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   *  *  *
 
    
 
    
 
   Pat Ralston stumbled into the gymnasium, a little tipsy from some post class drinking.  His eyes focused on the sight before him, cheerleaders as far as the eye could see.  He wasn’t planning on attending Northwestern State’s cheer competition, but couldn’t resist walking behind a group of cheerleaders while staring at their legs and pert asses. The group he was following made a beeline to their teammates and he was distracted by the team from rival Eastern State. Their burgundy and gold uniforms showed off their tight midriffs and the pleated skirts had a slit up the left thigh.  Tiny cheer panties were exposed with every spin and jump. Pat was in heaven, and took a seat in the bleachers. His eyes wide like saucers, he moved his jacket to cover the growing erection in his pants.
 
    
 
   Pat had no idea how the cheer teams were judged, or even who was winning at any given moment. His thoughts were solely of the cheerleader’s nubile bodies and what he’d love to do to them. He knew he’d never have a chance, of course, he was awkward, skinny and not what anyone would call a “man’s man”.  He was envious of the male cheerleaders on the teams as they seemed to have their hands constantly on legs, ass or stomachs.  He wished he could be so close, but there was no way he had the strength to hold any of the girls up even with training.  
 
    
 
   When the girls from Northwestern State began their routine he recognized a few from the group he followed into the gym.  One girl caught his eye though.  Her blonde hair was in a ponytail, lips bright red and teeth that shined.  It was hard to tell but she was probably slightly taller than his 5’8” frame, and her tits looked like they wanted to bust out of her top.  Her cheerleader panties were starting to go into wedgie territory, and Pat had to stifle a groan of lust every time she spun or jumped and flashed him her ass cheeks.  She had a perfect bubble butt, the kind he would do anything to have grinding against his cock.  Watching her dance and shake caused him to stroke his cock beneath his jacket and the sight of her ass peeking around her panties almost made him cream himself a few times.  The music and lights were getting to him as well, the alcohol from the bar really catching up to him.  He didn’t weigh much, so it didn’t take much to hit him hard.  The competition was nearing its end, he didn’t bother to listen to who won or what place anyone was in.  He just focused on his blonde beauty to the exclusion of all else.  
 
   As the crowd cleared out Pat headed to the second floor near the locker rooms, planning to duck into the men’s locker and have a quick wank.  It should be relatively deserted as most of the patrons would be using the first floor restrooms.  His vision slightly blurry, he ran his finger along the hallway wall to maintain his balance and duck in.  He heard the shower running and thought, “great, always some dude here ruining my peace.”  With the sights he saw today it wouldn’t take long to shoot, he’d probably be done before the guy was out of the showers.  
 
   As he rounded the corner to the stalls, he found himself face to face with a nude girl.  Her hands were on her head wrapping her wet hair in a towel and he checked her out from her feet up.  Long, trim legs and a shaved pussy greeted his eyes.  Large, but perky, tits shook as she adjusted the towel.  Pat almost came at the scene before him, then saw her face.  It was the blonde from the cheer show.  She met his eyes and screamed, covering her breasts with one hand and pussy with the other.  
 
   “WHAT THE FUCK,” she yelled.
 
   “I’m sorry!  Sorry! I went in the wrong door!” Pat stammered as he backed away, prepared to run out of the restroom.  
 
   “GET OUT,” she screamed as she turned away from him, affording him a nice view of her ass.  
 
   Pat turned to leave and saw his escape route blocked by two girls in towels.  Both of them were of a sturdy build, but still attractive.  
 
   “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean..,” he started but they were on him in moments.  More cheerleaders began to swarm around him as he was held down.
 
   “Someone call the cops,” one of the girls yelled.
 
   “Oh please don’t, please I’m sorry I didn’t meant to come in here, I’m sorry!” Pat continued to apologize.
 
   “Oh my god, look,” a brunette still in her cheer uniform squealed as she pointed to the tent in his pants.
 
   “You fucking pervert, “the blonde yelled, then spat in his face.
 
   “Don’t worry Amy, we’ll get him out of here,” one of the girls holding him said.  Amy, the goddess before him was Amy.
 
   “Please I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to, I’ll do anything just please don’t call the cops,” Pat begged.
 
   Amy looked obviously pissed, but the rest of the squad looked to her for a response.  
 
   “Tell you what, I still may call the cops but a dweeb like you seeing me naked is completely humiliating.  So I say you get humiliated back.  Strip him, girls,” Amy ordered.
 
   “Ohhhhh nooooo, pleaaaaase,” Pat groaned as hands gripped his body and began working on his clothes.  Before he could even struggle his shoes and socks were yanked off.  His t-shirt was next, forcibly torn from his body by numerous cheerleaders.  He could feel hands at his belt as it was undone.  He tried to buck and throw them off him, but they were too strong.  His jeans were unbuttoned and he could feel them yanked to his ankles.  Clad only in his boxers, his erection was completely visible.
 
   “Do you think he likes this,” one of the cheerleaders laughed.
 
   “I dunno, but let’s see what this nerd is packing,” Amy said to the cheers of the group.
 
   Pat saw numerous camera flashes as Amy walked forward.  Clad in only a towel, his cock twitched at her approach.  Her soft hands brushed his belly as she hooked her fingers beneath the elastic.  She looked in his eyes and smiled.
 
   “One…. Twooo…,” she counted.
 
   Pat had tears in his eyes, “Oh god, please noooo.”
 
   “Three!” the cheerleaders shouted in unison as his boxers were yanked to his feet.  His hard cock popped out, to the laughter of the assembled women.  
 
   “Aw, look at the teenie weenie!”
 
   “It’s so tiny and cute!”
 
   Pat was openly sobbing as he tried to close his legs.  “Uh uh, spread him out girls,” Amy commanded.  His arms pulled out and his legs spread wide, he was completely exposed.  He closed his eyes, hearing the laughter and continued cruel comments about his genitals.  He could hear the clicking of cell phone cameras as well, his cock and balls potentially exposed to who knows how many people in the future.
 
   “Say’s his name is Pat Ralston, lives off campus,” he heard a girl say.  Oh god, they found his wallet.
 
   “Pat Ralston, oh my god I think he’s in one of my classes.  Let me get closer!”
 
   Pat opened his eyes to see Jenny Lavery walk forward through the crowd huddled around him.  Still in her cheerleading outfit, her long lean body caused an involuntary twitch in Pat’s cock which did not go unnoticed by the women.
 
   “Careful, he likes you Jenny!”
 
   “Oh I know, creep has been watching me in Algebra for weeks.  Hi Pat, good to see you,” she taunted.
 
   Pat had been staring at her, usually at her long brown hair and fantasizing about pulling it as he fucked her doggy style.  Now he could see that she was staring at his hard cock and balls, fully exposed for her.
 
   “Well, class will definitely be interesting tomorrow,” she laughed.
 
   “If we don’t call the cops and get his ass put in jail,” Amy said.  
 
   “Oh no, please don’t,” Pat sobbed.
 
   “Jesus, grow a pair.  And I mean that literally, look at those little balls.  Guess they are kinda the same size as your little cock,” Amy taunted.
 
   “Let’s get him up on a bench,” Jenny suggested.
 
   The girls hoisted him up on his back, laying him down on the bench.  They maintained their grip, but Pat was so humiliated he didn’t fight.  He groaned in shame as Jenny came forward and lifted one of his legs up so his knee touched his chest.  The girl holding his other leg did the same.  Pat’s cock and balls were on display to the women in this position, and now his ass was as well.  He jumped as Jenny smacked his butt hard.
 
   “I think he needs a spanking, don’t you Amy?” she asked.
 
   “Among other things, but I think that’s a good start before I forgive him,” Amy replied.
 
   Jenny hovered near his ear and whispered, “Bet you never thought you’d be in a situation like this.  Play your cards right and it could work in your favor.”
 
   Pat didn’t know what she meant and didn’t have time to think about it as his ass was struck by Amy.  Over and over she smacked both cheeks.   The girls at his feet and legs helped and pulled them back to lift his ass up off the bench even more.  
 
   “Ok flip him,” Amy commanded and he was placed face down on the bench.  His small balls peeked back and he gasped as Amy grabbed them and said, “I should just crush these now, don’t think they’re doing you any good.”
 
   “Ohhh nooooo,” Pat cried, realizing how completely helpless he was as this gorgeous woman literally had his manhood in her hands.
 
   “Don’t be such a baby, I won’t do any permanent damage,” she said with a squeeze that caused Pat to openly sob.
 
   Pat saw a hairbrush passed forward and closed his eyes, knowing what was coming next.
 
   SMACK. His ass was on fire almost immediately.  Blow after blow rained down on his cheeks and tears flowed from his eyes.  Just when he thought he couldn’t take it anymore, the spanking stopped.  He was brought up and sat on the bench, his ass cheeks stinging and painful to sit on.  His face flushed red as his legs were brought apart and his hands placed on his head.  More pictures were being taken of him in this exposed state.  Amy stood before him.
 
   “You’re still hard, so I’m guessing this wasn’t much of a punishment, huh?  Well, if you like us cheerleaders so much why don’t you give us a show.  Stroke it big boy, show us what you got.”
 
   “Ohhhh god, please I can’t do that, please I’m sorry I didn’t mean for this to happen.”
 
   “Stroke or we call the cops,” she said curtly.
 
   Pat whimpered and brought his hands down from his head.  He cupped his balls and began to stroke his cock, the shame of the situation causing him to burn with embarrassment but also feel so good.  The cocky grins on many of the girl’s faces were soon replaced with open laughter as he moaned and bucked his hips.  It seemed every other girl had a cell phone out, capturing his most private moment for posterity.  Pat locked eyes with Jenny, a girl he would see three times a week for the rest of the semester and someone he had fantasized about constantly.  Now he was completely exposed to her, she knew he had a small cock and balls.  He always tried to play like he was a ladies man, but with his equipment he knew he was lying to himself.  Now all these women knew his tiny secret.  Jenny smiled, looking down at his stroking hands.  She then reached down with one hand and lifted her skirt up, exposing her thing all the way to her panty line.  Pat groaned at the sight, fixated on her smooth, tan thighs.  His body tensed.
 
   “Oh gross, here he goes!” a cheerleader shouted.
 
   Pat’s body tensed and he shot load after sticky load into the air and onto the floor of the locker room.  He couldn’t look at any of the women, and his entire body seemed to glow red from shame.   Amy walked forward and grabbed him by the hair, dragging him to his knees.
 
   “You dirtied up our locker room,” she said as she pushed his face down towards his spunk, “now clean it up.”
 
   Pat hesitated and Amy gripped his hair hard, “Don’t you forget who is in control here.  You lick it up, or we call the cops and then send pictures and video of you cumming to every person you know.”
 
   Pat closed his eyes and began to lick his load off the tile floor.  HE gagged several times, eliciting laughter from the girls.  The salty mixture was thick and creamy, and he struggled to swallow.  When he had licked every drop from the floor Amy pulled him up.  Jenny walked forward and knelt down, having him stick his legs into something.  As she pulled it up, Pat moaned in humiliation once more as a pair of cheerleader panties were slid up his legs.  He gasped as his cock and balls were fondled by Jenny, and she tucked them into the front of the panties.
 
   “Wow, a perfect fit little guy!  Welcome to the cheer team,” she said.
 
   His clothes were tossed to him and he was escorted to the door by Jenny. 
 
   “Thanks for the entertainment, don’t worry I’ll keep the girls in line about the pics and video.  We won’t show them to TOO many people,” she said with a wink.
 
   Pat looked at the floor, complete humiliation washing over him and tears still flowing from his eyes.
 
   Jenny took his hand, “Oh its ok sweetheart.  You came pretty hard and you do look good in our cheer panties.”
 
   Pat realized he still hadn’t gotten dressed and hurriedly put his clothes on, unable to make eye contact with Jenny.
 
   “See you in class tomorrow,” she shouted as he ran down the hall.
 
   *  *  *
 
   Pat ran straight home after his ordeal in the locker room.  His complete humiliation at the hands of the girls sobered him up faster than any remedy he’d ever heard of.  Closing the door to his apartment, he collapsed on the ground, his stomach in knots.  He tried not to think about what happened, but he kept thinking of the faces of all the cheerleaders laughing at him.  At least 20 girls had seen him exposed and worse.  He’d never even cum in front of anyone before and now there was video of him masturbating, shooting his load and licking it all up.  Pat closed his eyes and tried to calm himself.  He felt his cock twitch in the cheer panties he was still wearing, the memory of the events rapidly making him hard.  Of course, the image of the completely nude Amy remained in his head.  His humiliation was almost worth it, her body was amazing and thinking of it again made him stroke his cock through his pants.
 
   Pat quickly got his pants off and groaned in shame when he saw the cheer panties stretched out by his hard member.  He started to peel them off, then just pulled his cock out.  His face reddened as he kept them on and began to stroke himself in earnest.  Amy stripped for him started him stroking, but his thoughts quickly turned to Jenny, who he would have to see tomorrow.  Jenny who knew he wasn’t packing much, and probably still had the videos and pictures from his shaming.  Pat moaned in pleasure, and despite himself wished he was humiliated more.  His balls tensed and he thought of the cheerleaders in various stages of undress watching him stroke it again.  Criticizing his cock and balls, laughing at how powerless he was, teasing him mercilessly.  He imagined Amy naked in front of him, taunting him with her body and was caught off guard by his orgasm.  His load shot on the floor, and a wave of embarrassment washed over him.  Why was he cumming to this?  He was completely humiliated, why is it getting him off?  He tore the cheer panties off himself and tossed them aside, changed into boxers and climbing into bed.  His mind was clear after his orgasm and he debated dropping Algebra class to avoid Jenny.  He knew that would set him back credits wise, though, and knew he had to keep attending.  He found himself stroking his cock without even realizing it, and quickly stopped and turned over on his side.  He forced his eyes closed, and despite himself thought, “I’d let them humiliate me like that again.”  Drifting to sleep, he wondered if he’d ever get the chance.
 
   *  *  *
 
   Pat skipped breakfast, his stomach in knots still.  Heading to Algebra he took a seat toward the back of the room.  He didn’t see Jenny anywhere, and breathed a sigh of relief.  “Maybe she’s not coming to class today,” he thought.
 
   “Hi Pat,” he heard a voice say.
 
   Turning, he saw Jenny getting into the desk beside him.  She was dressed in tight yoga pants and a form fitting shirt.  Pat couldn’t resist peeking at her ass and legs as she sat down.  She of course caught him.
 
   “You know, you probably shouldn’t be checking me out so much, I kinda know what you’re packing and it isn’t really up to my standards,” she whispered as she leaned over to him.
 
   Pat turned crimson and looked away, “Sorry.”
 
   Jenny smiled at him, “Oh Pat, don’t be so serious I’m just teasing you.  Last night was.. fun for me.  You have nothing to worry about, we just took out some of our post meet frustrations on you.”
 
   “Oh, ok.  I am sorry about walking in the wrong door though,” he said sheepishly.
 
   Jenny leaned closer.  “Are you?  Or did we make a fantasy come true for you yesterday.  I think you’d walk in that door willingly if given the chance again.”
 
   Pat flushed red, unable to formulate a response.  Jenny bit her lip and smiled at the shy boy, and pulled out her phone.  She fiddled with it and giggled.  Making sure no one was looking, she turned the screen toward Pat who nearly fainted at the sight.  It was him, completely nude with one hand on his cock and the other tugging on his balls.  He had a look of ecstasy on his face.  Jenny smiled smugly as she put the phone away.
 
   “See, you can’t tell me you didn’t have fun,” she said in a whisper, “and I’m hoping you want to have even more fun with us.”
 
   Pat wasn’t sure how to reply, and before he could Professor James started the lecture.  Jenny winked at him and then looked attentively towards the front of the class.  Pat’s heart was beating a mile a minute.  What further fun could they want with him?  Why would they want to have any fun with him if they found him so pathetic and small?  Pat felt a twinge of pain in his stomach thinking about his size.  He always suspected he was on the small side, but having it brought to his attention by so many gorgeous women at once was beyond humiliating.  His cock was hardening though, and he knew that no matter what Jenny meant he would probably do it.  It was the only way to get close to them, and he would do literally anything to see Amy naked again.  He was unable to pay attention to the lecture, stealing glances at Jenny’s legs and remembering the sight of them in her cheerleading skirt.  Especially when she raised the skirt and caused him to cum with her exposed thighs.  Pat shifted in his seat to adjust the angle of his hard on, and heard Jenny stifle a laugh.  He looked over at her, catching her eye.  Jenny smiled devilishly, and turned away from him as she bent down to the floor to reach into her purse.  Her ass rose off her seat slightly, pointing directly at Pat.  He couldn’t believe how perfect she looked, firm globes begging to be smacked.  When she righted herself, Pat was still staring.  She smiled knowingly, causing him to sheepishly look away.  
 
   After what felt like an eternity, Professor James ended class after assigning homework for next time.  Pat gathered his things and headed to the door, but was cut off by Jenny.
 
   “Hey, want to come over to my place and work on the homework tonight?”
 
   “Jenny I, I don’t know this is all so embarrassing.  I can barely talk to you!”
 
   “I think it’s cute,” she giggled, “and I want to tease you more.”
 
   Pat looked away and bit his lip.  Jenny locked her arm with his and rested her head on his shoulder.
 
   “Pleaaaaase come over, I promise I won’t humiliate you…. too bad.”
 
   Pat’s heart was racing and his cock strained against his pants.  He could smell Jenny’s hair, and her touch was electric.  Was he really going to accept an invitation to basically be degraded again?  
 
   “Y…Yes, I’ll come over,” he said, not believing his own words.
 
   “Great!  Stop by at 7, I’m in the campus directory in Lawson hall,” she said and quickly pecked him on the cheek.
 
   Pat wasn’t sure what was happening, and barely managed a wave as she walked away.  
 
   *  *  *
 
   Pat kept his head down the rest of the day, hoping to avoid any cheerleaders.  He noticed a cute red headed girl smiling at him across the quad, however when he smiled back she made the universal gesture for stroking it at him.  Pat could feel the blood rush to his face, but also to his cock.  He hurriedly walked away, shamed that another cute, out of his league woman had seen his all.  
 
   The day seemed to fly by, and after dinner he headed to Lawson Hall after checking her room number.  Making his way to the phone to call up, he saw Jenny in the lobby waving at him.  She was in jeans and a loose blouse and sat next to a cute blonde in glasses.  Pat walked over to them, and Jenny gave him a hug.  Pat could feel her breasts press against him and gasped softly.
 
   “Pat, this is Katie.  Katie, Pat,” she said.
 
   Katie laughed, “I’ve seen so much of you, nice to see you in person.”
 
   Pat flushed.  “I..uh..,” he stammered.
 
   “Katie missed the big show last night, I of course had to show her some pics and vids,” Jenny said.
 
   Pat bit his lip and closed his eyes. 
 
   “Aw you’re right, he is cute when he blushes look at that!”
 
   “Told you so,” Jenny said, “now, let’s get to my room.  We have an assignment to do, but first we’re gonna give Katie a little encore performance.”
 
   “Oh Jenny, I can’t.  I am so embarrassed, I…I..,” Pat stammered.
 
   Jenny pushed close to Pat, her breasts brushing his arm as she held it tight to her.  “Please Pat, it will make me so happy.”  Her large blue eyes batted at him, and he knew he couldn’t resist.
 
   “Ok…I uh, ok.”
 
   Katie laughed and grabbed his other hand, the girls practically dragging him to Jenny’s room.  She locked and closed the door, and grabbed a bottle of flavored vodka, quickly pouring two shots.  Pat nervously shifted back and forth on his feet as the girls downed the shots.
 
