. Let me in."

He pulled his thumb out. I felt the absence - a sudden, empty ache that made my asshole clench around nothing, the muscle twitching, the air cool against the wet, stretched ring. Then I heard the sound of a cap snapping, and cold, slick liquid hit my crack - lube, or lotion, or something - running down between my cheeks, thick and slippery, pooling against my hole.

Trey's finger replaced his thumb. One finger, slick, sliding in easier now, the muscle yielding, the burn replaced by a deep, strange, fullness that I'd never felt before. He pushed in to the knuckle, and I moaned - a low, broken, humiliating sound that came from somewhere in my chest I didn't know existed.

"That's it," Dante said, still holding my chin, still close, his breath on my face. "Let him open you up. Get you ready for the real thing."

A second finger. Stretching. The burn coming back, sharper, the muscle forced wider, the lube slicking the way. I was panting now, short, sharp breaths through my nose, my body trembling, my arms shaking, my ass impaled on Trey's fingers. He was moving them - pushing in, pulling out, twisting, scissoring, stretching me open, and with each movement I could feel my asshole loosening, the resistance fading, the muscle surrendering.

"Three fingers," Trey said, and I felt the third push in, and I cried out - a sharp, high, girlish sound that made the crowd around us erupt in laughter and cheers. The stretch was intense, the burn real, my asshole stretched tight around the three thick digits, the muscle straining, the lube squelching with each movement.

"Look at that," someone in the crowd said. "The white boy's opening right up."

"Born for it," another voice said. "Look at that ass take those fingers."

Sarah's voice. I heard it, cutting through the noise, and I turned my head - Dante's hand had released my chin - and found her. She was sitting on the trunk of a car at the edge of the circle, her legs crossed, her bikini top off now, her tits bare, her nipples hard and pink, her hand pushed inside her bikini bottom, her fingers buried in her pussy, sliding slowly in and out, teasing herself with each movement. She was watching me. Watching Trey's fingers fuck my asshole. And she was smiling.

"That's it, baby," she called out, her voice bright and clear and mocking. "Open up for them. Show them what a good little sissy you are."

Trey pulled his fingers out. My asshole gaped - just slightly, just enough, the muscle not closing all the way, the hole open and slick and ready. I felt the cool air hit the inside of me, and I felt the absence again, that empty, aching need that made my hips push back, made my ass rise higher, made me present myself like an animal in heat.

"Please," I whispered. The word again. The same word. The only word.

"Please what, princess?" Trey's voice, from behind me, and I heard the sound of a belt buckle, a zipper, the rustle of fabric.

"Please fuck me."

The crowd roared.

The head of Trey's cock pressed against my asshole. It was so much bigger than his fingers. I could feel it - the heat of it, the size of it, the slick, spongy hardness pressing against the ring of muscle, not pushing in yet, just resting there, waiting. I was trembling. My whole body was trembling. My arms were shaking. My thighs were shaking. My clitty was twitching, leaking, throbbing. And my asshole - my virgin, pink, tight asshole - was clenching and unclenching around nothing, desperate for the thing that was about to destroy it.

"Deep breath," Dante said, his voice close, his hand on the back of my neck, firm and grounding. "Deep breath, and push out."

I took a breath. I pushed out. And Trey pushed in.

The head popped past the ring of muscle. The burn was immediate - sharp, bright, blinding, a white-hot stretch that raced from my asshole up my spine and into my skull. I screamed. Not a moan. Not a gasp. A scream - high, thin, girlish, the sound of something being torn open. The crowd went wild. Trey held still, just the head inside me, the thick, flared crown stretching me wider than I'd ever been stretched, the muscle clamped tight around the shaft, the burn searing through my body.

"Fuck," Trey groaned, his hands gripping my hips, his fingers digging into the soft, pale flesh. "This is the tightest hole I've ever had. This little white boy is tight as fuck."

He pushed in. Deeper. Inch by inch. Slow. Relentless. I could feel every millimeter - the shaft sliding in, the thick, veined column of flesh filling me, the heat of it, the pressure of it, the impossible, overwhelming fullness that was building inside me. My asshole was burning, stretching, the muscle forced open around the girth of him, and I was gasping, panting, my mouth open, my eyes wide, my fingers clawing at the towels.

"Halfway," Trey said, and I could feel it - half of his cock inside me, the rest still outside, the shaft thick and dark, the contrast between his skin and my pale, stretched asshole obscene and visible to everyone watching. "You're doing good, princess. Halfway there."

He pushed deeper. The burn shifted - not fading, but changing, the sharp edge softening into a deep, heavy ache that radiated through my pelvis, my lower back, my thighs. I could feel him inside me, the length of him, the weight of him, the way my insides were shifting and stretching to accommodate the intrusion. It was too much. It was too big. It was too deep. And my clitty was throbbing harder than it ever had, leaking a steady stream of clear fluid, the head swollen and purple, the tiny shaft straining.