   “Can, um, can I have one?” he asked.
 
   Jenny laughed, “Sorry bucko, you need to be sober for this.  It’ll make you blush more!  Now, get out of those clothes.”
 
   Katie looked on in anticipation as Pat moaned in shame.  Taking off his shirt, shoes and socks first he hesitated at his pants. 
 
   “He is a little scrawny,” Katie laughed as she took another shot.
 
   Humiliated, he pulled his pants down.  His blue boxers had a noticeable tent in them already.
 
   “Don’t tell me you don’t like this,” Jenny said as she reclined on her bed.  Her lean body stretched out before him, Pat’s cock got even harder.  “Now, get those boxers down and don’t you dare cover yourself!”
 
   Pat hooked his thumbs into the waistband and slowly pulled his boxers down.  His cock popped out and then his balls came into view.  Stepping out of them, he placed his hands at his sides as Katie howled with laughter.
 
   “Awww, he is so little!  Those balls are so cute and look at his little willy bouncing up and down!” Katie said between laughs.
 
   Pat felt light headed he was so ashamed.  
 
   “You should have seen him in the cheer panties,” Jenny laughed.
 
   “Oh my god, get him some panties now,” Katie exclaimed.
 
   “I think they’re in my locker, but I may have something better,” she said as she headed to her dresser.  Digging through the drawer, she at last triumphantly held up a bright red thong.
 
   “Oh Jenny,” Pat started.
 
   “No complaining, put it on little boy,” she ordered.
 
   Pat grabbed the thong from her and slipped it on.  His small balls tucked in perfectly but his hard cock poked out the top, causing both girls to laugh hysterically.
 
   “You know, if we shaved him up and put some makeup on him he could probably pass for a girl,” Katie said with a big grin.
 
   “Maybe next time, I know Amy wouldn’t want to miss that.  How about it Pat, want to really join the cheer squad?”
 
   “Oh Jenny, please I, I can’t do that.”
 
   “I think you want to.  I think you like us sexy cheerleaders so much you want to be one,” she said as she ran her hands along her body.
 
   Pat blushed as he stood in front of the girls clad in Jenny’s red thong, his cock obscenely poking out the top.  He was completely humiliated once again and if it wasn’t for his current condition he’d have bolted for the door.  His cock throbbed though.  Katie and Jenny were both so attractive; he’d never been alone with women as hot as they were.  He knew he would do anything for them.
 
   “Y…yes, I.. I want to join the cheer team,” Pat said while looking down at the floor.  His body was as red as his thong, but still his cock pulsed.
 
   “What’s that?  We didn’t quite hear you,” Jenny taunted.
 
   “Yes I want to join the cheer team, I want to be a pretty girl so I can hang out with all of you more,” he blurted out.  
 
   His face immediately flushed even brighter.  He didn’t know where that came from, he never thought of being turned into a girl a day in his life.  Now that it was happening though, it was as if the floodgates were opened.  Jenny and Katie burst out laughing.
 
   “Wow, how pathetic,” Katie said, “though with a cock and balls as small as his he might as well be a girl.”
 
   “So true, I bet when he isn’t hard he’ll fit right in that thong.  Why don’t you take care of yourself for us, Pat.  Or should it be Patricia?  Maybe Patty for short?” 
 
   “I like Patty,” Katie laughed.
 
   “Patty it is,” Jenny taunted, “now pull that little willy out, but keep the thong on. “
 
   Katie leaned back on the bed as Pat pulled the thong down, exposing his cock and balls fully to the girls.  With a soft sob he began to stroke his cock with one hand while he tugged on his jewels with his other.  His sob quickly turned to a moan, and he looked at Katie and Jenny.  Both girls had reclined on the bed, taunting him with their long legs and full breasts.  Even fully clothed he could make out the sultry curves of their bodies.  He gasped as he felt an orgasm building, letting out a long slow moan as his body tensed.
 
   “Oh, no stop right there,” Jenny commanded.
 
   Pat looked at her confused, but kept pumping away at his cock.  Jenny shot off the bed, her breasts bouncing as shed took two steps towards him and pulled his arm away from his cock.  Before he could react she grabbed him by the back of the neck and forced his face down, putting him on all fours.  Pat shrieked as she began smacking his thong clad ass.  
 
   “Patty, when I tell you to stop, you stop!” she barked.
 
   Katie laughed at the display before her, as Pat was completely shamed by the multitude of spankings Jenny was giving him.  He began to sob and shake his ass as if he was trying to wiggle away the sting of each hit.  Jenny didn’t let up, and grabbed a belt from her dresser.  With a powerful swing the belt cracked on Pat’s ass, causing him to leap forward.
 
   “You stay put until you learn your lesson,” Jenny commanded.
 
   Sobbing, Pat thrust his ass up and his face down as he pleaded, “Please Jenny, I’m sorry! Please, I’ll do better, I’ll listen!”
 
   Jenny laughed, and whipped the belt across his ass one more time.  Pat jumped again at the impact, tears flowing from his eyes.  His cock, however, was still hard as a rock.
 
   “You can sit up now Patty,” Jenny said.
 
   Both Jenny and Katie laughed when they saw his still hard member, drooling precum down its shaft.  
 
   “You are so pathetic Patty, but you like this don’t you?” Jenny asked.
 
   “Y…yes, I do,” Pat said through his still tearful eyes.
 
   “Good, cause I like controlling a naughty boy.  Or should I say girl.  Why don’t you show me how much you want to please me.  Stroke that little willy and this time when I say stop, you STOP.”
 
   “Yes Jenny,” Pat said as he slowly began to stroke his cock.  As the precum smeared all over the shaft, he moaned as he took long stead strokes in an attempt to prolong his orgasm.  He didn’t want to risk going past the point of no return as he bet Jenny would beat him black and blue as punishment.  His ass still burned from her last assault and that was just for continuing without permission!  He looked at the girls and could see they were both focused on his stroking, humiliated he turned his head away and closed his eyes.
 
   “Eyes open, Patty, and look at us as you perform,” Jenny commanded.
 
   Just when he thought he couldn’t blush more, his body changed to an even deeper shade of red.  He opened his eyes and forced himself to make eye contact with Jenny.  She had a wicked smile on her face and asked him, “Did you ever fantasize about me Patty?”
 
   Pat was taken aback, but new he had to tell the truth.  “Yes, I um… I have.”
 
   Jenny laughed, “Oh, and what did you fantasize about?”
 
   “Oh god, please don’t make me say,” Pat sobbed.  Having to tell Jenny his fantasies about her would be bad enough, but having to share them while he was stripped, masturbating and in front of her hot friend.  Jenny glared at him and raised an eyebrow as she lifted the belt from beside her.  Pat groaned in shame, knowing his ass could not take another beating.
 
   “Oh god, Jenny.  I um, I used to fantasize about um, fucking you doggy style and pulling your long pony tail as I did it.”
 
   “Well, let me assure you that is never going to happen!  You think I want some little dicked loser in a thong fucking me?  No, believe me you’re probably never going to be with a woman that way again.  We have you now, and I don’t think we’re going to get tired of tormenting you for a while, will we Katie?”
 
   “Hell no, it is way too much fun.  The control is intoxicating!  Tell us all your fantasies you dirty girl.”
 
   Inbetween tears of shame, Pat recounted as many fantasies as he could.  Every girl he’s ever lusted after, everything he’d do to them.  He told them how often he masturbated and how he has at times stuck a finger up his bum.  The girls laughed at that, especially when he admitted how hard it made him cum.  Pat had to slow his stroking many times, recounting the fantasies made him want to orgasm so bad.  By the end he could only stroke a few times, gasping in frustration as his hips involuntarily bucked upwards.
 
   “Wow, he really wants to cum for us, huh Jen?”
 
   “Should we let him?  I dunno.  Maybe we should just toss him out in the hallway with his hard cock and thong.”
 
   “Oh please no, please no,” Pat pleaded.
 
   “Do you want to cum for us Patty?  You know I’m gonna make you like it all up again,” Jenny taunted.
 
   Pat could barely contain himself.  The tight bodies of the cheerleaders in front of him, all he wanted to do was cum.  He didn’t care about the shame of it, or that he was in a red thong and so completely exposed to these women.  
 
   “Please Jenny, please Katie.  I need to cum, oh god.  Oh oh god.  Please, I have to cum so bad, I’ll do anything.  I’ll eat it all just let me cum,” he said in near hysterics of lust.
 
   “I dunno… what do you think Katie?  I’ll leave it up to you.”
 
   “Hmm..  I guess so, he has been nice enough to entertain me today.  Though I think he should still wear that thong home and maybe get some of his own to wear.  Patty is a naughty girl, and naughty girls wear thongs.”
 
   Pat couldn’t believe what he was hearing, she wanted him to buy thongs of his own to wear?  His face flushed, he couldn’t help but notice how slutty the thong made him feel.
 
   “I…I’ll wear thongs every day.  Please please let me cum.”
 
   The girls burst into laughter.  “Oh that is so, so, pathetic, Patty,” Jenny taunted, “but it’s a deal.  You can cum for us, here I’ll even help you out.”
 
   With that Jenny removed her top, leaving her clad only in a bra.  Pat groaned as he saw her tits pushed up, cleavage showing and almost inviting his lips to suck and lick them.  Pat gasped as his orgasm took him by surprise.  He spurted his load out onto the floor, each gasp pushing more out of him.  Panting, he knew what he had to do.  Lowering himself to the spilled cum, he began to lick.
 
   “Oh my god, that is disgusting!” Katie shrieked.
 
   “Get every drop, Patty!” Jenny commanded as she put her shirt back on.
 
   Thong clad ass in the air, Pat licked the floor clean and swallowed his cum for the second time in his life.  His body awash with complete humiliation, he blinked away more tears as the girls laughed at his display.  
 
   “Good work Patty, you can get dressed and borrow my thong.  You better get some new underwear for yourself too, I’ll be checking to make sure you’re properly attired,” Jenny said.
 
   Pat got his clothes on quickly, relieved to finally be covered.  
 
   “You know Jen, this weekend is the teams charity auction.  Wonder if Patty here could be auctioned as some… entertainment?”
 
   Jenny laughed, “I’ll run that by Amy!  Oh Patty, you’re going to have such fun with that!”
 
   Pat didn’t know what they would auction him for, but he knew it would probably result in his utter humiliation.  He couldn’t back out now, the girls had too much on him and he would be lying to himself if he said he didn’t enjoy it.  He never intended to be humiliated like this, but now that it was happening he couldn’t resist.  The women were so hot, and he would do anything to keep being in their presence.  
 
   “We’ll fill you in on the details later, Patty.  Now, why don’t you kiss our feet and thank us, then you can be on your way,” Jenny said with a wink.
 
   The girls both raised a foot off the bed and Pat bent down, kissing each one. 
 
   “Th…thank you for shaming me, and making me a naughty girl,” Pat said completely embarrassed at the words coming out of his mouth.
 
   “You’re welcome Patty, enjoy the thong and get ready, cause we’re only just beginning tormenting you.”
 
   Pat blushed and closed the door behind him.  What had he gotten himself into?
 
   *  *  *
 
   He knew it was his imagination, but it felt like every woman he passed was laughing at him.  That they knew he was lacking in the equipment department and was currently wearing a lacy red thong.  Feeling his bare ass cheeks against his pants was a constant reminder he was in women’s panties.  That constant reminder caused his cock to harden again and again, straining against the soft material of Jenny’s thong.  Tomorrow he would have to go shopping, and his heart raced at the thought.  Would the salespeople know he was buying thongs for himself?  There was no way they could, but he knew he’d be blushing all the same.  Pat believed Jenny 100% when she said she would be checking to make sure he was wearing them daily.  He also knew she would not hesitate to punish him if he failed, and his still stinging ass was proof of that.  
 
   Returning to his apartment, Pat gently sat on his abused ass cheeks and attempted to finish the assignment from class.  He knew it wasn’t going to be done at Jenny’s, she had other things on her mind.  Pat found it incredibly difficult to concentrate on the problems, his mind constantly drifting to Jenny and Katie and the humiliation he suffered at their hands.  Or even worse, the humiliation he suffered the previous night before nearly the entire cheer team.  He blushed thinking of the pictures and video they had of him, but found his hand drifting to his cock.  He was still in the thong, and quickly unbuttoned his pants.  He could feel the lacy material as he slid his hand in and freed his engorged member from the constraints of the slutty undergarment.  
 
   Pat gasped at his own touch, he had never been this turned on continually before this event.  All he could think about was the shame of the past few days and how incredibly horny it made him.  He struggled with how pathetic he knew he had to appear to the women, but it is better to be humiliated by them than ignored entirely.  Pat held out hope that one would take pity on him and slide his cock into her.  He sped up his stroking, thinking of Jenny riding him.  Or maybe Amy would, her body was beyond compare.
 
   The thought of Amy caused Pat to lose it as he remembered her firm tits and tight body, shooting cum all over his shirt.  Catching his breath, he noticed his hand covered in the sticky fluid.  Pat closed his eyes, brought his hand to his mouth and tentatively licked his sperm.  He quickly sucked his fingers clean and thought to himself, “What have they done to me.”
 
   *  *  *
 
   Pat awoke the next day and saw his phone blinking, checking it he instantaneously blushed seeing it was a text from Jenny.  
 
   “Remember to buy yourself panties today, I’m coming over with some girls later to your place to help get you ready for the party and auction this weekend.  NO excuses, we’ll be over around 5.  Buy at least 7 thongs, you want one for every day of the week,” it read.
 
   Pat knew there was no sense even attempting to argue, and replied, “Yes Jenny, see you then.”
 
   Pat showered, and while drying off noticed Jenny’s thong on the floor where he left it last night.  Looking down at his cock and balls, shriveled from the cold air, he knew what he had to do.  Closing his eyes, he pulled them up his legs and tucked his equipment into the lacy front pouch.  He sighed at how good it felt, and quickly got dressed before he couldn’t resist touching himself again.  Eating his breakfast, Pat grabbed his keys and checked the time.   The mall should be open by the time he got there, and he set out to buy himself seven thongs.  
 
   When he arrived at the mall, he made his way toward Pandora’s Pleasure, a lingerie and novelty shop he had passed by hundreds of times.  He figured this would be the least suspicious place to buy the thongs he needed, as all manner of customers bought all manner of strange things there.  Walking in, the punk-ish salesgirl smiled at him.  Her spiky black hair accentuated by some pink streaks and a he caught the glint of a nose piercing.  Pat smiled back and made his way towards the lingerie section.  He was thankfully the only person in the store, and quickly grabbed the items he needed.  Black, red, green, another black, Pat didn’t care so much about the colors and guessed he was a medium as Jenny’s thong was a little tight on him.
 
   “Need any help?” he heard from behind him.
 
   Turning, the salesgirl was standing a few feet away.
 
   “No uh, I uh, just buying some things for my girlfriend.  I’m almost done,” he managed to reply.
 
   The salesgirl smirked and said, “Oh ok, well I’ll be up at the register when you’re ready.”
 
   Pat turned away as he blushed furiously.  Did she know?  How could she?  Why would she be smiling at him like that if not?  He quickly counted out the seven thongs and made his way to the front, credit card in hand.
 
   “Find everything you need?” she asked.
 
   “Um yes, yes I’m good,” Pat said as he quickly ran his card through the reader.  The salesgirl continued to smile as she bagged up Pat’s thongs and gave him the receipt to sign.
 
   “You have a nice day,” she said.
 
   “You too,” Pat replied as he practically ran from the store.
 
   Safely outside the mall, Pat climbed into his car and peeked in the bag.  He reached in and felt the soft fabric, knowing he couldn’t wait to try them on and show Jenny what he got.  His cock already hard, he drove home eager to slip on his new purchases.
 
   *  *  *
 
   It was 5 o’clock before Pat knew it.  He had time to wash his new thongs and slipped on a frilly pink one before the girls arrived.  He felt so ashamed and wrong as he put it on, but his cock was already hardening.  He straightened up his apartment dressed only in his naughty undergarment, relishing the feel of it on his skin and how slutty it made him feel.  He had changed so much so quickly.
 
   Pat’s heart skipped when he heard the knock on the door.  Biting his lip, he braced himself.  He decided to open the door dressed only in the thong to prove himself to the girls and stay in their good graces.  Peering through the peephole his pulse quickened as he saw Jenny, Katie and Amy.  Amy was dressed in a tight skirt that took his breath away, and had a low cut shirt that showed off her ample breasts.  Pat was instantly hard, especially when he remembered what Amy looked like nude.
 
   Looking at the floor, he opened the door.  The girls all broke into immediate laughter.
 
   “Holy crap, we do have him whipped,” Amy said in shock.
 
   “Told you!  It was easier than I thought!” Jenny replied.
 
   “God, he’s hard already too.  You are such a perv,” Amy said snidely, “now let us in before you get us all arrested!”
 
   Pat stood back and let the three girls enter, the firm asses of Katie and Jenny shown off in exquisite detail due to the yoga pants they were in.  Every step Amy took swooshed her skirt up, nearly showing her tight cheeks to anyone looking.  Pat had to suppress an involuntary groan of pleasure and frustration at the sight, as he would do anything to have his unit deep in any of their backdoors.
 
   “So, Pat.  Or I guess is it Patty now?” Amy asked.
 
   Pat blushed furiously, his hard cock protruding out of his pink thong.  Nearly stripped in front of the girls he stammered his reply, “It’s…it’s Patty.”
 
   “God you’re pathetic.  Ok Patty, we’re here to help get you ready for the auction this weekend.  You definitely need to get femmed up.  You’re going to be humiliated there, but if you cooperate and we do a good enough job no one will recognize you,” Amy explained.
 
   Pat didn’t know what to think.  He had no clue what this auction was but if he needed to be “femmed up” for it then it was going to be humiliating no matter what.
 
   “What…what is the auction?” he asked hesitantly.
 
   “So glad you asked,” Amy began, “you see every year to raise money for the team we have an auction.  Dates, baked goods, homework help, all that stuff.  Usually the lowest girl on the totem pole has to auction herself off as a date, which usually involves at least a blow job to the guy.  This year, thanks to your intrusion in our locker room we decided you’re the low girl on the totem pole.”
 
   “OH god, I can’t go on a date with a guy!  I’m not gay!” Pat said while nearly fainting, suddenly being very aware of how vulnerable he was dressed only in a thong in front of three fully dressed and fit women.
 
   “No one said you are, but you do seem to like being embarrassed and girled up for us,” Jenny said as she walked forward.  Touching his hand, she continued, “and it would make me so happy.  I know how badly you’d be humiliated by that, and it gets me so wet.”
 
   Katie snickered and Amy had a look of smug satisfaction on her face.  Pat’s cock twitched at how close Jenny had gotten to him.  To drive home the point she pushed closer, smashing her tits against his bare chest.  With one hand she reached down and grasped his engorged cock, stroking gently.
 
   “Besides, this little thing won’t be noticed by any guys, just keep them out of your pants,” she teased.
 
   Pat groaned in total humiliation.  He didn’t want to do this, but Jenny’s hand felt so good on his shaft.  He knew he would never have someone as hot as her touching him this way otherwise.  He had already resigned himself to the fact he would go through with it.
 
   “So what’s it gonna be Patty, you want to make us happy?” Jenny whispered in his ear.
 
   “Y…yes, please I’ll do anything,” Pat moaned as her gentle stroking continued.
 
   “Thata girl,” Jenny said as she released his cock, “now get the thong off and point us to your bathroom.  We’ve got work to do on you.  Pat didn’t notice before, but saw Katie was carrying a large makeup bag.
 
   Closing his eyes and biting his lip, he pulled his thong down and kicked it to the side.  His small cock bobbing with every step, he led the girls to his bathroom jumping at a few smacks of his ass from Amy.  There was only room for one of them comfortable in there with him, so Amy and Jenny watched from the hall as Katie took over.
 
   “Ok Patty, first up get in the shower,” Katie ordered.
 
   Pat got into the stall and saw Katie bring some type of tube out of her bag.  Squirting some on her hand, she went immediately for his cock. Pat gasped as she worked his shaft up and down, the foaming substance creating an incredible lubrication.  He had to steady himself against the wall as she worked him.  Her other hand rubbed his balls in the lotion and smoothing it into his upper thighs and belly.
 
   “This is going to remove all your hair, can’t have you in a cheer skirt in hairy legs now can we,” she chided.
 
   Pat wanted to resist but her rhythmic strokes were bringing him close to orgasm.  Just when he was about to cum she stopped and began working on his legs.  Pat whined unconsciously causing all three girls to laugh.  He almost forgot about Jenny and Amy, looking in from the hallway.  He blushed furiously knowing they had just seen him almost cum again while in the throes of passion.  His hard cock now bobbed and pulsed in clear view of them all.
 
   “Ok, turn around, bend over and spread those cheeks,” Katie demanded.
 
   Pat spun around and felt the tears in his eyes as he reached back and spread his cheeks giving the women a clear view of his winking hole.  Katie squirted the hair removal cream into his crack and had him rub his cheeks together.  She spread the rest over his ass, giving quite a few pinches and smacks.  Pat was shaking he was so embarrassed, unable to believe what the girls were doing to him and how far they wanted to take it.  He was snapped out of his stunned state by the sound of the faucet turning on.  
 
   “Ok, rub the rest of this on your pits and chest,” Katie said as she handed him the bottle of the hair removal cream.  “Once you’re ready we’ll switch on the shower and you can say bye bye to all that hair.  Though you didn’t really have much to start with, did you?”
 
   Pat flushed as he scrubbed the lotion into a foam under his arms and over his chest.  He gasped as Katie began to stroke his cock again, quickly losing focus on his task.  A swift smack on his ass got his attention and he continued to work in the hair removal cream.  Katie used long slow strokes on him, keeping Pat just on the edge of orgasm.
 
   “I think that’s good enough,” she said and switched the shower on.  The water had thankfully warmed and Pat could see the cream and hair wash down the drain.  Katie had him scrub himself down, which he did in full view of the girls as his still hard cock bobbed and pointed every which way as he got all of the lotion off of himself.  When he stepped out of the shower he looked at the shivering form in the mirror.  He was so smooth and felt so soft.  
 
   “Dry off Patty, we’re not done yet,” Amy said.
 
   Pat dried his body as he saw Katie reach in her bag.  She pulled out a cheer uniform and Pat groaned in humiliation at the sight of it.
 
   “Don’t be so disappointed, judging from little Patty there I think you want to wear this!” Katie laughed.
 
   Pat’s cock was hard, and deep down he knew he wanted to be dressed in the cheer uniform.  The women were so intoxicating, their beauty just too great for him to resist.  Putting his towel on the rack, Pat raised his arms over his head as Katie slipped the cheer top on his body.  It was tight, and she remarked, “might need a size up for the auction.”
 
   Pat slipped on the cheer panties next, then the skirt.  Looking in the mirror he let out a small sob.  From the neck down he would have never guessed he was a man.  His small cock and balls fit snugly in the cheer panties, any bulging covered by the looser skirt.  His midriff was showing, and with the minimal treasure trail washed away it was indistinguishable from a woman’s.
 
   “Maybe we should get Patty’s belly button pierced before the auction,” Jenny said as Pat closed his eyes in shame.
 
   “Maybe after, we don’t want him to get infected or mess it up.  That tight tummy is going to be a money maker for Patty!” Amy said.
 
   “Now, have a seat Patty, time for your makeup!”
 
   Pat sat on the toilet, ashamed at what was happening but unable to resist.  He could see down Katie’s top as she bent over to apply makeup.  He wasn’t sure what she was doing, but puckered his lips like a good girl when she applied the red lipstick.
 
   When she was finished both Jenny and Amy clapped.
 
   “Wow, that looks great!  We need a wig for him, did you bring one?” Jenny asked.
 
   “I just have the brown one, all I could grab.  We have plenty more at the cheer house though from all the random dress up parties,” Katie replied as she produced the brown wig from her bag.  It was straight with bangs, cut to above the shoulder.  She placed it on Pat’s head, stood him up and faced the mirror.
 
   Pat gasped and his cock twitched.  Staring out from the mirror was a tall, thin girl with an amazing stomach and lean legs.  Pat couldn’t even recognize himself and let out an involuntary groan of shame.  Katie reached under his skirt and squeezed his hard cock, causing him to jump.
 
   “Oh don’t even bother protesting, you could have kicked us out at any time.  You so want this, don’t you?  You want to make us happy don’t you?” Katie asked as she looked up at him with big blue eyes.
 
   “Y…yes.. I need it.  Please,” he said.  
 
   “So you’re going to be at the auction, dressed up like a good girl Patty?  No excuses, no ditching us?  And of course prepared to do whatever the gentleman who purchases you wants?” Katie continued.
 
   Pat was ashamed at his answer, but he said, “yes.”
 
   The girls squealed with glee.  
 
   “You are so pathetic Patty, but I bet you’ll make the team some good money this weekend so for that I thank you,” Amy said.
 
   “Since she’s been a good girl, think we should let her stroke her clitty in her cheer outfit?” Katie asked.
 
   Pat felt a new cascade of blood rush to his face when she called his cock a “clitty”.  Just when he thought he couldn’t be less of a man, they found a way.
 
   “I suppose, take that little clit out Patty and show us what you got!” Amy exclaimed.
 
   Pat didn’t hesitate, and had his cheer panties pulled down and his cock out in record time.  He began to stroke in front of the three women.  Looking at their amazing bodies he struggled to keep control.  He leaned back against the wall and looked in the mirror, aside from the cock he was stroking he looked like a hot girl.  Pat looked at his own legs and stomach, thinking how sexy they looked.
 
   “Oh, oh god,” he said as he felt the orgasm building.
 
   “Holy crap is she going to cum to herself?  What a dirty girl,” Jenny chided.
 
   Pat was ashamed as he looked at his long legs, and a thought of them wrapped around a man with a thick cock entered his mind.  That was all it too, and he shot rope after rope of cum onto the floor.  Panting, he didn’t hesitate and dropped to his knees, licking it all up.
 
   “Very good Patty, you are definitely learning.  You can keep the cheer outfit for now, and remember to wear thongs this week I’ll be checking!” Jenny said.
 
   The girls left Pat on his knees in the cheer outfit, he was so humiliated he could barely get out his goodbyes.  After they left he rose and looked at himself in the mirror again.  He blushed at the sight of himself, but could feel his cock stirring again.  He tried to look away from the image of himself in the mirror, but kept getting drawn back to his own hot legs and stomach.  He lifted the skirt and could see his still exposed cock rising.  Ashamed, he knew what he had to do.  He leaned back against the wall and stroked himself.  He checked out his own legs, checked out his own stomach, wished he could kiss his own red lips.  The thoughts were so shameful and foreign to him, he felt so completely slutty and feminine.  Pat thought about his lips wrapped around a cock after the auction, and that was all it took.  Cum shot from his cock with every pump of his fist, his sexual lust leaving his body with every spurt.  Looking at his spilled seed on the floor he dropped to his knees.  He licked it all up again, and felt so perverted doing it.  He felt so confused and scared about what he had become.  He also felt a pit in his stomach at the thought of the cheer team charity auction and what it would mean for him.  Rising from the floor he started to take off his cheer uniform, however caught his image in the mirror yet again.  Pausing, he decided to leave it on.  Katie had worked so hard on his makeup after all.  He knew it was wrong, and that he should take it off and never talk to the cheerleaders again.  Pat couldn’t resist though, and spent the rest of the night in his cheer uniform, cumming to his own image and the thought of the shame and humiliation awaiting him at the auction.
 
   ***
 
   Jenny made good on her word, and checked Pat daily to make sure he was wearing his thong.  Every day in the thong made him more and more ashamed at himself, but also more and more turned on.  The cheer team members would wink and laugh at him, teasing him with their perfect bodies, when they saw him on campus.  Jenny forbade him to cum the rest of the week, so he was in a state of perpetual hardness.  By the time Saturday evening arrived, Pat felt like he would cum just from the glance of a pretty girl.
 
   He wore a black thong to the auction, which was held at a spacious home off campus that belonged to a legacy cheer member’s family.  The house loomed large over him as he approached and Jenny was waiting for him on the steps, smiling from ear to ear.
 
   “Hope you’re ready, Patty,” she said, “You’re in for one heck of a night.  Be good and maybe I’ll reward you later.”
 
   Pat gulped and followed her inside, numerous girls laughed at him as he walked by.  He heard several catcalls regarding the size of his manhood and it occurred to him that ever woman in this house had seen him stripped and cumming either in person or through pictures and videos.  Jenny led him to an upstairs bathroom where Katie was waiting with her makeup bag.
 
   “Ok Patty, strip down and let’s get started,” she commanded.
 
   Pat blushed furiously as he removed his clothes.  He heard whistling behind him and saw that at least 5 girls were peering in from the hallway and laughing at him in his black lacy thong.  Katie reached up and hooked her fingers around the waistband.
 
   “Might as well let them see it all again,” she said as she yanked his thong to his knees.
 
   Pat gasped and fought the urge to cover himself.  The women in the hall were cracking up, a tall brunette saying, “It’s even smaller than I remember.”   Pat moaned in humiliation as Katie sat him on a stool facing the door.  She had him spread his legs wide, so his rapidly hardening cock and small balls were exposed completely to the women.  Pat closed his eyes, but Jenny smacked his thigh and told him to look at his audience.
 
   Pat maintained eye contact with the girls as they laughed and pointed.  More joined in, and Katie began prepping his hair for the wig.  She attached it using bobby pins, and the girls in the hall ooohed and ahhhhed at his slow transformation.  Pat’s little cock twitched at the women and they couldn’t believe how much he was enjoying his shame.
 
   “Well, we should be thanking him.  Thanks to him none of us will be auctioned,” a short blonde with an amazing rack said.
 
   “Yep, better get ready Patty, you’re gonna have a busy night,” another said, then pantomimed a blow job with her hand and cheek.
 
   Pat flushed crimson and couldn’t believe his situation.  What was worse is that he was so hard and turned on by it.  He would do anything these women wanted and was starting to crave the feminization and shame they provided.
 
   Katie began dutifully applying his makeup.  Pat still sat with his legs spread, though Katie was thankfully blocking the view from the hall.  The girls got their fill and went off to drink and finish setting up the party.  Katie spun him to the mirror and Pat gasped at how attractive he looked.  If it wasn’t for the hard cock bobbing in the air he wouldn’t even know he was looking at a man.  Katie admired her handiwork, applied a few finishing touches ensuring his lips were a deep red and had him stand.  
 
   “OK Patty, thong back on,” she said as she rummaged in her bag.
 
   Pat slipped the panties back on and couldn’t help but moan in humiliation as Katie brought a garter belt and stockings out.  He closed his eyes as he slipped the garter belt on, and sitting back on the stool Katie assisted him with the stockings.  Jenny’s mouth was open in shock at his transformation.  Slipping a pair of black heels on his feet, Katie motioned for him to stand.
 
   Pat stood on wobbly feet, unaccustomed to heels.   Katie and Jenny had him walk around the bathroom to get the feel for things and cautioned him to take it slow.
 
   “Can’t believe you used to fantasize about me Patty.  The quiet guy in class, now reduced to a slutty girl,” Jenny said in awe.
 
   Pat could hear the party downstairs getting rather wild.  The auction was going on, and though he couldn’t tell what was being auctioned there was quite a bit of hooting and hollering.  Katie had him raise his arms up, and Pat nearly cried as she came towards him with a tight black corset.  With Jenny’s assistance they fastened it on him.
 
   “Suck in, Patty,” Jenny said as she pulled it closed and tied him in.  
 
   The final touch was a slinky black evening dress, which Pat slipped over his head.  He bit his lip in shame as he looked in the mirror.  With the corset’s help, it even looked like he had small tits.  
 
   “You ready Patty,” Jenny whispered in his ear.
 
   Pat nodded and was led downstairs.  Jenny accompanied him out on the makeshift stage.  There were immediate whistles and catcalls about Pat’s long legs and shapely ass.
 
   “Next up, a little rendezvous with our newest cheer team member, Patty!  Let’s start the bidding at $50, win this one and you get to head upstairs with Patty tonight and she’s agreed to at least two dates.”
 
   Pat’s heart was in his throat as the bidding began.  $100, $200, $500.  Jenny nudged him, “Smile at the crowd, the girl from last year got us over $1000.  You better produce just as much.”
 
   Pat smiled and waved at the crowd, adjusting his body to stick his ass out more and flex his legs.  Without thinking, he blew a kiss to the audience and licked his lips.  The bidding skyrocketed, and he was stunned when it finally stopped.  The final bid was $2,200 paid by a group of frat guys and alums for their president who was graduating.  The tall, blonde haired man ascended the stage and took Pat by the hand.  He had a strong grip, and Pat could tell a well-muscled frame.
 
   Leaving the stage, he began to make a beeline upstairs with Pat in tow.  Looking back, he saw Jenny and Katie waving as several other cheerleaders smiled and laughed at him.  He wanted to run, but before he knew it he was heading up the stairs.  He was shocked to see Amy at the door to a room beckoning them to enter.  Amy had a dress similar to his on, and her body was beyond amazing.  Pat could still remember every detail of it from when he had stumbled across her naked.  
 
   “My names Jake,” the frat president said, “listen we don’t have to do anything you don’t want to..”
 
   Amy cut him off, “You get what you paid for Jake, besides Patty wants to do this right?  I don’t think she’s ever been with such a big strong man.”
 
   Jake smiled and was eating up the compliment.
 
   Pat spoke, trying to sound as feminine as he could, “Yes, it’s ok.  Please, what would you like to do.”
 
   Jake looked at Amy, puzzled at why she hadn’t left.  Instead, she closed the door and took a seat.  Crossing one leg over the other she smiled.
 
   “Oh, I have to stay just to make sure nothing out of the ordinary happens to protect my girl.  Plus, Patty owes me.  She embarrassed me a few days ago, so I think I need to see this.”
 
   “Ok, well if you want to join in feel free,” Jake said with a wink, eliciting an eye roll from Amy.  Pat felt Jakes hands on his shoulders and didn’t resist as he fell to his knees.  He bit his lip, tears in his eyes as Jake began to unbuckled his belt.  He was ashamed to let out a gasp of surprise when Jake’s cock flopped out of his boxers semi hard.  It was already larger in this state than Pat’s meager member at full mast.  Pat looked at Amy.  She had a smile on her face and her phone out.
 
                 “You mind if I get a picture of this Jake?  Your face won’t be in it.”
 
                 “Whatever you want babe,” he said as he grasped his cock and pointed it towards Pat’s mouth.
 
                 Pat closed his eyes, opened his mouth and took Jake’s cock into his warm hole.   His lipstick smeared on the shaft and her heard click after click of Amy’s camera phone.   As Jake grasped his wig and began to pump in and out of his mouth, he saw Amy get closer, taking more pictures of him being used.  Amy leaned in and whispered, “I bet you’re going to be sure to look which door you’re going in from now on.  Though, now I think you kinda do belong in the ladies room.” 
 
   Pat knew the answer, and sobbed a muffled, “Yes Amy”.
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                 Jim watched Emily from across the classroom.  She was in a yellow and white sun dress that showed off her tight body.  White wedge heels accentuated her already amazing legs, and as she turned around to get situated at her desk he had to stop himself from sighing out loud at her sweet ass.  Lost in a daydream about slipping that sun dress right over her head, he noticed too late that she was staring right at him.  She smiled and raised an eyebrow, causing him to quickly turn away.  The rest of the class he could barely concentrate.  He wasn’t sure how he’d pass his college classes with so many distractions of the female variety around.  So lost in his thoughts he almost missed the announcement from Professor Gruber.
 
   “Alright, I’ve divided you into pairs for the study guide, you can find your partners name on this list,” he droned as he taped it to the door.
 
                 The entire class almost uniformly groaned at the announcement of both a group study guide and the fact they couldn’t choose their own partners.  Jim’s heart skipped a few beats as he thought about being paired with Emily. 
 
   “Yeah, what are the odds of that.  There’s 50 people in this lecture hall, I’ll probably get paired with some dude,” he thought.
 
                 Making his way toward the front he stood at the back of the group as the pairs met up and set off to make plans.
 
                 “Hey partner,” he heard a female say to his right.
 
                 He turned and felt his heart stop.  His eyes took in her long tan legs, moving up to her perky C cup breasts that the yellow and white sundress clung to.
 
                 “Wh…what?” he stammered.
 
                 “Jim Ford right?  Emily Miller, nice to meet you.  We’re partners!” she said as she held out her hand.
 
                 Jim reached out and shook it limply.  Emily’s hands were soft and smooth as silk.  Jim was surprised at the firmness of her handshake though.
 
                 “So, when do you want to do this?  Tonight good?” she asked.
 
                 “Yeah, yeah that’d be fine.”
 
                 “Ok, come to the Beta Phi house around 9, we should be able to crank out the answers to this study guide no prob,” she said.
 
                 The Beta Phi house.  He almost forgot she was in one of the most exclusive sororities on campus.  He was in his third year at the University and every year he lusted after the Beta Phi Tau girls.  He never had the courage to even talk to them, and now he was headed to the house.
 
                 Emily leaned in close to him asking, “Oh, you seem to like this dress I’m wearing.  Should I keep it on or maybe wear something shorter and tighter tonight?”
 
                 “Oh, I uh..I’m sorry I..,” he stammered.
 
                 Emily laughed.  “Just fucking with you Jim, don’t worry.  I’ll see you at 9!”
 
                 “Yeah…see you then.”
 
                 As Emily walked away she seemed to put extra swing into her steps, taunting him with her ass.  He couldn’t help but stare, and of course Emily looked back and caught him.  She had a devilish smile on her face as Jim looked away quickly.  
 
                 Jim couldn’t believe his luck.  His mind filled with fantasies of sexual adventures with Emily tonight, he started to head back to his dorm.  He held his books low to cover his erection, and knew he would have to take care of things the second he got back to his room.  
 
   *  *  *
 
                 The rest of the day passed quickly for Jim, most of it spent masturbating to Emily.  His equal mix of excitement and nerves kept him on edge, and perpetual butterflies seemed to be swirling in his stomach.  He got out some khaki pants and a polo shirt to wear for the evening.  A ding on his phone caused him to look over and see a Facebook friend request.  Picking up his phone he nearly dropped it as he saw Emily’s smiling profile pic in the notifications.  Emily Miller has sent you a friend request.  He couldn’t press accept fast enough.  Her page now open to him, he began scanning her pictures.  Emily in bikinis, Emily in tight party dresses, Emily nearly naked in so many pictures.  His khaki’s and polo shirt were quickly in a pile as he began stroking his cock to a picture of her in a tiny string bikini, probably taken during a sorority Spring Break trip.  Glancing at his clock he had about 20 minutes before his roommate, Steve, returned.  He didn’t need the time though.  Emily’s tan body, tight stomach with belly button pierced and ample tits caused him to shoot his load in a minute flat.  Cleaning up the mess, he had to stop himself from going another round.  
 
                 He had just finished getting dressed when Steve barged through the door.  Steve was somewhat of a jock, though stopped playing sports after high school.  His shirt was off as usual, and his dirty blonde hair was in shambles but he made that work for him somehow.  They were quite the odd pair, but got along quite well.  It was good he didn’t try to stroke it one more time, he’d gone his entire college career so far without being caught masturbating and he didn’t want to start now!
 