"All the way," Trey said, and his hips pressed against my ass, his thighs meeting my cheeks, his cock buried to the root inside me. I could feel his balls - heavy, hot, full - resting against my taint. I could feel his pubic hair against my skin. I could feel the head of his cock deep, deep inside me, pressing against something - something that sent a jolt of electricity through my body, something that made my clitty jump and my mouth open and a sound come out of me that I'd never made before.

A moan. Low. Long. Broken. The sound of a body being taken. The sound of a hole being claimed. The sound of a sissy being bred.

"Fuck yeah," Trey groaned, the sound vibrating through his chest and into my back, his hips grinding against my ass, grinding that massive, buried cock into me, churning my insides. "You feel that? You feel all that dick inside you?"

I couldn't speak. I couldn't form words. My throat was tight, my lungs seizing, my entire world reduced to the sensation of being split open. I could feel every ridge, every vein, every throbbing inch of him. He was so deep. So impossibly deep. It felt like he was in my stomach, pushing against my lungs, rearranging my organs to make room for his superior Black cock. My own clitty was trapped against the rough towels, the friction maddening, the tiny, useless thing leaking a constant, pathetic river of precum that soaked the fabric beneath me.

"Answer him," Dante said. He was still beside me, watching, his dark eyes gleaming with sadistic pleasure. He reached out and grabbed a handful of my hair, pulling my head back, forcing me to look at him. "Trey asked you a question, sissy. You don't want to be rude, do you?"

"N-no," I gasped, the word barely a breath, my eyes watering, my face contorted in a mix of agony and a twisted, terrifying pleasure. "I... I feel it. I feel it all."

"What do you feel?" Trey demanded. He pulled out - just an inch, just enough to make the cold air rush into the gap, just enough to make my asshole clench around the sudden emptiness - and then slammed back in. Hard.

I screamed again. A high, broken sound. The slap of his hips against my pale ass was loud, sharp, like a gunshot in the quiet lot.

"Tell me!" he shouted, and he started to fuck me. Really fuck me. No more gentle probing. No more waiting. He pulled out halfway and drove back in, setting a rhythm, a brutal, punishing pace that made my body jerk forward with every thrust, my hands scrabbling for purchase on the slick towels.

"I feel... your cock!" I cried out, the words tearing out of me. "I feel your big Black cock! It's so big! It's so deep! It's... it's ruining me!"

"Ruin you?" Trey laughed, a dark, cruel sound. "Bitch, I ain't ruining you. I'm fixing you. I'm turning this tight little pussy into what it was meant to be. A cunt for real men."

He punctuated the word with a particularly vicious thrust, his heavy balls slapping against my taint, the sound wet and lewd. Slap. Slap. Slap. The rhythm of it was hypnotic, the bass line to my destruction. My ass was rippling with every impact, the soft, pale flesh jiggling like jelly, contrasting obscenely with the dark, granite-hard muscle of Trey’s thighs.

Dante let go of my hair and moved around us, watching the show. He was stroking his own cock now, slow, deliberate pulls of that massive, dark shaft, his eyes locked on the connection point where Trey’s thick, glossy Black dick was disappearing into my stretched, pink hole.

"Look at that gape," Dante said, his voice low, appreciative. "Look at how that little white pussy wraps around him. Like it's hungry. Like it's been starving for it."

He was right. My body was betraying me in the worst way. The burn was still there, the sharp, tearing pain of the stretch, but underneath it was something else. A heat. A pressure. A fullness that pressed against my prostate, sending shockwaves of electric pleasure shooting up my spine. My clitty was twitching uncontrollably, drooling strings of clear fluid onto the towels. My hips were starting to move - not away from the intrusion, but back into it. Rocking. Grinding. Meeting Trey's thrusts halfway.

"Look at that," Sarah’s voice cut through the air, sharper now, breathless. "Look at him go. He loves it. The little slut loves it."

I turned my head, my vision swimming, and saw her. She had slid off the car trunk and was standing at the edge of the towel pile, her bikini bottoms pushed down to her knees, her hand working furiously between her legs. Her eyes were glued to my ass, to the sight of that massive Black piston destroying her boyfriend’s hole. She looked mesmerized. Hungry. Her mouth was open, her chest heaving, her nipples hard points in the evening air.

"Fuck him, Trey," she moaned, her fingers plunging in and out of her wet cunt. "Wreck him. Show him what a real man feels like. Show him why he'll never be able to please me with that little white dicklet."

The words hit me like a physical blow. Never please me. It was true. I knew it was true. I could feel it in the way my body was yielding, in the way my asshole was gripping Trey’s cock like it never wanted to let go, in the way my clitty was hard and dripping despite the humiliation. I wasn't a man. I wasn't her boyfriend. I was just... a hole. A warm, wet place for these men to dump their loads.

Trey was grunting now, his rhythm getting faster, harder. He was gripping my hips so tight I knew he’d leave bruises - dark, finger-shaped bruises on my pale white skin, marks of ownership. He was pounding me, his cock head battering against my insides, his shaft dragging against my rim, the friction enough to make me scream with every thrust.

"I'm getting close," he growled, his voice ragged. "This pussy is too good. Too tight. I'm gonna breed this bitch."

"Do it," Dante said, stepping closer, his cock now fully hard, the dark head glistening with precum. "Breed him. Fill him up. Mark our territory."

"Please," I whimpered, my face pressed into the rough towels, the smell of mildew and sweat and sex filling my nose. "Please... cum in me. I want it. I want your cum."

"Fuck yeah," Trey roared. He slammed into me one last time, burying himself to the hilt, his hips jerking, his cock pulsing inside me. I felt it - the hot, thick jets of cum erupting deep inside my ass, coating my insides, claiming me. It was so much, so hot, so overwhelming. My own clitty spasmed, and without even touching it, I came - a thin, watery, pathetic load that dribbled out onto the towels, adding to the mess beneath me.

Trey held himself there, his chest heaving against my back, his cock softening slightly inside me, plugging the load in. I lay there, broken, panting, my body twitching with the aftershocks, my ass throbbing, my hole gaping and leaking.

"Good girl," Trey whispered in my ear, his breath hot. "Took it like a champ."

He pulled out. The sensation was sudden and horrifying - a wet, sucking sound as he withdrew, followed immediately by the rush of hot, sticky fluid pouring out of my gaping asshole. I could feel it running down my thighs, dripping onto the towels. I felt empty. Hollowed out.

But we weren't done.

Dante was there instantly, taking Trey’s place. He didn't wait. He didn't prep me. I was already open, already slick with Trey’s cum. He just lined up the head of that massive, dark weapon and pushed.

"Turn over," he commanded. "I want to see your face when I wreck you."

I scrambled to obey, my limbs weak and trembling, flipping onto my back. I looked up at him - at the towering monolith of Black muscle, at the heavy, swinging cock that was about to destroy me all over again. He grabbed my ankles, pushing them up toward my chest, folding me in half, exposing my ruined, gaping hole to the sky.

"Look at me," he said, his voice low, dangerous.

I looked. I looked into those dark, cruel eyes. I looked at the sweat glistening on his chest. I looked at the smirk playing on his lips. And then he pushed in.

The scream died in my throat, turning into a choked gurgle. He was bigger than Trey. Thicker. He stretched me in ways I didn't think possible, the burn returning with a vengeance, the pressure immense. He didn't stop until he was balls deep, until his heavy sack was resting against my ass, until I could swear I felt the head of his cock pressing against the back of my throat from the inside.

"You're mine now," he said, starting to move. Slow, deep strokes that dragged against my rim, that made my eyes roll back in my head. "This is your pussy. It belongs to Alpha Phi Alpha. It belongs to me."

He leaned down, his weight pressing me into the towels, his face inches from mine. I could smell the weed on his breath, the musk of his sweat, the raw, masculine scent of him. It was intoxicating. It was overwhelming.

"Say it," he growled, his hips snapping forward, his cock punching my prostate. "Tell me who owns this pussy."

"You," I gasped, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes. "You own it. Alpha Phi Alpha owns me. I'm... I'm just a white sissy. I'm just a cum-dump for Black cock."

"Damn right," he said, and he kissed me again - hard, brutal, his tongue forcing its way into my mouth, claiming that hole too.

He started to fuck me in earnest then. The towel pile was rocking beneath us, the scratchy fabric rubbing against my skin, the smell of sex and cum suffocating. The crowd was cheering, shouting encouragement, a cacophony of noise that washed over me. I could hear Sarah moaning, hear the slap of flesh against flesh, hear the wet, sloppy sounds of my own destruction.

I was lost. I was gone. The person I was that morning - the timid white boy in the oversized t-shirt - was dead. In his place was this: a writhing, moaning, cum-covered sissy, begging for Black dick, taking it in both holes, loving every degrading second of it.

Dante’s rhythm was relentless. He was fucking me with a precision that terrified me, hitting my prostate with every thrust, sending waves of pleasure crashing over me that made my toes curl, that made my clitty twitch and leak. I was making sounds I didn't know I could make - high-pitched whimpers, guttural groans, desperate pleas for more.