                 “Dude, Emily Miller just friended you on Facebook!” he shouted with some glee.
 
                 “I know!  Check it out!”
 
                 Jim allowed Steve to scroll through Emily’s pictures on his phone.  Steve uttered “dude” at every pic, though some of the bikini pics elicited a longer “duuuuuude” from him.  
 
                 “Damn bro, how many times did you spank it to her already?” he laughed.
 
                 “I’m a gentleman sir, none of course,” he lied with a smile.
 
                 Steve slapped his back, “Whatever bro!  Hey you up for Marty’s tonight?  They got 50 cent drafts.”
 
                 “Nope got a project I need to work on, with Emily.”
 
                 “Whaaaat.  Dude you’re the luckiest guy in school, how’d you pull that off?”
 
                 “I can thank Professor Gruber, random partners finally worked in my favor,” Jim sighed.
 
                 “She’ll probably make you do all the work, bro,” Steve said.
 
                 “It’s worth it, with a body like hers believe me I’d do anything she asked,” Jim said jokingly.
 
                 “Well I want a full report when you’re back, IF you come back,” Steve laughed, and with a high five he was out the door to lounge on the quad.
 
                 Jim spent the rest of the night trying to get some work done in his other classes.  But his thoughts drifted to Emily so much he got little accomplished.  Noticing it was 8:30, he practically ran out the door.  He didn’t want to be late to the Beta Phi house, she was probably already annoyed at him from all the staring and he didn’t want to give her another reason to be cross with him.
 
   *  *  *
 
                 Jim walked up the steps to the Sigma Gamma house.  It was relatively non-descript, like most of the fraternity and sorority houses on campus grounds.  Just a simple two story brick building with the white letters of Beta Phi Tau in the yard, like a statue.  Jim rang the bell and a tall blonde answered the door.  Jim could barely speak as he took her in, she towered above his 5’8” height.  Dressed in skimpy shorts and a sports bra, she looked like she was about to head to the rec.  She glanced at him quizzically, as if she was trying to process why an average guy like Jim was at her house.
 
                 “Hi, uh, I’m here to see Emily Miller,” he stammered.
 
                 The blonde had a puzzled look on her face, then a smile formed and she said, “Oh!  You must be Jim, we’ve heard a lot about you, come on in!”
 
                 Heard a lot about him?  How would Emily even know enough about him to make a conversation?  Jim was puzzled as he stepped into the house.  
 
                 “I’m Jamie, nice to meet you Jim,” she said before shouting up the stairs, “Emily!  Your date has arrived!”
 
                 The girls in the lobby area snickered and Jim blushed.  He had a feeling he was about to be pranked or worse.  All those fears evaporated when he saw Emily start to walk down the stairs.  She had a tight red miniskirt on, with a black top.  Black high heels clacked on the wood staircase as she walked down.  The skirt was so short Jim could swear he got a peek of her panties looking up at her.  Emily had a smirk on her face.
 
                 “Thanks Jamie, I got him from here.  C’mon up to my room Jim,” she said.
 
                 Jamie smiled and with a wave jogged out the door.  The girls in the lobby were all looking at him with smiles.  What is going on.  Jim followed Emily up the stairs, treated to an amazing view of her ass right in front of his face.  Jim followed her to her room, where Emily closed and locked the door behind them.
 
                 “Uh..,” Jim started.
 
                 “Oh, just don’t want to be disturbed,” she said, “the girls can be quite obnoxious sometimes.”
 
                 “Oh ok.  Um, so where do you want to start?  I guess we can just go through the book and get the answers to the questions, or online might be easier.”
 
                 “Oh I already did the study guide and made you a copy, here you go,” she said as she handed him a stack of papers.
 
                 “Wait, how’d you do this so fast?”
 
                 “Gruber’s been using the same guide for decades it seems, just got it from some sisters.  He doesn’t read them, just gives you a grade for having some writing on a paper.  No need for us to waste our time with that.”
 
                 “So what did you need me over for,” he asked.
 
                 “Well, I’ve noticed you staring at me in class since day one.”
 
                 “Oh, Emily I didn’t mean any disrespect it’s just,” he began before being cut off.
 
                 “You don’t need to apologize, it’s cute.  But I think it’s only fair that since you’ve been enjoying my body I get something from you in return.  Tell me, how many times have you jerked it to me?  Especially today, I’m sure you looked at my pictures on Facebook.”
 
                 “Oh Emily, I, um, I don’t think you want to know the answer to that,” he said.
 
                 Emily leaned in close to him, placing her hand on his thigh causing Jim to jump noticeably.  
 
                 “It’s ok sweetie, I want to know.”
 
                 Emily leaned over, allowing Jim a nice view down her top and exposing quite a bit of cleavage.
 
                 “I’ve …I’ve masturbated to you a lot.  Almost every day.  And ,um, today I did looking at your pictures,” Jim said.
 
                 Emily squeezed his thigh gently saying, “You’re a naughty boy aren’t you?  What makes you think you’d ever get a girl like me?  Boys like you don’t really have what I want.  Though maybe you’ll surprise me.”
 
                 Emily moved her hand up Jim’s thigh to his crotch, and before Jim could react found she found his hard cock through the material.  She squeezed it causing Jim to moan.  Jim couldn’t believe what was happening.  This was like his wildest fantasy come true.  This was the stuff you read on the internet, no one would ever believe this was happening to him.  
 
                 “Get naked for me, please,” she looked in Jim’s eyes with pleading puppy dog eyes. 
 
                 Jim didn’t hesitate and his shirt was off in seconds.  Emily released her hands from his cock and his pants were down to his ankles.  Jim hesitated as Emily giggled at his boxers with hearts on them.
 
                 “Go on big boy, let’s see what you got,” she taunted.
 
                 Jim closed his eyes, it felt strange to be the only one stripping.  Like pulling off a bandaid he brought his boxers to his ankles and stood, starting to cover himself with his hands.
 
                 “Ah ah ah, no hiding,” Emily said as she swatted his hands away.
 
                 Jim blushed as he stood before Emily completely exposed.  She reached forward and squeezed his balls with one hand while the other toyed with his cock.
 
                 “Your cock isn’t as small as I thought it would be, though I do prefer them quite a bit bigger all the same.  Not sure if you’ll ever be inside me, but you can please me in other ways,” she said wryly.
 
                 Jim wasn’t sure what was happening, his mind clouded by the pleasure Emily’s expert hands were giving him.  He was so turned on he barely noticed she had just insulted the size of his manhood.  Jim always thought he was pretty average in the size department, but for Emily’s purposes he might as well be small fry.  
 
                 “Tell me Jim, do you want me?  Do you want my tits wrapped around your hard shaft, do you want to pump your seed inside me?” she taunted.
 
                 “Oh god, yes….yes Emily,” he replied.
 
                 “Would you do anything to get that chance?  I won’t make any promises, but if you do just what I say you may get a shot someday,” she said.
 
                 “Oh yes, anything Emily,” Jim said as he felt pressure building in his balls.
 
                 Emily stopped stroking and squeezing him and sat back.  “Good, first up sit on that chair.  Stroke yourself and let’s see you cum.”
 
                 Jim hesitated, and Emily raised an eyebrow.  From his vantage point he could see down Emily’s top.  Her perfect tits were quite visible to him.  The shirt was so low cut, he couldn’t help but imagine those mounds wrapped around him.
 
                 “You better get moving if you ever want to see these,” Emily said as she squeezed her breasts together and let them fall.  Jim audibly groaned as he sat down.  
 
                 “How bout I help you sweetie,” Emily taunted.  In one fluid motion her top was off.   Her breasts were encased in a lacy black bra.  Lace you could see through quite well.  Jim didn’t hesitate as he reached down and began to stroke himself.  “God how is this even happening,” he thought to himself.  He was blushing from letting Emily see him go to town on himself, but it felt so good.
 
                 Emily leaned forward, placing her elbows on her knees.  Her legs drifted apart and he could see her black panties.  Jim could barely contain himself.
 
                 “Don’t cum yet sweetie, we have a lot more to talk about.”
 
                 Jim slowed his pace, leaning his head back and closing his eyes.  If he stared at Emily’s exposed skin another second he’d lose it.  Even through closed eyes he could see the flash of a camera.  His hands instinctively covered his junk as he saw Emily holding a cell phone.
 
                 “Emily, what the hell?” he asked.
 
                 Emily laughed, “Some insurance.  I’m way out of your league and I don’t need you to blab to the whole school what I’m doing with you.  Plus I have to make sure you cooperate.  It wasn’t an accident you’re my partner from class.  You were supposed to be paired with Dirk, who is a friend of my boyfriend.  It was easy to get him to switch with me.”
 
                 Jim was growing increasingly uncomfortable.  His instincts were telling him to run, but Emily’s long legs and partially exposed tits were begging him to stay.
 
                 Emily continued, “So I’ll be up front with you.  I have some very kinky tastes and I love to humiliate and use and abuse boys.  My last plaything graduated, and you seemed like a wimpy boy who I could break down.  The picture I took will never see the light of day, I’d like to keep my kinkiness a secret from the world at large mind you.  My sisters know, and if you decide to continue you can be assured they’ll be seeing you naked and worse quite a bit.”
 
                 Jim blushed at the thought of being exposed to someone like Jamie or the other sisters.  His cock remained rock hard.  He was still at a loss for words.
 
                 “I promise this isn’t a joke, isn’t a gotcha moment.  You’re still quite erect and you haven’t put your clothes on so I bet you’re a little intrigued.  So here is what we’ll do.  You can get dressed and leave, with no repercussions.  We’ll continue on like this never happened.  Or you can stroke your cock for me, cum all over yourself and then lick up every drop of your own seed to prove your devotion to me.”
 
                 “Emily …I…,” he stammered.  Jim couldn’t believe what he was hearing.  He was nervous about what this would entail.  Having him eat his own cum was humiliating enough, and this was just the first time.  If this wasn’t a joke and it continued, who knows what he would have to do.  He knew he should leave, knew he should get out of there.  She was so beautiful and commanding though, and deep down he felt he needed to obey.
 
                 “It’s getting late Jim, I’ve got a date with my boyfriend later and I want your shame to get me nice and ready for him,” she said.
 
                 “Won’t he be pissed, I um, don’t want my ass kicked,” he replied.
 
                 “Oh no, don’t worry he knows about my fun.  If you’re lucky someday maybe he’ll be humiliating you.  Only good little boys get that privilege though.”
 
                 Jim had no interest in men, and didn’t like what that implied.  Looking into Emily’s gaze he could see a hunger burning in her.  As they locked eyes Emily moved her hands up to her breasts and squeezed them.  She moved to the clasp at the front and opened her bra, letting her perfect tits loose.  They hung almost as if gravity had no effect on them.  Perfect, round tits with pink nipples that were already hard.  
 
                 “C’mon Jim,” she said seductively, “stroke that little cock for me.”
 
                 Jim didn’t have the wherewithal to argue that his cock wasn’t tiny!  Though if Emily said it was small, he was inclined to believe her at that moment.  Emily squeezed her tits together and pinched her nipples, moaning softly.  That was all it took for Jim, and he immediately began stroking.  Flushed with shame he felt his orgasm building.  The pressure was so intense, but he tried to fight it as best he could.  No one ever had caught him masturbating and now arguably the hottest woman in school was watching him do it.  
 
                 “You don’t need to stop, Jim, just stroke until you cum.”
 
                 Jim didn’t need any further encouragement, his balls tightened and he shot load after load of thick cum on his chest in a powerful climax.  Panting, he looked at Emily.  She had a giant grin on her face, and was still gently pinching her nipples.  She bit her lip as she smiled.
 
                  “Clean yourself up naughty boy,” she said.
 
                 Jim braced himself.  He didn’t want to eat his cum, but he had never had an orgasm so hard in his life.  The reality of the situation washed over him now that his mind was clear, momentarily, of the lust that Emily brought on.  He couldn’t believe what he just did. Looking at the half naked Emily before him washed away his trepidations; he knew what he had to do.
 
                 Scooping up his cum with a finger he tentatively brought it to his mouth.  He had never done this before, and was not surprised to see Emily had her phone out again.  He stuck his finger in his mouth and sucked every drop of his seed from it as Emily took several pics.  He gagged and coughed, causing Emily to giggle.
 
                 “You’ll get used to the taste, believe me.”
 
                 Jim continued to scoop up and eat his cum as Emily continued to take pics of the whole process.  Jim flushed at each picture, he was so exposed and doing things he could never live down.  When he was finally cleaned to Emily’s satisfaction she stood and reached under her skirt.  She pulled her panties off, a black thong.  Tossing it to Jim she told him, “Put it on, then get ready to serve me sweetie.”
 
                 Jim had never considered wearing women’s underwear before.  The situation was too intense though, and his cock was already hardening again.  He knew he’d do anything for Emily, just having the memory of her bare exposed tits was worth any shame he experienced.  He bent over and slid the thong up his legs.  The smooth fabric engulfed his cock and balls, his now fully erect member poking out the top.  
 
                 “You fit pretty good in those, we may have to get you some of your own.  Now, crawl to me.”
 
                 Jim got down on all fours.  His face was red from shame as he crawled to Emily.  Her legs were crossed, and one heeled foot dangled in the air.
 
                 “Kiss,” she demanded as she shoved her dainty foot in his face.
 
                 “Jim closed his eyes and kissed her foot, showering it with affection as he kissed the length up to her ankle.
 
                 “Good boy.  Now, I’m guessing you are willingly entering into our arrangement?  I’m going to push you beyond your limits, I can guarantee that.  And I expect you to do what I say, no matter how humiliating.  I promise you’ll get rewarded.  Speaking of, here is your first one.”
 
                 Emily uncrossed her legs and leaned back on her bed.  Her completed shaved pussy was glistening.  Jim didn’t need to be told what to do and crawled forward, feeling Emily’s hand grasp his hair as he drew close.
 
                 “Do a good job, consider this the final part of your interview.  Pass, and you will be my pet.  Fail, and I’ll send you home.”
 
                 Jim tentatively stuck his tongue out, tasting the juices on her lips.  She tasted so sweet he sighed, completely in love with the situation.  He gently licked her pussy with his tongue, so engrossed in his task he almost forgot he was in a thong.  He felt unbelievable shame at the situation, but he couldn’t argue with his hard cock.  Emily tasted so good Jim already knew he was hers.  He just had to do a good job, he couldn’t lose her.
 
                 Emily moaned in pleasure as Jim worked on her pussy and found her clit.  He was doing surprisingly well.  Emily couldn’t believe how easy it was to trap him, her last plaything panicked even at spanking it in front of her.  Emily had him eating his own cum and in a thong already.  She sighed, intoxicated by the power and control she had exerted already.  Seeing Jim between her legs in a thong, she couldn’t help but imagine her boyfriend pounding Jim from behind as he ate her out.  She needed to break him a bit more before that could happen, but it was only a matter of time.  Emily felt her orgasm building as she thought of how Jim’s virgin ass would be taken.  It was only a matter of time.
 
                 Jim felt Emily’s hand grip his hair hard and her thighs close around his head.  Oh god, is she cumming? He redoubled his efforts, taking long slurps of her clit.  
 
                 “Ohhhhh Jim, good boy, good boy,” Emily said through grit teeth as she came.
 
                 Jim gently licked at her pussy until she pulled his head away.  His face smeared with her juices, she smiled.  
 
                 “I’d say you passed, dirty boy.  Now, we better send you on your way.”
 
                 Jim looked down at his hard cock.
 
                 Emily took a stern tone and said, “This isn’t about you and it never will be, you are here for my pleasure and the pleasure of anyone I loan you to.  You already got to cum once today, so consider yourself lucky.”
 
                 “Yes Emily,” he said.
 
                 “Make that Mistress Emily,” she commanded.
 
                 “Yes Mistress Emily.”
 
                 Jim started to remove Emily’s thong when she stopped him.
 
                 “How about you wear that home, and wear it to bed.  A souvenir.”
 
                 Jim blushed furiously, but he knew he would do it.
 
                 “Yes Emily… I mean Mistress Emily.”
 
                 Emily stood and grabbed the tip of Jim’s hard cock that was still poking out from the thong.  She began to stroke, causing Jim to get weak in the knees.  She moved closer, her hard nipples rubbing against his naked chest.
 
                 “I want you over again tomorrow, do you understand?  And you better be in that thong.”
 
                 Jim nodded, “Yes Mistress Emily.”
 
                 “Good!” she exclaimed, letting go of his cock and moving to her bra.  She put it and her shirt back on.  
 
                 “I’m not going to bother with a new pair of panties, this will just let my boyfriend fuck me easier.  Think about him fucking me tonight, and know that a little guy like you will never get that chance.”
 
                 Jim looked at the ground ashamed and began to put on his clothes.  Once dressed he was walked out by Emily.  All the sorority girls they passed smirked at him, did they know what he went through already?
 
                 “I’ll see you tomorrow Jim, think dirty thoughts until then.”
 
                 Jim walked back to his dorm, awkwardly adjusting the thong several times as he went.  As he opened the door to his room, he was relieved to see Steve was still out.  Taking the opportunity, he began to change into his pajamas.  He paused when he had his clothes off, looking at himself in the thong.  He stuck his ass out, and wiggled it slightly.  “What is wrong with me,” he thought as he blushed profusely.  He quickly pulled on his pajama pants before Steve could come back and catch him like this.  Crawling into bed, he drifted to sleep as thoughts of Emily Miller danced in his head.
 
   *  *  *
 
                 Jim awoke the next morning, his hard on straining against the thong.  He felt so unbelievably slutty wearing it.  He felt that way even more when he checked his phone.  He had a message from Emily which said, “Hey sweetie, hope you are still ok with coming over today.  I had a lot of fun last night, and you looked so good in my thong.  If you’re coming over, I think you should keep it on till you get here.”
 
                 Jim flushed red as he thought of what Emily did to him last night.  The pictures she had of him, and he knew she still wanted more.  Wanted to shame and humiliate him who knows how.  Jim knew he should back out, but his hand already found his cock.  
 
                 “Yes Mistress Emily, I’ll be over after lunch,” he replied.
 
                 Mere seconds later he got a response, “Good!  I got fucked hard by my boyfriend last night, but all I could think about was degrading you.  Hope you’re ready, see you then!”
 
                 What had he gotten himself into?  Jim looked over to the lump in his roommate’s bed, it appeared Steve had made it home at some point, and was buried beneath a mound of covers.  His feet protruded from the bed, still clad in his black tennis shoes.  He was out cold, and Jim quickly stripped and hid the thong and proceeded to the shower.  He tied a towel around himself tight to hide his hard on, and the second the shower curtain was pulled he lathered up and began to stroke himself.  He closed his eyes and imagined Emily’s tits.  Emily’s tits bouncing as she was being fucked hard by her boyfriend.  Jim felt a twinge of embarrassment thinking of her boyfriend, thinking how Emily might want Jim to serve him.  Jim couldn’t imagine anything more shameful than serving a man, but the thought of Emily stripped and watching him get used was too much.  Jim could barely stop a shamed moan from escaping his lips as he came to the thought of Emily’s boyfriend using his mouth.  He’d never thought of a man in that way before, but from his response he knew he was in trouble.  Was Emily really worth the humiliation he knew she wanted to give him?  Imagining her tits and tight body again, he knew the response was a resounding, “YES.”
 
                 Cleaning himself up he returned to his room and was relieved to see Steve was still passed out.  He quickly slipped his thong on and got dressed.  Heading to class, he knew it was going to be a wasted day.  His thoughts were firmly of Emily.  
 