"Please," I sobbed, my hands clutching at his massive, sweat-slicked shoulders. "Please... harder. Fuck me harder."

He laughed, a dark, rich sound. "Whatever you want, princess."

He reared back and slammed into me, over and over, a punishing rhythm that made my whole body shake. The friction was incredible, the heat unbearable. I could feel another orgasm building, a pressure in my balls that felt different this time - deeper, more intense.

"I'm gonna... I'm gonna cum," I whimpered.

"Do it," Dante commanded. "Cum for me. Cum on my big Black dick."

He reached between us and grabbed my clitty - just two fingers, thumb and forefinger, barely enough to wrap around the tiny shaft - and squeezed. That was all it took. My back arched, my mouth opened in a silent scream, and I came - hard this time, spurts of thin, watery cum shooting onto my stomach, coating my pale skin in my own shame.

"Good girl," Dante said, his voice a low rumble against my ear. He was still buried inside me, still hard, still stretching me open. His cock throbbed in the aftermath of my orgasm, and I could feel my ruined asshole clenching around him in weak, involuntary spasms. "That's two. You're learning. You're learning what that little clitty is for now - making a mess for Black men while they breed your real pussy."

He pulled back, his hips drawing away, and I whimpered at the loss, at the sudden, awful emptiness. But he didn't pull out. He just drew back until only the fat, flared head of his cock was inside me, my ruined pink rim stretched thin around it, gripping it like a vice. He held there, watching my face, watching the fear and the need war across my features.

"Look at you," he said, his voice quiet, almost tender. "Shaking. Desperate. You want it back, don't you?"

I nodded. I couldn't help it. I nodded, and a fresh wave of shame washed over me, hot and sickening. I wanted it. I wanted that massive Black cock back inside me. I wanted to be filled. I wanted to be used.

"Beg for it," he said.

"Please," I whispered. "Please put it back in. Please fuck me."

"Louder."

"Please fuck me!" I cried, my voice cracking. "Please, Dante, please put your big Black cock back inside me. Please fuck my white pussy. I need it. I need it so bad."

"That's my girl," he said, and he drove back in.

The force of it punched the air out of my lungs. My eyes bulged. My mouth opened in a silent O. He was bottoming out, his cock head slamming against something deep inside me, something that sent a jolt of white-hot pleasure through my entire body. I saw stars. I saw nothing. I was blind and deaf and dumb, reduced to nothing but a hole, a sheath, a piece of meat for him to fuck.

He set a brutal pace. Not like Trey - Trey had been raw, animalistic, a bull in a china shop. Dante was controlled. Deliberate. Every thrust was measured, angled, designed to hit that spot inside me that made my clitty leak and my back arch and my mind go blank. He was playing me like an instrument, and he knew every note.

"Look at him," Sarah's voice drifted over, thick with lust. I turned my head, my cheek pressed into the towels, and saw her. She was close now, kneeling beside the towel pile, three fingers buried in her cunt, her other hand pinching her exposed nipple. Her eyes were glassy, unfocused, her mouth hanging open. "Look at him take it. God, that's so hot. He's so... he's so broken. He's just a little white bitch for Black cock."

"You hear that?" Dante grunted, not breaking rhythm. "Your girl's getting off watching you get fucked. She's fingering herself to the sight of you being a sissy. What does that make you?"

"A sissy," I sobbed. "A white sissy. A bitch. A cum-dump."

"And what am I?"

"My... my Alpha. My owner. My... my Black Daddy."

The word slipped out before I could stop it. Daddy. It hung in the air, filthy and wrong and perfect. Dante's eyes flashed, and his rhythm faltered for just a second - the only sign that I'd surprised him.

"Say it again," he growled.

"You're my Black Daddy," I moaned, my hips rolling, my ass grinding against him, desperate for more. "You own me, Daddy. You own my white pussy. I'm your little white bitch."

"Fuck," Trey said from somewhere behind me. I heard the slap of skin on skin - he was jerking off, watching, getting hard again. "That's nasty, bro. That's fucking nasty. Make him say it again."

"Who's your Daddy, sissy?" Dante demanded, his thrusts getting harder, faster, his balls slapping against my ass with a wet, heavy sound.

"You are! You're my Black Daddy! Alpha Phi Alpha is my Daddy! I'm just a white sissy cum-dump for Black cock!"

The crowd erupted. Cheers, whistles, lewd comments. Someone threw a cup of water at me. Someone else spat on the towels near my head. I didn't care. I was beyond caring. I was a thing. An object. A hole. And I was exactly where I was supposed to be.

Dante was close. I could feel it - his cock swelling even bigger inside me, his rhythm getting erratic, his breathing ragged. He grabbed my throat, not squeezing, just holding, his massive hand engulfing my neck, his fingers pressing against my pulse.

"I'm gonna breed you," he said, his voice low, dangerous. "I'm gonna fill that white pussy with Black cum. And you're gonna take it. You're gonna take every drop. Understand?"

"Yes," I gasped. "Yes, Daddy. Breed me. Cum in me. Claim me."

He roared. It was a primal, animal sound, and he slammed into me one final time, burying himself so deep I thought he'd tear me in two. I felt it - the pulse, the heat, the flood. His cum erupted inside me, thick and scalding, coating my insides, filling me up. It was even more than Trey's - wave after wave, jet after jet, until I could feel it backing up, leaking out around his shaft, dripping down my thighs.

He held himself there, his cock buried to the hilt, his body rigid, his eyes closed. I could feel his heartbeat through his cock, feel it pulsing inside me, claiming me, marking me. My own body was trembling, my clitty twitching in weak, dry spasms, my asshole clenching around him in grateful, worshipful pulses.

When he finally pulled out, it was slow. Deliberate. He let me feel every inch of his withdrawal, let my rim cling to his shaft, let the emptiness rush back in. And then he was gone, and I was gaping - wide open, ruined, a dark, wet cavern leaking a thick, steady stream of white cum.

The cheers hadn't died down. They'd only gotten louder.

I lay there on the towel pile, face down, my ass raised high in the air, cum leaking from my ruined hole in a thick, steady stream. The rough fabric was soaked through - damp with sweat, precum, and the heavy loads Trey and Dante had dumped inside me. I could feel the air on my insides, cool and wrong, my asshole gaping open, twitching weakly, unable to close. My clitty hung limp and useless beneath me, shriveled into nothing, a pathetic afterthought.

I was done. I was finished. They had broken me, claimed me, turned me inside out.

But the party wasn't over.

"Who's next?" Dante's voice cut through the noise, casual, commanding. He was standing over me, his cock still half-hard, glistening with cum and lube, swinging heavy between his thighs. He looked out at the crowd of brothers, his dark eyes gleaming. "We got a whole line of brothers waiting. And our little sissy here just opened up real nice."

A cheer went up from the crowd. I turned my head, my cheek pressed into the wet towels, and saw them - a line of Alpha Phi Alpha brothers, shirts off, muscles gleaming with sweat, stroking their cocks as they waited. Five. Six. Seven of them. All big. All thick. All Black. All hard.

"No," I whispered, but the word had no weight. It was just a sound. A reflex. My body was already responding - my back arching, my ass rising higher, my ruined hole clenching around nothing, desperate to be filled again. The shame of it burned through me, hotter than the sun, hotter than the cum still leaking out of me. I was a bitch in heat. I was an animal. I was nothing but a hole.

"Come on, princess," Trey said, stepping up beside me. He was hard again - his cock, that terrifying, thick battering ram, jutting out from his body, dark and veined and angry. He slapped it against my ass, the weight of it heavy and hot against my pale cheek. "You didn't think we were done, did you? This is a gangbang, baby. This is what you were made for."

The first brother stepped up. I didn't even see his face. I just felt him - the heat of his body, the weight of his hands on my hips, the blunt, thick head of his cock pressing against my gaping, cum-slick hole. He pushed in. One long, smooth stroke. No resistance. No resistance at all. My hole opened for him like it was made for it, the ring of muscle wrapping around his shaft, pulling him in, swallowing him whole.

I moaned. Low. Long. Broken. The sound of a sissy being used.

"Fuck, he's wet," the brother grunted, his hips slapping against my ass. "Trey and Dante really opened him up. This pussy's a mess."

"That's how we like 'em," Trey said, laughing. "Sloppy seconds. Sloppy thirds. Sloppy tenths."

They laughed. The crowd laughed. I didn't laugh. I just took it. Another cock. Another thrust. Another brutal, punishing rhythm that made my body jerk forward, my hands clawing at the towels, my clitty leaking onto the fabric. He fucked me hard, fast, using me, treating me like a piece of meat, a warm hole to dump a load in. And I took it. I took every inch, every thrust, every degrading word.

"Take that dick, white boy."

"Look at that ass bounce."

"Little sissy loves Black cock."

The words washed over me, a blur of filth and degradation. I was crying. I was drooling. I was moaning. I was begging. The lines between pain and pleasure had blurred into nothing, my body a single, raw nerve of sensation, my mind a blank, empty void filled with nothing but cock.

He came. I felt it - the hot, thick jets pumping into me, adding to the mess, filling me up even more. He pulled out with a wet, sucking sound, and I gaped again, wider this time, the cum flowing out in a steady, obscene river.