   *  *  *
 
                 His English class was a blur, and went by quite quickly as he spent it daydreaming about Emily and what she’d do to him.  He decided to get a quick bite to eat and passed some giggling Beta Phi girls.  He looked down, blushing, wondering if they knew he was in a thong.  After eating he steeled himself and began the walk to the Beta Phi Tau house.  Emily and two other girls were sitting on the steps.  Emily was in a short skirt and white shirt, with flip flops on. Even dressed so casually Jim couldn’t get over how gorgeous she was.  The blonde and red head she was sitting with giggled as he approached.  
 
                 “Hi Jim, this is Jen,” she said pointing at the blonde, “and this is Piper.”
 
                 “Nice to meet you,” Piper said as she stood.  She was wearing loose pajama pants and a spaghetti strap top and was shorter than Jim by a couple inches.  Jim was able to look down her top and saw she had ample breasts.  Jen stood as well, clad in very short shorts and what looked like a bikini top.  Her breasts were smaller, but her legs were amazing.  “Hi, Jim,” she said.
 
                 “Nice to meet you both,” Jim replied.  He had talked to more beautiful women in the past day than he had his entire life.  
 
                 “Ok, enough gawking at my friends, let’s get you inside,“ Emily said.
 
                 Jim blushed, “Yes Emily.”
 
                 “Yes Emily?  That’s not what you call me,” she said sternly.
 
                 Jim looked panicked.  Was she really going to make him say that in front of her two friends?  Judging from her piercing gaze he knew the answer.
 
                 “Yes Mistress Emily,” he barely whispered.
 
                 “What’s that?  Speak up little boy.”
 
                 “Yes Mistress Emily,” he said loud enough for all to hear.
 
                 Jen and Piper laughed immediately, looking at him with a mix of disgust and amusement.
 
                 “Wow Em, this one didn’t take long at all.  Are you going to let us laugh at him?” Piper asked.
 
                 “Maybe a little later, would you like that Jim?  Would you like Piper and Jen to see your little willy and watch you parade around in panties?”
 
                 Jim felt the blood rush to his face.  He felt so ashamed the heat from the humiliation threatened to make him combust.  He couldn’t believe he was subjecting himself to this treatment, but one look at Emily as she licked her lips told him he had to stay.
 
                 “Yes Mistress Emily, I’d like them to see me and laugh at me,” he said weakly.
 
                 Jen and Piper laughed.  “Maybe if you’re lucky we’ll come laugh at your tiny pecker,” Piper said.
 
                 Emily grabbed his hand and pulled him in the door and towards the staircase.  Jim’s eyes were of course focused on her ass the entire way up.  Led into her room, she closed the door and turned to him.
 
                 “Good slut with my friends, you handled that really well.  Sorry to have to insult your cock like that, but its best you know your place.  What you’re packing may be ok for the outside world, but we Beta Phi girls like them big.”
 
                 Jim looked at the ground.  Emily walked toward him and caressed his cheek.
 
                 “Don’t be sad sweetie, you’ll still get lots of use.  And if you’re good, you’ll get to cum quite a bit.  Now strip down, you better still have my thong on.”
 
                 Jim dutifully took off his clothes.  Even though he had cum in front of Emily just last night he was still embarrassed by the process.  When he got to the thong Emily stopped him.
 
                 “You definitely look hot in my underwear,” she laughed, “but we’re gonna have to do something about all that hair.”
 
                 With that Emily brought out a disposable razor and some shaving gel.  Handing them to him she pointed to the bathroom that was shared between her room and another on the other side.
 
                 “Get in there and shave it all from the neck down,” she commanded.
 
                 “But Emily, how am I supposed to explain that?”
 
                 “You’ll think of something.  Do a good job and maybe I’ll let you suck on these,” she said as she hefted her breasts at him.
 
                 Jim, head down, made his way into the bathroom.  Being sure to lock the door to the other room he peeled the thong off himself.  He was, of course, hard as a rock.  He was thankful for once he didn’t have much body hair on his slight frame.  Turning the shower on, he hesitated briefly as he held the razor and shaving gel.  He knew there was no turning back now.  He quickly shaved his chest and underarms, those being the easiest to reach.  He was about to start on his legs when Emily entered.  He almost instinctively covered himself, but realized there was no point in this situation.  Through the steam he saw Emily’s clothes fly off, and she opened the shower door.  Jim’s breath was taken away as she stood before him fully nude.  Her large tits defying gravity, her perfectly toned stomach and legs shimmering in the steam.  He wanted to drop to his knees right there and kiss her feet.
 
                 Emily entered and closed the door, “Thought you could use some incentive, see I’m not completely cruel.”
 
                 She pressed against him, her now wet tits smashed against his chest.  She reached around behind him and squeezed his ass with both hands.
 
                 “You have an ass most girls would love, nice and soft.  Kind of big on your skinny body, I know plenty of guys who will love to pound it.”
 
                 Emily could see the fear on Jim’s eyes at that statement.  She quickly moved her hands to his cock and balls.  Stroking expertly she said, “Don’t be scared sweetie, you’d take cock for me wouldn’t you?  You wouldn’t want to lose me would you?”
 
                 Jim was in heaven having the nude Emily stroking his cock, not thinking he moaned, “Oh yes Mistress Emily, I’d do anything for you. I’d take cock in my mouth, my ass, anything you wanted.”
 
                 Emily stopped her stroking and laughed.  “Good boy, or should I say girl?  You’re not much in the cock department and you were wearing a thong all day.  And you just admitted you’d take cock for me, so I think girl it is.”
 
                 Jim looked away from her, his face red as the humiliation coursed through his body and the crimson color spread to his chest.  There was no denying it.  The effect she was having on him was beyond his control.  He would do anything for her, he knew it and she knew it.
 
                 “Now, let’s get the rest of you shaved down.”
 
                 Emily kneeled down and went to work shaving his legs.  Jim couldn’t help but notice she was at the perfect height to take his hard member right in her mouth.  
 
                 “Don’t think I’ll reward you that much,” she said as if reading his thoughts, “I only like real big ones in me.”   She smiled at him and went back to work.
 
                 Each stroke of the razor made Jim feel like less of a man.  She had him turn around to get the backs of his legs and smacked his wet ass a few times for good measure.  Jim gasped at each smack, resigned to his fate.  As she finished with his legs Jim was surprised when he felt the shaving gel lather on his ass.  
 
                 “You have to be shaved everywhere if you’re going to be rocking a thong for my man,” she said, “Now spread your cheeks.”
 
                 Jim groaned in humiliation as he reached back and spread his ass for her.  No one had seen him like this in his entire life.  He felt completely vulnerable and exposed as Emily shaved around his asshole.
 
                 “Keep perfectly still, you don’t want me scraping this!” she laughed.
 
                 Jim was beyond mortified, and was relieved when she finished.  Turning around he moaned as Emily engulfed his cock in her hand and spread the shaving gel all over his genitals.  
 
                 “Now you REALLY don’t want me cutting this, so be still!”
 
                 Jim’s cock stood at complete attention.  Emily’s face mere inches from it as she worked diligently with the razor to strip him of any errant hairs.  Jim kept himself fairly trimmed, but Emily was determined to get every hair on him shaved away.
 
                 “There, I think you’re all done.”
 
                 After rinsing off the remaining shaving cream from his body, Jim was about to step out of the shower when Emily held up a bottle of moisturizer. 
 
                 “Ah ah, we have to make sure your skin is as smooth as mine if men are going to be using you.”
 
                 Her hands covered his body in the lotion, rubbing it in gently.  She paid special attention to his cock, and Jim almost shot his load just from her hands sliding up and down his now lubricated shaft.  He let out a soft moan and steadied himself against the shower wall.
 
                 “See, you moan more feminine than I do.  There’s no question you want this.”
 
                 Emily let go of his equipment and hopped out of the shower, grabbing a towel.  The shivering Jim followed her, and Emily let him air dry.  Jim awkwardly stood by as Emily dried her hair.  Noticing him watching her, she dropped the towel to the floor.  Jim’s hard cock twitched, causing her to laugh.  Emily finished drying her hair and got her makeup out.
 
                 “You must like what you see.  I’m going to finish getting ready, then I’ll hang out with my boyfriend for a while.  Do you think you’re ready to meet him?  Normally I’d groom you a bit more and shame you a bit more, but I don’t think you want to wait either.”
 
                 Jim didn’t know how to answer.  He had never fantasized about men, but long had a thing for dominant no nonsense women.  Seeing Emily nude before him, it was like he had no choice.  He had to please her.
 
                 “I’m ready,” he said almost inaudibly. 
 
                 “What’s that?” 
 
                 “I’m ready to meet your boyfriend.  I’m ready to do anything.”
 
                 Emily couldn’t believe what she was hearing.  She must be hotter than she thought, or Jim was wimpier than she thought.  She put down her makeup and walked toward him.
 
                 “I’m very proud of you sweetie,” she said as she gripped his balls, “I think you need to get ready too though.”
 
                 Jim wasn’t sure what she meant, but she pulled on his sack and he followed to the sink.  She let go and reached for the makeup, giving Jim a clear indication what was coming.  Jim stood close by as she finished her makeup, and delicately pulled a sequined shirt over her head.  She slid on a skirt, skipping the panties, and started grabbing makeup.  
 
                 “Let’s head back into my room.  You want to meet my man, you have to look the part.  He doesn’t want to bang a boy, he wants a little slutty girl.”
 
                 Emily brought the still naked Jim out to her room and had him sit in a chair.  Piling makeup onto her desk, Jim grew more nervous.  Was he really going to let her put makeup on him?  Sensing his trepidation, Emily quickly began stroking his cock.  Jim moaned in pleasure as Emily skillfully worked his pole.  
 
                 “You want to do this for me sweetie, don’t you?  You don’t want to make me sad do you?”
 
                 Emily’s piercing green eyes looked right through Jim.  He felt so weak with her, so pathetic.  His breathing started increasing rapidly, Emily’s ministrations bringing him close to orgasm.  He let out a long slow moan just as Emily stopped.
 
                 “Ah ah, no cumming for you yet!  Are you ready for me to make you pretty?”
 
                 Jim’s cock was twitching in the air, he was so close to cumming.  
 
                 “Yes…yes Mistress Emily.  Make me pretty.”
 
                 Jim couldn’t believe the words that he was saying.  He was powerless for Emily, and every second in her presence sapped his will even more.  
 
                 “Good girl, now let’s get started!”
 
                 Emily was a blur of motion as she set to work on Jim’s face.  A layer of foundation was expertly applied and blended with his skin tone.  Emily applied blush next, though Jim was so humiliated he probably didn’t need any further pink added.  
 
                 “Ok, mascara next! “
 
                 Jim’s eyelashes were bulked up, and glancing at the desk mirror he already was having trouble recognizing himself.  Any time he started to whine or fidget Emily would caress his cock or squeeze his balls.  Once he calmed down and was in her control she’d start again.  Some dark eye shadow was applied and then Emily brought out the coup de grace, dark red lipstick.
 
                 “Pucker up!” she exclaimed with a laugh.
 
                 Jim closed his eyes and puckered his lips, feeling Emily apply the lipstick.
 
                 “Smack your lips sweetie, have to make sure it’s nice and even.”
 
                 Jim rubbed his lips together and made a pop with them, causing Emily to laugh. Looking at the mirror he groaned in total humiliation.  Looking back out at him was a feminine face that could pass for a woman easily.  His short hair and Adam’s apple broke the illusion.  Emily rose and stood behind him, placing her hands on his shoulders.  Leaning down nibbled on his ear.
 
                 “You like looking pretty for me, don’t you?”
 
                 “Yes Mistress,” Jim answered in a daze, still struggling to accept how feminized he had become.
 
                 “Good, now let’s get you dressed.”
 
                 Emily went to her closet and pulled out a pair of hot pink lace panties that had black trim and black heels.  She handed Jim the panties and he stood, stepping into them and slowly pulling them up his legs.  They covered half his ass, the lower parts of his cheeks hanging out.  His cock and balls fit snugly in the front.  He slid his feet into the heels and nearly fell over as he tried to find his balance.  Jim could see himself in a full length mirror from across the room.  He started to get teary at the sight as he could barely recognize himself.  Emily quickly moved to him and pressed her body close.
 
                 “You’re turning me on so much.  I won’t hurt you sweetie, but I need to humiliate you.  I need you broken so you’ll be my good little pet.  Do you understand?”
 
                 Jim nodded, fascinated by how good his legs and ass looked in the heels.
 
                 “I need to go out and get some dinner with my boyfriend, his name is Colin by the way.  I’m going to leave you here, tied up.  After dinner, I want to come back here and use you with Colin.”
 
                 Jim’s head was awash in conflicting emotions.  Was he really going to let Emily do this to him?  He should tell her to fuck off and get dressed and leave.  She had already made him feel so good though.  He knew if he messed this up he would never again in life be intimate with someone as hot as Emily.  A once in a lifetime opportunity, but to get there he needed to be used and degraded by a man.
 
                 “Yes… Yes Mistress I know. I’ll do anything you say,” Jim said blinking back tears.
 
                 “Don’t cry sweetie, you’ll ruin your makeup.  I do like the tears though, you can cry later when Colin has his cock inside you.”
 
                 Jim groaned in total humiliation.  Emily pulled him to her bed and had him lie down spread eagle.  His hands and feet tied securely to the frame.  Emily straddled him, and Jim could feel her wet pussy on his cock even through the panties.  The effect was immediate and he began to rub his shaft against her.
 
                 “Slow down there, that’s not for you,” Emily sighed after letting him grind against her a few times.  
 
                 Jim was frustrated, but her box felt so good on him.  He’d do anything to be inside her, maybe if he was good tonight she’d let him.  Maybe if he took Colin’s cock she’d let him take her.  Jim knew it was wishful thinking, but it may be all that would get him through tonight.
 
                 Emily got up from him and adjusted her skirt.
 
                 “Oh, by the way.  I’m leaving the door unlocked.  Maybe you’ll make some friends!”
 
                 Jim didn’t have time to reply, as Emily was out the door in a flash.  She left the light on, and Jim tested his binds.  They were tied tight.  Several times he heard women passing by the door, holding his breath waiting for them to enter.  None did, and eventually he drifted off to sleep.  
 
   *  *  *
 
    
 
                 Jim woke with a start as someone was banging loudly on the door.  He was filled with panic, and hoped they’d go away.  The door handle started to turn and he knew he was out of luck.
 
                 “Em, are you in here?”
 
                 Jim closed his eyes, as if he could make it all go away.
 
                 “Holy crap, who are… Jim?  Oh my god what did she do to you! They were not kidding about her!”
 
                 Jim half groaned and half sobbed as he opened his eyes.  It was Piper, the redhead from before.  Wearing a sleek black dress that went to just above mid-thigh, her red hair like a fire atop her head.  Her hand was covering her mouth as she closed the door behind her.
 
                 “She got you good, huh?  Sorry kiddo but I need a picture of this!”
 
                 “Piper, please no!” Jim shouted to no avail.  
 
                 Click.  Click.  Click.  Piper took photo after photo.  Jim looked away, causing her to rebuke him.
 
                 “Look at the camera and smile, or I’ll tell Emily you were a bad boy!”
 
                 Jim begrudgingly looked at Piper and smiled.  Click.
 
                 “That’s a good one!” she exclaimed and turned her phone so he could see.
 
                 Jim saw himself tied on Emily’s bed, completely smooth and wearing pink panties and heels.  His face so made up he looked completely feminine.  Anyone seeing the picture would probably do a double take attempting to figure out at first glance if it was a male or female they were looking at.
 
                 “Well, I can only assume she left you here so we could get some laughs.  Should I get the other girls in here?”
 
                 “Oh Piper, please no.  Please please no.”
 
                 “I suppose I can spare you.. this time.  But I do want a peek.”
 
                 Jim didn’t understand at first what she was saying, but as she walked forward and her hands went to his panties he was filled with dread.  The panties, though humiliating, were at least preserving some of his modesty.  Hooking her fingers in the waistband, she smiled broadly at him.  Her teeth were white and perfect, a strand of red hair hung down in front of her face.
 
                 “You ready?  One….two….  THREE!”
 
                 With that Jim’s panties were yanked down to his upper thigh.  His cock flopped free and was rapidly hardening at the exposure.
 
                 Piper laughed, “Wow, yeah you don’t have what I’d need.  I like them a little bit bigger, I can see why you’re made up like a girl.”
 
                 Several tears started to drip from the corners of Jim’s eyes.
 
                 “Awww, I’m sorry I didn’t mean to make you cry.  I just have to be honest!”
 
                 Jim saw the phone rise and once more heard the click of pictures being taken.
 
                 “Piper!”
 
                 “Sorry, this is too funny.  A pecker like that, I have to show my friends.  Besides its getting hard and saying hello, I think it likes the attention!”
 
                 “Who.. who are you going to show?” Jim asked.
 
                 “Anyone I want of course!  And you’ll never know who has seen your unit.”
 
                 Piper pulled his panties back up, brushing his cock and causing Jim to gasp.  
 
                 “I have to run, it was nice to see you Jim,” she laughed.
 
                 Jim couldn’t formulate a response, and simply moaned in shame.  Piper closed the door as she left, and Jim could swear he heard her laughing down the hall with another woman.  Jim was thoroughly humiliated, having his cock exposed to criticism and being unable to do a thing about it.  He had no idea how long he was laying there, there was no clock in the room that he could see.  He hoped his mascara didn’t run from the tears, he didn’t want Emily to be mad.
 
   *  *  *
 
                 Jim wiggled on the bed, his cock having gotten hard and soft over and over again as he waited.  Trying to find a comfortable position for it in his panties, without being able to adjust with his hands, was difficult.  Jim heard a voice in the hall, and knew he had bigger problems than an uncomfortable pair of panties.  Emily was coming up the hall, and he heard a male voice accompanying her.
 
                 “Oh my god, oh my god.  Is this happening.  Oh god what have I gotten myself into,” Jim thought to himself as he struggled in his bonds.
 
                 The door opened and Emily walked in.  Following her was a large man, probably 6’4”.  He was broad shouldered, with sandy blonde hair in that impossible to perfect “messy” style.  His meaty hands were around Emily’s waist and he smiled as he saw Jim.
 
                 “Damn Emily, you did not waste time with this one.  Didn’t you tell me about him yesterday?”
 
                 “Colin, meet Jim.  Jim, meet Colin.  I hope you two will be great friends,” Emily said.
 
                 Jim had no words.  Emily noticed his mascara had run some.
 
                 “Were you crying little girl?”
 
                 “Yes Mistress Emily, Piper came in while you were gone.  She took pictures of me, I don’t know who she is going to show,” he said panicked.
 
                 “Don’t worry, she’s my sister and we don’t spread things like this around.  Of course, she may show some of our other Beta Phi sisters, but they’ll be seeing a lot of you anyways.”
 
                 Colin stood at the doorway with a grin.  
 
                 “Colin, strip,” Emily commanded as she climbed onto Jim.
 
                 Straddling him like before, she could see Jim’s panicked expression.  She rubbed her pussy against his panty clad cock and leaned in close.
 
                 “Can you feel how wet I am?  This is you doing this to me.  This is your humiliation turning me on.  You’re going to be a good girl and get used, aren’t you?”
 
                 Jim glanced over at Colin, who was nearly fully nude and dropping his boxers.  His well-muscled frame made Jim seem even more girly in comparison.  As his boxers dropped to his feet, his cock swung proudly.  It was much bigger than Jim’s, probably 8 inches when fully erect.  It was at half mast, and waved back and forth as he walked to the bed.  Standing beside Emily, she reached over and grabbed him.  Colin gasped as she gripped his cock with her hand.  Raising her mouth to it, she took the tip inside and swirled her tongue around it.  Her hips rocked on Jim, pressing her pussy down on his now fully erect cock.
 