The next one was there instantly. He flipped me over, pushing me onto my back, my legs spread wide, my ruined hole exposed to the sky. He grabbed my ankles, pushing them up toward my chest, folding me in half, and drove in. I screamed - a high, thin, girlish sound - and the crowd went wild.

"Look at that," someone shouted. "The white boy's taking dick like a pro."

"Born for it," another voice said. "Look at that little clitty twitch."

My clitty was twitching. Hard. The tiny, shriveled thing was straining, leaking, throbbing with every thrust. I was hard. I was aroused. I was being fucked by a man I didn't know, in front of my girlfriend and a crowd of strangers, and my body was responding like it was the most natural thing in the world.

He fucked me hard. He came hard. He pulled out. The next one took his place.

Over and over. Cock after cock. Thrust after thrust. Load after load. My ass was a ruin - a gaping, swollen, red mess, leaking cum in a constant, obscene flow. My thighs were slick with it. The towels beneath me were soaked. My stomach was coated in my own pathetic, watery loads - I'd cum twice more, both times untouched, both times from the sheer, overwhelming sensation of being bred.

I lost count. I lost track. I lost everything.

And then, through the haze of cock and cum and degradation, I heard Sarah's voice.

"Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck."

It was different. Not mocking. Not cruel. Hungry. Desperate. Needy. I turned my head, my vision swimming, and found her.

She was at the edge of the towel pile, surrounded by three brothers. Two of them were holding her arms - not restraining her, but guiding her, pulling her toward the center of the lot. Her bikini top was gone, her tits bare, her nipples hard and swollen, her chest heaving. Her bikini bottoms were around one ankle, her legs spread, her pussy glistening wet, her thighs slick with her own arousal. She was struggling - not to get away, but to get closer. Her eyes were wild, glazed, her mouth open, her tongue running across her lower lip.

"Please," she was moaning, the same word I'd been saying all afternoon. "Please. I need it. I need it so bad."

Dante was there. He grabbed her by the waist, his massive hands engulfing her narrow frame, and pulled her into the center of the lot. He was hard again - his massive, dark cock jutting up against his stomach, the head glistening with precum and the remnants of my ass. He spun her around, pressing her back against his chest, his hands sliding up to cup her tits, his fingers pinching her nipples.

"You want this?" he growled in her ear, his voice a deep, rumbling bass. "You want some Black dick, little white girl?"

"Yes," she gasped, her head falling back against his shoulder, her eyes closed. "Yes. Please. I've wanted it all day. I've wanted it since I saw you. Please."

"Tell your boyfriend," Dante said, nodding toward me. I was on my back, legs spread, a brother buried balls deep in my ass, my mouth open, drool running down my chin. "Tell him what you want."

Sarah looked at me. Our eyes met. And I saw it - the pity, the disgust, the arousal, the hunger. She looked at me, at the cum-covered sissy being fucked in front of her, and she smiled.

"Sorry, baby," she said, her voice sweet and cruel. "But you were never going to be enough. Look at you. Look at what you are. A little white sissy taking Black dick. That's not a man. That's not a boyfriend. That's a cum-dump. And I... I need a real man."

She turned back to Dante, reaching up, wrapping her arms around his neck, pulling him down to her. "Fuck me. Please. Fuck me with that big Black cock. Ruin me like you ruined him."

Dante kissed her. Hard. Brutal. His tongue forcing its way into her mouth, claiming her, just like he'd claimed me. She moaned into his mouth, her body melting against his, her ass grinding against his cock.

"Get on your knees," he said.

She dropped. Instant. Eager. Her knees hit the asphalt, and she was face-to-face with his cock - that massive, dark, cum-slicked weapon that had been inside me just minutes ago. She didn't hesitate. She didn't flinch. She opened her mouth and took it in, sucking it deep, tasting my ass, tasting my shame, tasting the cum that had been dumped inside me. She moaned, her eyes rolling back, her hand sliding between her legs, fingering herself.

"Good girl," Dante said, his hand on the back of her head, guiding her, controlling her. "Clean me off. Get me nice and wet. Because I'm gonna wreck that little white pussy next."

Trey appeared. He was hard again - of course he was, these men were machines - and he stepped up behind Sarah, his cock swinging heavy between his thighs. He grabbed her hips, pulling her ass up, and without warning, without prep, without a word, he drove into her.

Sarah screamed. The sound was different from mine - deeper, fuller, a woman's scream, a scream of a pussy being stretched for the first time by a real cock. Her back arched, her tits swinging, her mouth still full of Dante's dick. Trey didn't wait. He didn't go slow. He started pounding her, his hips slapping against her ass, his cock splitting her open, his heavy balls swinging with every thrust.