                 Taking Colin out of her mouth she looked down and said, “Pay attention, you’re next.”
 
                 Colin smiled at Jim, who was mesmerized by the display before him.  Emily sucked his cock into her mouth, working the base of the shaft with her hand.  Colin had his eyes closed and was sighing in pleasure.  Emily took Colin’s cock out of her mouth and lifted her shirt over her head.  She unclasped her bra and her tits were free.  Colin whistled at the sight.  
 
                 “You never get tired of seeing those bro, believe me,” he said to Jim.
 
                 Emily got on all fours and hovered over Jim.  Her head even with his, she looked down into his eyes. Her long brown hair draping around his face, he could see Colin moving behind her.  The bed squeaked as Colin situated himself between Jim’s legs, which were still tied to the frame.  Emily smiled down at Jim as Colin flipped her skirt up.  Emily gasped, then moaned and scooted back.
 
                 “Oh god, he’s fucking her.  Fucking her right on top of me,” Jim thought.
 
                 Emily looked directly into Jim’s eyes and said, “A real man with a real cock is fucking me, just like you’re going to be fucked soon.  Do you like it?”
 
                 Jim was lost in the emotions of the moment.  Humiliation from what was done to him, jealousy that he wasn’t the one fucking Emily, and fear that he was next.  Emily let him pound into her several times before scooting forward, causing Colin’s cock to pop free.
 
                 “Untie his feet for me Colin,” she commanded.
 
                 Emily quickly undid his hands as Colin freed his feet.
 
                 “Now, kneel on the bed, slut.”
 
                 Colin got off the bed and walked around next to Jim.  His cock jutted out, glistening with Emily’s juices.  He moved forward, and Jim backed away from his cock.  Emily put her arm around Jim’s shoulder, and whispered, “Do it for me.”
 
                 Jim closed his eyes, moved forward and opened his mouth.  The tip of Colin’s cock touched his lips and Jim tentatively licked it and tasted Emily.  Jim had never in his wildest dreams imagined he would be in a situation like this.  The cock head was now in his mouth, and he clamped his lips down around it.  His tongue swirled around the head, and he felt Emily leave his side.  He opened his eyes in time to see a flash from her camera capturing his made up face with a cock in his mouth.  He was too ashamed to protest, as several more pictures were taken.
 
                 “Oh, I know what would make this even better!” Emily exclaimed as she rushed to her closet.  She dug in a drawer and produced a pink novelty wig.  Jim groaned around Colin’s cock as Emily brought it to him and put it on his head, fastening it in place.
 
                 “Oh, I like that,” Colin said.  “Now why don’t you work me with your hands a little.”
 
                 Jim moved his hands up and cupped Colin’s large balls with one and gripped his shaft with the other.  His mouth moved up and down on Colin’s thick member, and Jim heard words he never thought he’d hear in reference to him.
 
                 “Babe, can I cum in this sluts mouth?”
 
                 “If you still have enough to cum in him, and me, later,” Emily replied.
 
                 Jim closed his eyes, and got a smack on the ass from Emily.  
 
                 “Look up at Colin, look in his eyes as you serve him.”
 
                 Jim looked up into Colin’s steely blue eyes.  He had a look of smug satisfaction on his face, which was rapidly turning into a look of sheer pleasure.  Jim felt Colin’s balls grow tight, and his shaft started to twitch.  An excited Emily got inches from Jim’s face and told him, “Swallow every drop.”
 
                 Jim gagged as he felt the first of Colin’s load hit the back of his throat.  He quickly tried to swallow but the next spurt of cum caught him by surprise.  Colin held the back of Jim’s head as he emptied his spunk into the feminized boy.  Coughing, Jim did the best he could to swallow Colin’s seed.  Some dripped down his chin, and Emily made him collect it with his finger and lick it up.  Jim began to cry in shame, and Emily sat beside him.  She freed his cock from the panties, and found it to be turgid and leaking precum.
 
                 “Your cock doesn’t lie sweetie.  Look how turned on you are.  You might as well go for more.  Emily let go of his cock and lay lengthwise on the bed.  Colin snickered as he got a good look at Jim’s smaller package, which caused Jim to sob and blush even more.  Emily got his attention with a sultry moan and with her legs spread, she beckoned Jim forward.  Gripping his hair, she pulled him to her snatch.  Jim began licking, only somewhat aware that he was now face down, ass up.  Jim could feel the bed move as Colin got behind him.  Oh god, no. Jim started to get up, but Emily held his head firm.  Jim felt Colin’s hands on his waist, and felt completely feminine.  He almost didn’t realize it, but the second Colin’s hands touched his skin he was spreading his legs wider.  Emily reached into the cubby next to the bed and tossed some lube to Colin.
 
                 “Give me a minute, babe,” he said as he squirted lube on his cock and began to rub it all over.
 
                 Emily was in heaven, waves of pleasure radiated over her body as Jim licked and sucked on her pussy.  He was an even more perfect candidate for total degradation and ownership than she had imagined.  
 
                 “Spread your cheeks for Colin, baby,” she cooed.
 
                 Jim balanced his face on Emily’s pussy and reached back to spread his cheeks.  He felt a glob of lube squirted into his crack then felt Colin’s cock head at his back door.  He sobbed, but kept licking.  Colin rested one hand on his back, and reached below him.  Jim gasped as Colin’s hand gripped his twitching member. 
 
                 “You’re still hard little girl, I think that means you want it.”
 
                 With that, Colin let go and gripped Jim tightly by the waist.  He moved forward and Jim felt the pop as his cockhead worked inside him.  Jim gasped, it was painful but he was getting used to it.  Then Colin slid a bit more inside him.  He had a man’s cock in his ass, never in a million years did he think this would happen to him.  Colin continued to press inside him, resting after every small thrust to give Jim time to accommodate him.  Jim was so humiliated and lost in the situation, he was barely aware that he began to push back onto Colin’s cock.  Colin needed no further invitation, and plunged himself deep into Jim.  
 
                 “Ohhhhh godddddddd,” Jim moaned into Emily’s pussy.
 
                 Jim tried to concentrate on the wet box in front of him, licking and eating for all he was worth in an attempt to forget just what was being done to him.  But his lower body betrayed him, bucking and meeting all of Colin’s thrusts.  Jim felt Emily’s thighs clench around his face as she came.  In a flash she was off the bed, and Jim looked up to see she was filming his degradation.  Jim focused on her breasts.  The breasts he would do anything for, and was now in fact being done because of.  Jim let go of his inhibitions as the shame gave way to pleasure and he began moaning with every thrust.  He worked his ass on Colin’s cock for all he was worth, exhausting himself in the process.  Just when he thought he couldn’t take any more, Colin gripped him tight and pulled him back.  Jim felt Colin’s large cock pulsing and depositing his seed.  Jim groaned in shame as Colin popped out of him and lay back.  Collapsing on the bed, Emily motioned him to roll over.  She began aggressively stroking his cock and smiled at him.              
 
                 “That was hot as fuck.  I am going to watch that video over and over.  In fact I’m ready to go again.”
 
                 “Babe, let me rest,” Colin said, “I’m spent cumming in this slut.”
 
                 Emily looked in Jim’s eyes, “You are a slut now.  I’m of course going to have to tell the girls what was done to you today.  If they didn’t hear you just now that is.”
 
                 Jim was already so broken he couldn’t protest.  Emily threw some blankets on the floor for him, and kicked him off the bed.
 
                 “You’re going to lay down there, while we fuck up here.  Colin gets to use both our pussies, but you never get to be in mine,” she said with a sneer before giving him a wink.  “Oh, and if you make yourself cum, you better eat it all up.”
 
                 Jim laid back on the floor and immediately began to stroke his cock and squeeze his balls.  He could see Colin and Emily on the bed.  Emily was face down ass up just like he was.  Getting pounded just like he was.  Her large tits shook with every thrust, and she looked directly at him.  
 
                 “You’ll … never… use… me…. like …. this,” she panted as Colin slipped in and out of her.
 
                 Jim stroked his cock like mad at the stripped Emily being fucked so hard.  He came before she did, though the sight of him sitting on the floor in a wig, makeup and heels dutifully eating his own cum made Emily erupt on Colin’s cock.  Colin came soon after, shooting his third thick load.
 
                 He pulled out, and walked over to Jim.  He immediately got on his knees and began to lick Colin’s cock clean.  Emily smiled in triumph, and began to plot how she would degrade Jim next.
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   *  *  *
 
   Jim awoke the next morning on the floor of Emily’s room in a tangle of blankets.  He was starving, the only thing he’d had to eat since yesterday being his own cum and shamefully the load from Colin.  Jim’s face was crimson as his sore ass and jaw reminded him of what was done to him.  He kicked the blankets off of himself and saw that he was still completely nude.  His cock was hard and his balls tight against his body.  Jim looked at his smooth body and thought how feminine he appeared, but quickly pushed that thought from his head.  He pulled his knees to his chest and bit his lip in shame and frustration, struggling to think how this could happen to him.  He looked over at the bed and saw Emily.  She was still asleep, her lips slightly parted and her face almost glowing.
 
   Jim gulped as his gaze took in the rest of her.  She was laying on her side, her perfect breasts pointing directly at him.  Her pink nipples were erect and he wanted to do nothing more than suck them into his mouth.  Colin’s large hand was on her waist, and Jim could see his strong arm and shoulder above Emily.  Emily’s toned legs stretched out on the bed, and Jim sat and took in her nude form.  He gulped, and knew at once how he had been humiliated and feminized so easily.  Emily was easily the hottest woman he had ever seen, and he would do anything just for a glimpse of her.  He blushed as he realized that wasn’t just a turn of phrase for him.  He sucked and was fucked by a man for her, and to his chagrin his hard cock gave away how much he enjoyed it.  
 
   Jim then noticed that Emily’s emerald green eyes were staring right at him.  She smiled devilishly at him and slipped out from under Colin’s arm.  Jim was mesmerized as she walked the few steps towards him.  Her breasts jiggled slightly with each step, her shaved pussy glistened.  She knelt down and had Jim stretch out his legs, then straddled him.  Jim kept the rest of himself upright, bracing his hands behind him as he felt Emily’s wet pussy slide against his hard cock.  Her breasts pressed against his chest and her face was inches from his.  He wanted to kiss her so bad, to have her slide his cock inside her.  
 
   “You did good last night sweetie,” she cooed in his ear, “though we need to talk about moving forward.  Humiliating little boys like you gets me so wet, and I want to expose and degrade and use you from now on.”
 
   Jim gulped.
 
   “Don’t be scared, I’d never do anything that would completely ruin you or get you arrested or anything.  But a lot of people are going to see you, and see the control I have over you.”
 
   “Ohhhh god. Yes Mistress Emily, I know,” Jim replied as Emily’s gyrating hips slipped her snatch up and down his shaft, the sensation so overpowering he barely knew what he was agreeing to.
 
   “Good boy.  On the plus side for you, you get to be tortured by me like this.  My body is going to be yours to look at and occasionally serve,” she moaned as her clit rubbed over Jim’s pulsing cockhead.  “You also get to be my boyfriend, and I’m sure that will make you quite popular on campus.”
 
   Jim couldn’t believe his ears, “You… we… we’ll be boyfriend and girlfriend?”
 
   Emily laughed, “Oh yes, I think you’re excellent boyfriend material.  You worship the ground I walk on and treat me right.”
 
   “But what about Colin,” Jim asked and glanced to the bed at the hulking figure under the covers.
 
   “Oh, well Colin’s cock is amazing, so I will be using it all the time.  You can too of course, I think he enjoyed making you submit to him last night.  See Jim, you’re my boyfriend, but you don’t have the equipment I need to get off.  I need a good deep fucking, so while you get to date me you do not get to be inside me.”
 
   Jim blushed.  He was already jealous of Colin after last night.  Seeing Emily buck against Colin’s thick member and cum so hard on it made him want her even more.  He could tell she was an amazing lay.  He knew that she would always deny him that privilege, but at the moment he didn’t care.  He was panting heavily as Emily worked her hips and used her pussy lips to stroke his cock.
 
   “What do you say sweetie, do you want to date your dream girl?  In return all you have to do is be my plaything to torment and degrade…”
 
   Jim moaned an enthusiastic , “Yessss”.
 
   With that, Emily stopped cold.  The frustrated Jim tried to thrust his cock along her wet box but she rose off of him.
 
   “Silly boy, you don’t cum unless I say so.  Now let’s get you cleaned up and you can take me to breakfast.”
 
   She rose and reached down, Jim grasped her delicate hand and she pulled him up.  She pressed her body against his and wrapped her arms around him.  
 
   “You make me so happy, sweetie.  I know we’re going to have lots of fun together.”
 
   Jim gulped and replied, “Yes Mistress Emily.”
 
   She giggled and turned him towards the bathroom and with a smack of his ass sent him towards it.  Following him in she shut the door and turned on the shower.  Jim looked in the mirror and was taken aback, his pink wig disheveled and his makeup had run from the tears he had shed as he was fucked by Colin.  His body was completely hairless and smooth, his cock still standing at attention.  
 
   “In you go sweetie, you can use my shampoo,” Emily said as she unfastened the wig from his head.
 
   Jim closed his eyes and let the water wash over his face as he scrubbed away the ruined makeup job.  He heard the door open and Colin’s booming voice echoed, “There’s my lady, you want to get some breakfast?”
 
   Emily sighed, “Colin, you’re fun but I think we’re going to break up.
 
   “Em, what the fuck?  Didn’t I do what you asked last night?  It was actually fun breaking that wimp.”
 
   “I know Colin, I know.  See, you’re just not good boyfriend material.  You’re a bit of a meathead and you don’t pay enough attention to me.”
 
   “Oh, Em I’m sorry I can…”
 
   Emily cut him off, and Jim could see her reach forward and grab Colin’s meaty cock, “Don’t apologize Colin, you like fucking me and I like being fucked by you.  So why don’t we cut out the boyfriend/girlfriend nonsense and you use me and I use you?”
 
   Jim could hear Colin moan his approval and ask, “What about the sissy?”
 
   “Oh, he gets to be my boyfriend, but doesn’t get to fuck me.  You get that honor.”
 
   Colin laughed, “Poor bastard, he doesn’t know what he’s missing.”
 
   “Why don’t you show him again,” she said, “Jim, open the shower and watch.”
 
   Jim opened the shower and saw Emily lean over the counter, thrusting her ass back and spreading her legs.  Her gaze met Jim’s through the large mirror over the sink.  Jim could see her tits hanging down, her pink nipples erect.  She had a look of hunger in her eyes.
 
   Colin turned back to Jim and smirked, “Sorry bud, enjoy the show.  She is amazing.”
 
   With that he grabbed his hard cock and worked it into Emily.  She gasped and cooed at its entrance into her warm hole.  She bit her lip as Colin began thrusting into her, then her mouth hung open and she began to pant.  Jim couldn’t help but notice this was the only time she gave up control, and it was something he would never have with her.  
 
   “You…can…stroke…your…worthless…cock,” she said to him as he watched her tits bounce in the mirror and her long brown hair wave with the motion of her body.  Jim didn’t need any further encouragement and began to stroke in earnest.
 
   Jim was amazed at the motions she was making with her perfect ass.  His lust for her was so great just looking at her ass was causing him physical discomfort.  It was made worse when Colin smacked her ass so hard it left an immediate red handprint.  Emily shrieked at the impact, but then was lost in the moment and she began backing into Colin’s thrusts in earnest.
 
   “You like that babe, you like it a little rough?” Colin asked.
 
   Emily almost growled a response, “Yessss, use me baby, use me in ways my pathetic boyfriend never can.”
 
   Colin grasped her hair and pulled her head back as he pounded her.  He began to slap her ass and Jim could see the orgasm building in her body as she tensed up.  Almost forgetting himself, he quickly begged, “Oh Mistress please may I cum.”
 
   “Yesssss,” she hissed at him as she locked eyes with him in the mirror.  Jim took in the view of his perfect woman being fucked so roughly and tried to hold off his orgasm.  Her tits bouncing wildly did him in however, and his eyes locked on the perfect globes as he shot his load.
 
   Emily watched her pathetic new plaything writhe in the shower and saw him spill his seed all over the shower.  It was enough for her, and she felt her pussy clamp down on Colin and came hard.  Her body thrashed about as Colin continued to fuck her.  It didn’t take long for him to cum either, and she felt the warmth of his cum fill her.  He momentarily paused before pulling out, and she could feel him dripping out of her.  She quickly turned and sat up on the counter.
 
   “Now sweetie,” she said as she looked at Jim, “Colin and I need to get clean.”
 
   Colin looked confused for a moment, then laughed and began to walk to the still running shower.  Pausing outside it, he looked down at Jim, “Better get to work.”
 
   Jim knelt and opened his mouth.  Colin thrust his cock into him and Jim could taste his Mistress’s juices mixed with Colin’s spunk.  He gagged on the mixture, but Colin held the back of his head not allowing him to escape.  Jim felt completely degraded as he slurped on another man’s cock, having just cum himself his mind was clear of the lust Emily created in him and he knew completely how pathetic he was.  Jim sucked and slurped on Colin’s cock until he could no longer taste Emily’s pussy.  Releasing it, Colin demanded, “Get the rest.”
 
   Jim closed his eyes and licked down toward the base of Colin’s shaft, being sure to clean every inch of his impressive member.  He then sucked on Colin’s balls, eliciting laughter both from Colin and Emily.
 
   “He really does know his place,” Colin laughed, “Shame he never gets to experience the main event.”
 
   Emily smiled, “Why would I ever let someone so pathetic inside me when I’ve got you around, Colin?”
 
   “Well, you’ve got him trained pretty good already, gonna have to make him stop or I’m gonna have to bend him over next.”
 
   Colin pushed Jim’s head away and moved past him into the shower.
 
   “I’d say you should, but I’m starving and have things to do today besides watch him get fucked over and over.  Crawl over here sweetie.”
 
   Jim crawled to Emily, and she motioned for him to kneel in front of her.  Jim was eye level with her pussy, which was oozing Colin’s cum.  Jim felt his stomach retch, but one glare from Emily told him what he had to do.  Leaning forward, he licked deep and pulled a large gob of Colin’s sperm into his mouth.  He gagged, but quickly swallowed.
 
   “Good slut, now get me clean.”
 
   Emily leaned back on the counter, spreading her legs wider so Jim could have greater access.  His probing tongue felt amazing, and the degrading act she was making him perform made her juices flow even more.  Jim was able to suck and lick the remnants of Colin’s orgasm out of Emily quickly, he figured the quicker he could clean her out the sooner he would only taste her.  Soon, his mouth was filled with the taste of solely her sweet nectar and he was in heaven.
 
   “Work my clit, c’mon baby lick me,” she panted.
 
   Jim did not hesitate and began to swirl and press her button with his tongue.  He rapidly flicked it and then wrapped his tongue around it and sucked deep.  Looking up, he could see Emily squeezing one of her breasts with one hand and biting her lip to fight off the pending orgasm.  Her legs wrapped around his head tightly, the smooth skin of her thighs engulfing his head.  Jim redoubled his efforts and fought through the pain of his sore jaw.  He wanted to make her cum the only way he could, and danced his tongue around her clit like a man possessed. He was rewarded for his efforts as he felt her thighs close around his head like a face and her pussy buck into his face.
 
   “Ohhhh yessssssss,” Emily moaned as she was wracked with a powerful orgasm.  She gently stroked his hair and allowed him to come up for air.
 
   Jim’s face glistened with her juices and she hopped down from the counter and knelt in front of him.
 