"Fuck," Trey grunted, his hands gripping her waist, his fingers digging into her soft, tanned skin. "This white girl's tight. Not as tight as her boyfriend's pussy, but tight."

"Nobody's as tight as that sissy's pussy," Dante said, laughing. He grabbed Sarah's head, holding it still, and started fucking her mouth, his cock sliding in and out of her throat, her gagging and choking sounds mixing with the wet, slapping noise of Trey's assault on her cunt. "But she'll do. She'll make a good little white slut for the frat."

I watched. I was being fucked - another brother had taken his turn, was pounding my ass, his cock slamming into me, his hands on my hips - but I watched. I watched my girlfriend get spitroasted by the two men who had just destroyed me. I watched her body shake and jerk between them, her tits swinging, her ass rippling, her mouth stretched around Dante's cock, her pussy swallowing Trey's. I watched her cum - twice, three times, her whole body convulsing, her screams muffled by the dick in her throat.

And I watched her face. The expression on it. The pure, unfiltered ecstasy. The joy. The relief. The look of a woman who had finally found what she needed, who had finally been claimed by men worthy of her.

She looked better than she'd ever looked with me. She looked complete.

"Switch," Trey said, pulling out of her pussy with a wet, sucking sound. He walked around to her front, his cock glistening with her juices, and pressed it against her lips. She opened her mouth, sucking him in, tasting herself, moaning. Dante moved to her back, his cock sliding through the cum slicking her thighs, and pushed into her pussy in one long, deep stroke.

"Oh fuck," Sarah moaned, her voice muffled around Trey's cock. "Oh fuck, he's so big. He's so fucking big."

"Bigger than your boyfriend for sure?" Trey said, grabbing her head, fucking her mouth.

"Mmph," she moaned, nodding. "So much bigger. So much better."

Dante fucked her slow. Deep. Each stroke a statement. Each thrust a claim. His hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her skin, his cock stretching her open, hitting depths I'd never reached, could never reach. She was sobbing with pleasure, her body shaking, her pussy clenching around him.

"That's it," Dante said, his voice low and controlled. "Take that dick. Take all of it. You're mine now, you understand? You're Alpha property."

"Yes," she gasped, pulling off Trey's cock for a moment. "Yes. I'm yours. I'm yours. Please. Please. Don't stop."

"Tell him," Dante said, nodding toward me again. "Tell your boyfriend what you are."

Sarah looked at me. I was on my back, a brother pounding my ass, my legs held open, my clitty twitching. Another brother was kneeling beside my head, his cock in my mouth, fucking my throat. I was a mess - cum-covered, sweat-soaked, broken. But I could still see her. I could still see the look in her eyes.

"I'm a slut for Black cock," she said, her voice clear and steady. "I'm a whore for the Alpha Phi Alpha fraternity. And you... you're a sissy. A cum-dump. A hole for real men to use. That's all you ever were. That's all you'll ever be."

She turned back to Trey, swallowing his cock again, and Dante picked up the pace, slamming into her, his hips a blur, his cock a piston. She came again, her body convulsing, her screams muffled, her pussy squirting around Dante's shaft.

The brother in my ass came. I felt it - the familiar heat, the thick jets, the fullness. He pulled out, and another took his place. Bigger. Thicker. He grabbed my ankles, pushing them back, folding me in half, and drove in. I screamed around the cock in my mouth, the sound vibrating through the shaft, and the brother in my throat groaned, grabbing my head, fucking deeper.

I was being used. Completely. Totally. Two holes, two cocks, two men. My body was a vessel. My identity was gone. I was nothing but a fuck-toy, a piece of meat, a warm, wet hole for Black men to dump their loads in. And the worst part - the most shameful, most degrading part - was that I loved it.

I loved the feeling of being filled. I loved the stretch, the burn, the fullness. I loved the taste of cock, the salt and musk and precum. I loved the sounds - the slapping of skin, the grunting of men, the wet, obscene noises of sex. I loved being watched. I loved being used. I loved being a sissy.

My clitty twitched. Throbbed. Spurted. A tiny, pathetic load, barely anything, leaking onto my stomach. The brother in my ass laughed.

"Damn, the sissy came again. Just from taking dick. What a fucking faggot."

"He's a natural," another voice said. "Born to be a bitch."

They were right. I knew it. I'd always known it. I was a bitch. A sissy. A hole. A cum-dump. And I was exactly where I belonged.

The brother in my mouth came. Thick, hot jets, coating my throat, filling my mouth. I swallowed - instinctively, eagerly - my throat working, my tongue cleaning his shaft. He pulled out, wiping his cock on my face, and another took his place. Bigger. Darker. His cock smelled like pussy - some sorority girl's juices still slicking his shaft.

"Clean me off, sissy," he said, pushing into my mouth. I did. I licked and sucked and swallowed, tasting the girl's pussy, tasting his precum, tasting the shame of it all.

Around the lot, the party had become an orgy. The sorority girls - the ones who'd been watching, laughing, cheering - were being claimed too. I could see them, in my peripheral vision, being bent over car hoods, pushed against fences, pulled onto laps. Their bikinis were gone, their bodies bare, their mouths and pussies full of Black cock. The air was thick with the sounds of sex - moaning, screaming, slapping, grunting. The bass of the hip-hop music was drowned out by the bass of flesh against flesh.

But I kept watching Sarah. I couldn't stop. She was the center of it all, the star of the show. Dante and Trey were still using her, still trading holes, still stretching her open. She'd cum so many times she was shaking, her body limp, her eyes glazed, her mouth hanging open. But they didn't stop. They kept going, kept fucking, kept using her.

"Please," she moaned, her voice hoarse. "Please. No more. I can't. I can't."

"You can," Dante said, his voice firm. "You will. You're Alpha property now. You take what we give you."

He grabbed her hips, pulling her back onto his cock, and she screamed - another orgasm, another convulsion, another wave of pleasure. Trey was in her mouth again, his cock sliding down her throat, his balls slapping against her chin.

"Look at your boyfriend," Trey said, pulling out of her mouth for a moment. "Look at him taking all that dick. He's a better bitch than you, girl. At least he knows how to take it."

Sarah looked at me. I was on my back, a brother in my ass, another in my mouth, cum coating my face, my chest, my stomach. My clitty was limp, spent, useless. My asshole was a gaping ruin, leaking cum in a steady stream. I was nothing. I was less than nothing. I was a cum-dump.

"He is," she said, her voice soft. "He's a good bitch. Better than me."

She smiled. A sad, sweet, cruel smile. "Maybe you should keep him. He's a better fuck than I am."

Dante laughed. "We'll keep you both. White sissy for the brothers, white girl for the parties. You're both Alpha property now."

He drove into her again, and she screamed, her body convulsing, her eyes rolling back. Trey pushed back into her mouth, and she swallowed him, her throat working, her body shaking.

I watched. I took. I broke.

The sun had set. The lot was dark, lit by the headlights of cars passing by, the flickering of a streetlamp, the glow of phone screens recording. The air was cooler, but the heat of bodies, of sex, of cum, kept it warm. The music had stopped. The only sounds were the wet, slapping noises of sex, the grunting of men, the moaning of women, the broken, girlish whimpering of a sissy being used.

I don't know how long it lasted. Hours. An eternity. Time had lost meaning. There was only cock. Only cum. Only the relentless, punishing rhythm of being used.

Eventually, the line ended. The last brother came in my ass, pulled out, and walked away. I lay there, alone on the towel pile, my body a ruin. Cum leaked from my asshole in a steady, obscene flow. My jaw ached, my throat raw, my lips swollen. My clitty was a shriveled, spent nothing. My body was covered in cum - thick, white, drying on my pale skin.

I couldn't move. I couldn't think. I could only lie there, my legs spread, my holes gaping, my body broken.

Sarah was beside me. She'd been dumped there by Dante and Trey, her body as wrecked as mine. Her pussy was a mess - swollen, red, leaking cum. Her tits were bruised, her nipples raw. Her face was covered in cum, her hair matted, her eyes glazed. She was breathing hard, her body twitching with aftershocks.

She turned her head, looking at me. Our eyes met. We were the same. Both broken. Both used. Both claimed. Both Alpha property.

"Are you okay?" she whispered.

I didn't answer. I didn't know the answer. I didn't know anything anymore.

Dante appeared above us. He was dressed now - tank top, shorts, gold chain. He looked down at us, his dark eyes gleaming with satisfaction. Trey was beside him, shirtless, a beer in his hand.

"Good party," Dante said, his voice casual. "You two were the highlight."

He knelt down, his hand reaching out, his fingers touching my cheek. I flinched. He smiled.

"Same time next week," he said. It wasn't a question. "Both of you. We're gonna make this a regular thing."

He stood, turned, and walked away. Trey followed, laughing, slapping hands with brothers. The crowd was dispersing, the party ending, the night closing in.

Sarah reached out, her hand finding mine. Our fingers intertwined. We were both shaking. We were both broken. We were both claimed.

"Same time next week," she whispered.

I closed my eyes. The cum was drying on my skin. The ache was settling into my bones. The shame was a living thing, a weight on my chest, a darkness in my mind.

But underneath it all, buried deep, was something else. Something I couldn't name. Something I didn't want to name.

Anticipation.

Same time next week.

I couldn't wait.
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