   “You cum again babe?  You’re an animal,” Colin laughed from the shower.
 
   Emily looked into Jim’s eyes and kissed him, tasting her own juices on his lips.  Jim nearly fainted at the kiss, her lips were as soft as he imagined.   Jim felt Emily’s tongue dart into his mouth and he moaned in pleasure.
 
   Emily broke the kiss and tussled his hair.  
 
   “See, being my boyfriend isn’t so bad, is it?” she asked with a smile.
 
    
 
   *  *  *
 
   Jim went back into the suite to get dressed, leaving Emily in the bathroom to get ready.  Colin continued his shower, singing a pop song quite badly.  Jim got his clothes together, looking at the pink thong he wore over and wondering what he should wear now.  He was about to put it on when Emily peeked out of the bathroom.
 
   “You’ve been wearing those nonstop, why don’t we get you a new pair.  Check my top drawer and pick out a naughty one,” she said with a wink.
 
   Jim gulped and walked naked to her dresser.  Sliding open the drawer he was met with stacks of thongs and bras of many colors and fabrics.  He got slightly lightheaded at Emily’s selection, his mind reeling as he tried to imagine her dressed in all the undergarments before him.  He wanted to make her happy, and pawed about for an extremely slutty pair.  He found a thong that was barely more than a string in the back and sides, and had a lace see through front.  A little white bow rested atop it, and he gulped as he pulled it out.  Bending over he slipped his feet into it and pulled it up, tucking his cock and balls in as best he could.  He was startled as a meaty hand slapped his ass hard and clenched it.
 
   “Good choice slut, you know how to pick ‘em,” Colin laughed as he groped Jim’s ass.
 
   Jim blushed and could not make eye contact with the man who had used him so thoroughly.
 
   “Well, I’m off.  Nice to meet you Jim, you take care of Emily.  Well, I guess I’ll be really taking care of her, but you know what I mean,” he said with a smug smile.  “Emily, I’m off, text me when you want some.”
 
   “You’re such a pig, but you know I can’t be away from that big cock for long,” Emily said, once more poking her head out of the bathroom.  
 
   Jim blushed further at Colin’s impressive package being discussed right in front of him, especially as it pertained to Jim’s girlfriend being fucked by it.  Jim knew he could never compare in that department, but already thinking of Emily as his girlfriend almost made it worthwhile.
 
   “Hurry up and get dressed, Jim, as much as I enjoy how slutty you’re looking I’m starving!” she shouted as she ducked back into the bathroom.
 
   “Yes Mistress,” he replied and heard Emily snicker in response.
 
   Jim pulled his clothes on, and as his shirt passed over his head he was treated to a fully nude Emily walking from the bathroom to her closet.  She quickly threw a tank top on and pulled a jean skirt up her legs.  Slipping into some white sneakers, Jim almost didn’t register that she wasn’t wearing a bra or panties.  She slunk close to him, pressing her tits against his chest as she draped her arms on his shoulders.  Jim could feel her nipples through his shirt, and his cock stirred.  Emily kissed him quickly on the lips, and grabbed his hand.  Leading him out the door, she locked it behind her and hand in hand walked through the sorority house.  Some of the girls they passed smiled, causing Jim to wonder if they knew what happened.  Jim’s heart skipped a beat as they saw Piper walking down the hall, still in the same slinky black dress as she wore when she found Jim tied up in his thong the previous night.
 
   “Hey Em, hi little Jim,” she laughed.
 
   Jim blushed as Emily replied, “Hey girl, have a good night?  I’m guessing from the state of that dress you did.”
 
   Piper laughed, and adjusted the hem of the skirt down slightly, “You have no idea, I can barely walk this morning.”
 
   “Sounds like you and Jim have something in common!” 
 
   Jim looked at the ground immediately as Piper broke into hysterics.
 
   “He, you.. he really did it?” she asked, then moved in close and almost whispered, “He took Colin’s cock?”
 
   Emily nodded and Piper gasped.  Jim was mortified.
 
   “I even have pics and video of it, I’ll show you later.  Or maybe Jim and Colin could give you a live show,” Emily said tauntingly.
 
   Jim groaned in shame at the thought, but looking up and seeing Piper’s tight body his cock stirred.  At least, that’s what he told himself.  Jim was loathe to admit it but the thought of being taken by Colin in front of Piper was doing the trick, his cock was hard once again.  
 
   Piper laughed and pointed at Jim’s crotch, “I think he likes that idea.”
 
   “You’re such a glutton for punishment, how do I have such a pathetic boyfriend,” she said with an eye roll.
 
   Piper looked confused, “Sooo… you’re dating?”
 
   “Yep, though don’t get me wrong he doesn’t get everything.  Colin is providing me with the equipment little Jimmy here lacks,” Emily replied.
 
   “Yeah, I’ve seen his cute little pecker myself, I certainly wouldn’t give up a big boy like Colin for that!” 
 
   Jim flushed at the two women talking about his cock so openly.  He was rapidly becoming more ashamed of his unit as more women saw it.  It certainly didn’t help that the women who were letting him know he didn’t measure up were the type he fantasized about regularly.  He used to be proud of his cock, but knowing it is too small for the women of his dreams he might as well be a one incher.  He felt Emily squeeze his hand and looked at her.  She winked and adding salt to the wound said, “Even if I did want to take pity on him, I think that ship has sailed.  Wait till you see how feminine he was when Colin pounded him.  He moaned more than me!  No way I could have someone so girly ever do me.”
 
   Piper laughed even more, “You are so dirty Jim, maybe you should just join our sorority!”
 
   Emily smiled, “If only.  Though I think he would be a good little mascot for us.  Who knows, maybe he could take some cocks for us to keep the frats happy.”
 
   Jim audibly whined in shame, causing both girls to laugh.
 
   “Ok Piper, starving to death so we gotta run!”
 
   “See you girls later,” she said with a laugh.
 
   Jim hung his head low as he was led out of the sorority house, not daring to make eye contact with anyone else.
 
   *  *  *
 
   Walking to the dining area with Emily on his arm made him quickly forget any misgivings he had.  She rested her head on his shoulder, laughed at his jokes and actually seemed interested in what he was saying.  She introduced him to several men and women they passed as her boyfriend, causing Jim to wait for the laughter and teasing.  It didn’t come.  
 
   After filling their trays with the finest food the university had to offer, he sat down at a table with her and became lost in her cleavage.  Emily loved the attention; it was rare a man would so completely adore her without wanting to fuck her daily in return.  Of course, she was molding Jim into the type of man who would, but he didn’t seem to mind.  Other students came and went at their table, making light conversation with Emily.  She could see he was nervous every time a new girl approached.
 
   “You know, not every woman on campus is in my sorority.”
 
   “I know, I just, um… didn’t think I’d get a break from blushing.”
 
   Emily smiled, “Silly boy, even I don’t think about that all the time.  Besides, you really think I want the whole campus to know how kinky I am?  When we’re out of the house and not at any sorority functions you’re pretty safe with me.  So enjoy it!”
 
   Jim gulped, “I just, I don’t understand where this is going.”
 
   “You’ve had a girlfriend before haven’t you?”
 
   “Yes, I’ve had a girlfriend,” he said with a small huff.
 
   “Don’t get your panties in a twist, I was just asking!” she laughed. 
 
   Jim blushed, the comment striking home as he was still in a barely there thong.  
 
   “Well, if you’ve had other girlfriends you know what to expect.  I do like you Jim, I think you’re cute and I know you will treat me like a complete goddess.  So, outside of the bedroom we’re like any other couple.”
 
   “Really?” he asked, almost not believing what was being said.  He truly was going to be dating Emily Miller, woman of his dreams.
 
   “Yes really,” she said, “and inside the bedroom.  Well, you’ve seen that.  I like doing this to you, it turns me on like nothing else,”   leaning in close, she continued, “and I think you like it too.  You will never get to fuck me, and I am going to control you sexually completely.  You’re gonna get fucked by men quite a bit, humiliated totally and used like the complete slut I’m going to make you into.”
 
   Jim gulped.
 
   “So, you’re going to get almost everything you want from me, you just won’t have your cock inside me.  I know you were down with it before, but hopefully our time this morning together let you see what it can be like to date me.  So, is it worth it, Jim?” she asked as she crossed her arms under her breasts, hefting them upwards like she was offering them to him.
 
   Jim knew he shouldn’t make any rash decisions.  She already had enough to ruin him, but he trusted her.  He was falling for her more by the second, and as she squeezed her breasts slightly together he gasped and replied, “Yes.”
 
   Emily smiled.  This was almost too easy, and even after the action of last night and this morning she was already needing more.
 
   “I’m so glad, we’re going to have a lot of fun together.  Now, let’s finish eating so you can eat me some more.”
 
   Jim quickly scarfed down his remaining pancakes as he felt Emily’s foot rub his leg.  Looking into her piercing green eyes he knew there was nothing he wouldn’t do for her, and he hungered to be between her legs again.  His cock may not be big enough for her, but he knew for a fact he could make her cum with his tongue.
 
   After finishing their food and dropping the trays in the bin, Emily led him to the library.  The building was old and cavernous, filled with books that got little attention now that everything seemed to be on the internet.  Emily led him down into the stacks, where rows upon rows of old books were stored.  At random intervals old wooden desks were set up, covered in the initials and profanity of decades of students.  The stacks seemed to keep going, and in a far corner a solitary desk with privacy walls was built into the bookcase.  Emily hopped up onto it and spread her legs.
 
   Jim was mesmerized as he beheld her shaved pussy again.  It was perfect in every way, with symmetrical lips and her pink clit barely poking out between them.  Her lips were tight too, and he felt his cock strain against the thong wanting to be free and plowing her.  He dropped to his knees and crawled forward, Emily gently stroking his hair as she pulled him closer.
 
   Jim could smell her sex, almost overpowering and so intoxicating.  
 
   “Eat up,” she commanded.
 
   Jim tentatively licked around her lips, grazing her clit and eliciting a moan.  Emily lifted her tank top and bared her breasts. She squeezed the soft flesh and pinched her erect pink nipples.  Jim’s tongue darted in and out of her wet snatch as she mauled her tender breasts.  Thoughts of Jim bent over as Colin fucked him entered her mind.  She loved what she was doing to this poor boy, and loved that he seemed as eager as she was to make it happen.  She wanted to fight off her orgasm to prolong it, but knew it would be best to cum quickly to avoid detection.
 
   Jim increased the pace of his licking and sucking, rewarded for his efforts by Emily viciously grabbing his hair and bucking her hips into his face.  She was close to cumming already, and Jim surrounded her clit with his tongue and brought her home.  Emily bit her cheek and stifled the screams she would have loved to unleash as her orgasm ripped through her body.  Panting, she lay back.  Jim pulled his head from between her legs and sat back on the floor, enjoying the sight above him.  Emily’s legs still lay open, toned and perfect.  Her pussy glistened from Jim’s efforts, and her breasts were bared and flushed.
 
   “Good…boy,” she panted as she pulled her top down and adjusted her skirt.
 
   Jim got to his feet, his hard cock trying to burst through his thong and pants.  Emily looked at the noticeable bulge and laughed.
 
   “You’d like me to take care of that, wouldn’t you?” She cooed as she dropped off the desk and to her knees.
 
   Jim gulped, and nodded yes.
 
   Emily crawled to him, running her hands along his legs and to his belt.  She unfastened it and started to undo his zipper.  Her big green eyes looked up at him and it seemed like his heart would beat out of his chest.
 
   “You want me to suck you off and return the favor you just gave me?” she asked while blinking her doe eyes.
 
   “Y..yes, please Mistress, please,” he begged.
 
   Emily zipped him back up and fastened his belt.  Jim nearly sobbed in frustration as Emily stood before him and licked her lips.  
 
   “So close to my warm, wet mouth… yet so far.  Sorry sweetie, I always come first in this relationship,” she laughed, “Pun intended.”
 
   Jim blushed and looked down, and Emily grasped his hard member through his pants causing him to jump. 
 
   “Don’t worry, you’ll get your chance.  But you cum on my terms when I say, understand slut?”
 
   Jim nodded, “Yes Mistress Emily.”
 
   “Good boy, now let’s get out of here!  As much as I’d love to spend more time using you I’ve got a function to get ready for and I’m sure your jaw could use a rest.”
 
   She spoke the truth, Jim’s jaw was constantly aching from the oral service he gave her… and Colin.  Leaving the library, she kissed him softly on the lips.
 
   “I’ll text you when I’m done, maybe we can hang out some more,” she said with a sincere smile.
 
   “OK, I will.  Bye Emily.”
 
   “Bye sweetie, talk to you soon.”
 
   Emily waved and raced down the steps, and Jim watched her longingly until she was out of view.  
 
   *  *  *
 
   As the school week progressed, Jim was surprised at how normal everything seemed.    He would meet with Emily for lunch and dinner, walk to class with her, hang out with her on the quad.  To an outsider looking in they would look simply like a young couple in love.  A mismatched couple, of course, and Jim was certain quite a few people were trying to figure out how an average Joe like him managed to land Emily Miller.  He doubted anyone would ever guess the truth, that he was constantly in women’s thong underwear and was metaphorically and at times literally on a leash for Emily.  Jim hadn’t cum since his night with Emily and Colin, and the pressure was building.  She demanded he cease playing with himself, and Jim did his best to abide by her new rules.  Of course, he got in a quick stroke from time to time but was always careful to stop before he came.  
 
   Friday arrived before he knew it, and he was excited to go to a party with Emily tonight.  He was hoping she would let him cum, he didn’t care how.  At this point he’d even beg to cum while Colin fucked him he was so desperate.  Jim blushed at the thought, amazed at how far he had come in a week of dating her.  He had seen her naked so many times this week as he served her.  At least daily she would pull him to a secluded area of campus or demand he come to her room.  Under her guidance Jim was becoming quite the skilled oral expert.  Jim was lost in a daydream about Emily’s pert ass, wishing he could part her cheeks and take her like that when a passing group of guys caught his attention.
 
   “Jimbo, well done man,” the leader of the group said, raising his hand for a high five.
 
   Jim slapped hands with the guy, he thought he recognized him from his dorm.
 
   “You know it,” he replied and kept walking with a broad smile on his face.
 
   Dating Emily had made him somewhat of a celebrity amongst the various “bros” on campus.  Emily hadn’t bothered to hide their relationship, at times almost going out of her way to make anyone who saw jealous of the attention she was giving Jim.  He wondered how many of the men that lusted after her would submit to her like he did.  Probably nearly all of them, especially when they saw her breasts, he thought to himself.  Just like that, he was back in his daydream about her and tried to hide his erection all the way up to his dorm.
 
   “Hey Jim, the man of the hour!” he heard his roommate exclaim.
 
   Steve seemed to be the most proud of him out of anyone, and it almost seemed like he was taking mental notes as Jim would regale him with tales of Emily Miller and her amazing body.  Of course, he left out the part about him in panties.  And letting her control when he came.  And that he had taken cock in his mouth and ass.  Just extraneous details really!
 
   “Hey Steve, what’s up?”
 
   “Going to the stoner house tonight, gonna try for some totes goth chicks brah!” he said with a laugh that indicated he was going to fit in quite well at the stoner house tonight.
 
   “Well good luck, be careful those girls look kinda mean, you may not make it home,” he laughed.
 
   “No girl can resist my charm, dude, you know that,” he said with a smile, his eyes semi glazed over.  “You want to take Miss Hotness and join up with me and the crew?”
 
   “Wish I could, but I have a sorority party to go to,” Jim replied, hoping Steve didn’t notice the nervous gulp he did at the end of that statement.  A sorority party meant that the true nature of he and Emily’s relationship wouldn’t be so hidden.
 
   “Whatever you gotta do man, a piece of ass like that she could take me to whatever party she wanted.  But I’m off to score some more green for the party tonight, lock up brah!”
 
   “Will do, see ya Steve.”
 
   With Steve stumbling out the door, Jim quickly locked the door and changed his clothes.  He was wearing a bright orange thong that Emily had loaned him, but he needed to change into something a bit more slutty per her request.  Jim blushed as he saw himself in the full length mirror, completely hairless from the neck down and his ass cheeks accentuated by the thong.  He quickly pulled it off and his hard cock sprang forth from the constraining garment.  He reached down and gave his shaft several long, slow tugs.  Emily would be pissed if she knew he was still touching himself, but she couldn’t expect him to give that up, could she?  So long as he didn’t cum he should be fine.  He knew that if she let him cum tonight it would be a veritable waterfall, he didn’t want to shoot that load without permission as the next one would probably be pretty weak.  
 
   Jim’s cock pulsed in his hand at the thought of Emily, his mind racing of all the mental snapshots he took of her body over the past week.  It was almost too much, and soon his cock was slick with precum.
 
   “Gotta stop, gotta stop,” he told himself.
 
   Wrenching his hand off his member, he quickly dug underneath his boxers and pulled out the black stringy thong that Emily loaned him earlier in the week and he wore the day after Colin banged him.  Sliding it on, his cock obscenely stretched the see through fabric in the front of it.  Jim admired himself in the mirror, blushing at how sexy the thong made him look.  His cock twitched as the thought of being fucked by Colin in front of Piper worked its way into his head.  God what was wrong with him, he was almost more excited about being humiliated like that than he would be if he was given the chance to fuck Emily.  
 
   “Focus, Jim, Focus,” he said as he quickly threw on some jeans and a t-shirt.  If he delayed any longer he probably would cum in his thong, and he’d have no way to explain that to Emily that she would care to hear.
 
   Grabbing his keys, he left his room and locked the door behind him.  He began the walk to the Beta Phi sorority house.  He had no idea what was in store for him, and deep down he had a little fear that this was still all some sort of set up or prank.   He smiled to himself, thinking that even if this was a horrible prank and the video and pics of him getting fucked by Colin were released for everyone’s amusement… it was all nearly worth it.  Eating Emily out was like getting the sweetest candy every day, and he didn’t think she would let someone do that to her if she was just trying to pull one over.  Prank or not, Jim could feel the butterflies in his stomach build.  He did trust Emily, but he also knew that she would not hold back humiliating and using him.  
 
   The brick sorority house was now within view, and Jim could see numerous sisters and various men already hanging out on the lawn.  His heart racing he walked steadily towards the door, ready for whatever shameful pleasures awaited him.
 
   *  *  *
 
   The front door was open and Jim walked in, greeted by the sound of thumping bass.  Looking around the foyer he saw sorority girls and frat guys talking and laughing, all seemingly holding at least one beer.  He didn’t see anyone he really recognized, and slid over to the wall so he wouldn’t seem completely out of place gawking in the center of the room at all the women around him.  Emily’s sorority had some of the most gorgeous women he’d ever seen, and his eyes took in the feast of legs, ass and cleavage arrayed before him.  As he stared at the amazing tits of a blonde across the room, the thought occurred to him that many of these women may have seen the pictures of him in a thong, or stripped completely.  Or, most likely, him completely shaved from the neck down in makeup and a wig with Colin railing him from behind.  He blushed and stared at the floor, the humiliation of what had been done to him temporarily becoming just too much.
 
   “Are you Jim?” he heard a soft voice ask.
 
   He looked up to see a hot brunette in short shorts and a bikini top appraising him.  
 
   “Y…yes, I am.  Emily Miller invited me,” he replied.
 
   “Oh, I know who invited you big boy.  She sent me down to get you, she’s upstairs watching movies while she gets ready.  Head on up!”
 
   Jim quickly ascended the stairs and got to Emily’s room.  Knocking on the door he caused it to creak open.  He could hear moaning and giggling inside, and wondered if Emily was watching a porn.  The woman in the video was going on like she was enjoying it, that was for sure.
 
   Walking in he saw Emily and Piper crouched over her computer, laughing at what they were watching.   They were both dressed in short sun dresses and wedge heels, and Jim could feel his member harden as he took in their long legs and shapely asses. 
 
   “Jim, come look at this!” Emily exclaimed.
 
   Walking forward, Jim could hear the grunting of a man and the sweet sounds of a woman purring with lust coming out of the computer speakers.  Emily and Piper turned to him, both with big smiles, as they parted and let him see the computer screen.
 
   Jim’s heart sunk, as he saw himself on the screen.  It was the video Emily took of Colin pounding him on all fours on her bed.  What he thought was a woman moaning with lust was, in fact, him.  Jim turned away, completely ashamed.
 
   “Uh uh, sweetie, you watch this with us,” Emily commanded.
 
   Piper heaved her ample breasts and looked at him with a smirk.  “You really got it good that night, huh Jim?  I thought you were kind of pathetic before, but wow.  You’re not a real man at all are you?”
 
   Jim bit his lip, unable to formulate a response.
 
   “Answer her, slut,” Emily said sternly, her eyes glaring at him.
 
   “N..no, Piper, I’m not a man at all, just a slutty girl.”
 
   Piper laughed, then pointed at the screen.  “Oh, this is my favorite part!”
 
   Jim blushed furiously as he watched Colin’s muscled form tense, his back arching as he deposited his thick load.  Jim was humiliated to see that he was still wiggling his ass, almost as if he was trying to get even more of Colin’s seed out.  He didn’t remember doing that at all, and Piper noticed it too.
 
   “Wow, look at him, he is still milking Colin’s cock with his ass!” 
 
   “I know, he was such a total slut that night.  It only took a look at these and he melted,” Emily said as she hefted her breasts.  
 
   Jim let out a small sob, and Emily seized on his shame.  “Why don’t you strip down for us now, sweetie.  I bet for all your blushing and tears you’re hard as a rock.”
 
   “Oh god, Mistress please, not in front of Piper,” he begged.
 
   Piper laughed, “I’ve seen it all before and I just saw you get railed by a real man on video.  Now let’s get stripping!”
 
   Jim gulped as he brought his shirt over his head and then kicked off his shoes.  He bent over and pulled his socks off, and began to unbuckle his pants.  He closed his eyes, and let them fall to the floor, eliciting immediate laughter from Piper and a look of dangerous hunger from Emily.  The thong left nearly nothing to the imagination, and his erect unit was almost bent in half straining against the lacey fabric.  
 
   “Well, you were right, Em, he is definitely enjoying this.”
 
   Emily smiled, “Lose the thong, sweetie.  Show us what you got.”
 
   Jim closed his eyes, his heart pounded and his blush rapidly spread to his chest.  Looping his thumbs under the string of fabric around his hips he pulled the thong to his feet in one swift motion, then daintily stepped out of it.  
 
   Piper immediately set in on him as he stood, his cock coming fully into view.  “Aw, there’s the little guy!  Hi little fella, you’re quite the celebrity in the house now!”
 
   Jim looked wide eyed in panic at Emily, who grinned and said, “Oh, yeah sorry I’ve shown pictures of you naked and made up to almost every girl here.  Don’t worry, only Piper has seen the video of you being pounded though.”
 
   Jim thought that was a small consolation to his unit being exposed to upwards of 50 gorgeous women.  He bit his lip, uncomfortable with the position he was currently in.
 
   “We’ve had a lot of laughs thanks to you sweetie, all the girls thought you were so small and cute,” Emily taunted.
 
   Jim sobbed slightly at this latest humiliation, to have his dick exposed and then laughed at to the women of his fantasies was so degrading and hurtful.
 
   “Aw, does that sting to know my sisters and I are all laughing at your tiny little weenie?” Piper teased.  “It sure doesn’t look like you mind it,” she added as she pointed to his hard cock.
 
   “Why don’t you give Piper a little show while I finish putting on makeup, do a good job and I won’t put any on you,” Emily said as she walked to the bathroom.  “Now what are you waiting for, beg Piper to show her how you stroke it!”
 
   Jim dropped to his knees, ashamed, but jumping at the chance as if he did good maybe he would be allowed to cum.
 
   “Pl…please Piper.  Please can I stroke my tiny cock for you.  I’m not allowed to touch it, and I can only cum with permission.  Please let me perform for you,” Jim begged for all he was worth.  His legs were spread wide as he kneeled and Piper got a full view of his exposed hard cock and balls.  
 
   “Hmmm, I dunno...,” she teased, “would I really want someone so pathetic touching himself in front of me?”  She leaned back on her elbows on the bed and crossed one leg over the other, showing off her thighs almost to her ass.  Jim groaned involuntarily in lust, which caused Piper to smile.
 
   “Please Piper, please let me stroke myself for you,” he whined.
 
   “Oh ok, no need to be pathetic about it, yank your little worm for me, dirty boy.”
 
   Jim’s hands shot to his cock in no time, and he moaned as he massaged his turgid member.  He used his other hand to cup his balls, causing Piper to giggle.  She leaned forward, her large tits squeezed together by her upper arms and afforded Jim a view directly down her sun dress.
 
   “Ohhhh,” Jim moaned with delight as he took in the view.  He could feel the heat of his blush now radiating off his entire chest and face, doing something so private in front of the gorgeous Piper made him so ashamed but the feeling was divine.  He locked eyes with her and could feel an orgasm building, it didn’t take much as he had gone so long without one.
 
   “Oh, oh Piper please, please may I cum,” he pleaded.
 
   “Oh, sure.   Just don’t get any on me!”
 
   Jim leaned back slightly and pointed his cock up.  Piper licked her lips and squeezed her tits even tighter together, causing them to slightly balloon out of her top.  That was all it took, and Jim’s loins exploded in pleasure.  Thick, ropey streams of cum shot all over his stomach and chest.  He looked away from Piper, the shame of what he had done hitting him immediately.  He didn’t have long to dwell on that feeling, as he heard a very angry Emily shout at him.
 
   “WHAT. THE. FUCK.  Did I give you permission to cum?”
 
   “Pipe…Piper did Mistress, I…,” he tried to reply, but was cut off.
 
   “And is Piper your Mistress?  Is Piper your girlfriend?  I told you to show her how you stroke it, not cum!” 
 
   Jim gulped.  There was fire in Emily’s eyes; she seemed genuinely annoyed at him.  Piper looked down at him smugly.  “Looks like you blew it, champ,” she taunted.
 
   “Emily, I’m…I’m sorry, I wasn’t thinking.”
 
   “Obviously!  Now I have to punish you! First, clean up that mess.  I want you swallowing every drop.”
 
   Jim nodded and quickly began scooping up his creamy cum, slurping it off his fingers.  Piper covered her mouth, not quite believing what Jim was doing.  Emily continued to tower over him in her wedge heels. Her hands were on her hips and she looked down at him with obvious anger and disappointment.  
 
   “Now, Piper, if you excuse us I need to talk to my boyfriend about how much of a disappointment he is!”
 
   Piper nodded, “See you both later, thanks for the entertainment Jim.”
 
   As Piper closed the door, Emily demanded he kiss her feet.  Jim wasted no time, and began to lavish the bare skin of both feet with kisses, being sure to apologize profusely in-between every kiss.  Emily smiled with smug satisfaction as Jim prostrated himself at her feet.  She figured Jim would cum without permission, and who better than Piper to tempt him.  
 
   “Now, since you can’t be trusted I have a proposition for you,” she said as she began to rummage in her closet.  “My last boyfriend wore this, and I think it’s time for you to as well.”
 
   Jim gasped as she pulled out what appeared to be a clear tube attached to a sturdy ring with a tiny padlock attached.  A cock cage.
 
   “I can guess from the look on your face you know what this is?  Good!  This is what happens when you can’t follow the rules.”
 
   Emily knelt down on the floor with Jim, and grabbed his semi-hard cock with her hand.  Jim closed his eyes and moaned at her touch.  The sensation was short lived as he felt his balls passed through the ring and his dick shoved into the tube.  The lock clicked into place and his cock strained painfully against it, causing his erection to subside.  
 
   “Guess I’ll need to get Colin over here to take care of me after the party,” she laughed as she beheld his unit locked away.  Emily went back to the closet and pulled a necklace out.  “The key is in here, now let’s hope you can be a good boy so I can unlock you from time to time.”
 
   “Yes Mistress,” he said sheepishly.
 
   “Now get dressed, we’ve got a party to attend!”
 
   Jim could barely look at her as he got dressed.  He started to panic, thinking things had now gone just too far.  As he slipped his thong back on and over the cock cage, Emily hugged him from the side.
 
   “Having you locked up makes me so wet, I’ll let you taste just how much before Colin fucks me tonight.”
 
   Just like that, Jim’s reservations melted.  Being able to tongue Emily made it all worthwhile, and he clung to the hope that his oral skills would earn him release from the cock cage.  He quickly finished getting dressed and Emily led him out of the room by the hand.  As they walked down the stairs, Jim couldn’t help but think that near every woman he would meet tonight had seen pics of him stripped and worse.  He felt his cock stir, but with the cock cage in place it just created discomfort for him.  He knew then this was going to be a long night.
 
   *  *  *
 
   Surprisingly, the party was a rather standard sorority mixer.  Aside from some sly smiles most of Emily’s sisters didn’t give him much grief aside from sly smiles and occasionally calling him “big fella” or something similar.  The newly locked cock cage was the bane of his existence though.  It seemed every woman he saw was dressed more scantily than the last; some of them were even running around in bikinis.  Their bronzed bodies on display, tits bouncing wildly as they played beer pong.  All Jim got from the scene was pain as his cock strained against its cage.  It was a constant cycle:  see tits and ass, start to get hard and then the pain from the confining device he was locked into.  Emily of course was no help, holding his hand or squeezing his ass any chance she got.  She was getting drunk as the evening progressed and would randomly give him passionate kisses.   Every time she broke a kiss she would taunt him by whispering in his ear how horny she was and how it was too bad he didn’t have a big enough cock for her.   Then would follow it up by mentioning Colin, and how hard his manly cock would fuck her later.
 
   A large group of revelers talked about heading out to the bars and to get some food, but Emily was not interested, knowing that Colin was soon to arrive.
 
   “Let’s head back up and get you ready, sweetie,” she said lustfully to Jim.
 
   Jim made no protest, he knew he was on thin ice with her tonight after the incident with Piper.    He followed her up the stairs and was treated to a nice view up her sundress, her ass cheeks like perfect globes in.  His cock stirred, but the pain from the cock cage stopped his erection cold.  He whimpered slightly, causing Emily to turn around.
 
   “Not too fun wearing that cage, is it?  Well it’s fun for me, my panties are absolutely soaked after watching your poor pathetic weenie try and get hard in it all night.”
 
   Entering her room, Emily quickly closed the door behind her.  Standing in front of Jim, she lifted her sun dress clear off her body.  Jim took in her curves, and it felt like his cock would break through the cage as she unclasped her bra.  Her perfect perky tits sprang into view and he sighed longingly.  She motioned for him to come forward with her finger and he complied.  Emily lifted his shirt over his head and unbuckled his pants.  She grasped his thong and swiftly pulled it down as well.  Rising up, she kissed him then pushed his head down.  Jim immediately sucked one of her breasts into his mouth, trying in vain to engulf the entire fleshy orb.  Jim worked her hard nipple with his tongue, Emily moaned and ran her fingers in his hair.  Jim’s cock was on fire and in constant pain as it tried in vain to be free from the device constraining it.
 
   “Oooo, this must be torture for you,” Emily cooed, “Remember this next time you even think about disobeying me.  I’m feeling so tipsy I might have even blown you tonight.”
 
   Jim groaned in total frustration at that comment, he didn’t think that was even an option.  To think he may have missed a chance to have Emily’s silky lips around his cock was maddening.  To add insult to injury, she reached between his legs and grasped the cock cage.
 
   “I can’t even give you a hand job, what a shame,” she sighed.
 
   Jim whined pathetically, and wished he hadn’t been so stupid as to cum without permission from the only woman who mattered.  Piper was hot, but jerking off in front of her could in no way compare to what he had lost.  The number of times he had daydreamed about Emily in class and her pouty lips.  So close, but so far.  Jim resolved to do his best for Emily from now on.  He may never get to  fuck her, but a blowjob would be a good second place reward.
 
   Emily lifted her tits with both hands and had Jim move between them, presenting them to his mouth for service.  He flicked her nipples with his tongue rapidly, causing her to get even wetter.  When she couldn’t take it anymore, she pushed him back on the bed and stripped her panties off.  Climbing in next to him, she laid back on her pillows and spread her legs.  Jim sighed at her shaved, glistening mound and licked his lips in anticipation.  Her pussy was so perfectly formed it was almost mesmerizing.
 
   “Mistress, may I serve you,” he asked.
 
   Emily nodded, “You may slut, and I appreciate you asking.  You’re not getting out of that cock cage though, but you get an A for effort.”
 
   Jim was so intoxicated by the smell and sight of her sex he almost didn’t care about the cock cage.  All he could think about was pleasing Emily, and he began kissing her inner thighs.  She spread her legs wider as he alternated between her thighs and moved ever closer to her sweet spot.  He brushed his lips over hers, and could feel her sticky sex as he grazed it with his tongue.  Emily gasped as her lightly traced around her clit, and Jim reached up under her and grasped her ass hard with his hands.  Pulling her close, he thrust his tongue into her folds and slowly brought it up and out of her.
 
   “You’re good at this, I’ll give you that slut,” she said, “but I don’t think you get the honor of making me cum tonight.”
 
   Jim whined his disapproval, and raised his head slightly to beg.
 
   “Please Mistress, please let me serve you.  I want to make you cum so bad.”
 
   “You’re making me feel so good sweetie, isn’t that enough?  Besides I think you’ve made me cum every day this week with that tongue of yours.  What I need now is a nice thick cock.”
 
   Jim was about to argue the point and beg further when there was a knock on the door.
 
   “Come in!” Emily shouted.
 
   The door creaked open, and Jim turned to see Colin enter.  His large frame blocked the light from the hallway, and he already had a shit eating grin on his face.  
 
   “Started without me, eh?” Colin asked with his usual swagger.
 
   Emily looked up at him, and to Jim’s shame he could see the obvious arousal and hunger in her eyes.  Knowing she would never look at him like that stung him deeply, but at the same time caused his cock to pulse.  Emily got up on her knees and squeezed her breasts together with both hands, pinching her nipples between her thumbs and forefingers.  
 
   “Baby I need your cock,” she cooed at Colin.
 
   Colin had his clothes off in record speed, and his already hard member bounced and swayed as he approached Emily.  She reached up and grasped his shaft, then took his head into his mouth.  She looked at Jim as she did this, rubbing in the fact that this could have been him if only he would have followed her directions and didn’t cum without her permission.
 
   “God you give good head,” Colin gasped as Emily began to work her mouth on his pole.  
 
   Jim watched, mesmerized as she nearly swallowed his entire shaft, then brought it back out again with a pop.  She was panting as she repeated this motion over and over, all the while maintaining eye contact with him.  Jim could feel his cock trying to get hard.  The nude Emily kneeling and taking Colin’s cock in her mouth so expertly was too much.  Her perfect skin glistened with a thin sheen of sweat in the dim light of the room.  
 
   “Babe, I’m gonna cum…I’m gonna cum,” Colin began.  
 
   Emily immediately stopped her blow job, “Not in my mouth you’re not, I want you cumming in my pussy.”  
 
   She leaned back on the bed and spread her legs wide.  Jim could see she was still incredibly wet from his oral servitude.  Jim could feel his heart race as Colin started to guide his cock toward her wet hole.
 
   “No, let Jim put you in,” she giggled.
 
   Colin looked puzzled, then laughed.  “Ok, get over here,” he said as he pointed his large member directly at Jim.
 
   Jim gulped and moved forward on the bed.  He tentatively reached out with his hand and grasped the base of Colin’s cock.  His face red with shame, he used his other hand to spread Emily’s soft pussy lips and pointed Colin’s dickhead toward her wet hole.
 
   “How’s it feel sweetie, knowing you’ll never be inside me.  But Colin here gets to fuck me hard and give me what I want.  He can make me cum in ways you never can,” Emily taunted.
 
   Jim could feel his heart sink in his chest, and groaned in defeat as he guided Colin into Emily.  She was so we his large cock slipped right in, and he was stung even more as Colin let him know how warm and tight she felt.  Emily had her head back and her mouth hung open, enjoying the sensation of a real man pressing into her.  
 
   She looked directly into Jim’s eyes and commanded him to watch.  Jim stayed close to them, mere inches away as Colin placed his hands on the bed and began to piston in and out of her wet snatch.  Emily didn’t look at Colin though, she focused her gaze on Jim.  She could see the broken look in his eyes, having the woman of his dreams fucked so hard in front of him and enjoying it so thoroughly.  Thinking she may have taken things too far, she reached her hand out and grasped the back of his head roughly.  She pulled him forward, guiding him to her breast.  Jim needed no further instruction and began to suck and tease her nipple.  His reservations melted away, and though it still pained him to know he could not fuck his girlfriend he took great pleasure in being able to make her feel good however he could.  He was even able to forget the uncomfortableness of the cock cage briefly, his engorged member trying to find some way to be free of it.
 
   Emily was caught in the moment and could feel her orgasm rising.  Colin was fucking her for all he was worth; even if she did let Jim fuck her she knew he could never match Colin’s stamina.  Every thrust was ecstasy and it was heightened by Jim’s mouth on her tit.  
 
   “Fuck me Colin, fuck me hard,” she exhaled as she felt her climax build to the breaking point.  Colin pounded into her with all his strength several more times before she could hold out no longer.  Her pussy clenched on his cock as the waves of pleasure washed over her.   She pushed Jim from her breast and embraced Colin, wrapping her legs around him tightly.  Colin continued to pump furiously until his body tensed and he began to shoot his load.  Emily pulled him closer, being sure he emptied his load deep inside her.  She continued to milk his cock with her pussy and looked at Jim.
 
   “See what you’ll never have, slut?” she asked.  “Though I know something you can have.”
 
   She pulled herself off of Colin’s cock and his cum began to seep from her.  Colin’s semi- hard cock still leaked as well, and Emily grasped ahold of it.  
 
   “Time to eat, Jim,” she taunted, “clean us both up real good, I think Colin and I are gonna go hit some bars while you stay here and think about how pathetic you are.”
 
   Jim crawled forward on all fours and opened his mouth.  Emily smiled in triumph and guided Colin’s cock past Jim’s lips.
 
   “Now do a good job,” she whispered, “and that cage can come off sooner rather than later.”
 
   That was all Jim needed to hear, and he began to suck Colin off like his life depended on it.  Every inch of his warm pole was licked and sucked clean, and to Jim’s embarrassment he still felt his cock trying to get hard in the cage.  With Colin clean he turned his attention to Emily.  Her pussy was moist with her juices and Colin’s load, and though his stomach reeled at the thought he forced himself to such every bit of Colin’s jism from her hole.  Gagging multiple times, he finally finished.
 
   Colin was already dressed, though Emily was turned on again from the service Jim had just given her.  
 
   “Tell you what Colin, how about we kick Jim out and you fuck me a few more times.”
 
   “Now that’s an idea,” Colin replied as he began to strip.
 
   “There’s the door Jim, I’ll call you tomorrow and tell you all the details.”
 
   Jim quickly got dressed and didn’t delay leaving.  He did get one glance back as Emily was bent over her desk, Colin entering her from behind.  She let out a low moan and looked directly at Jim.
 
   “Love you,” she mouthed.
 
   Jim smiled and mouthed it back, leaving Emily to a night of pleasure with her well hung companion.
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