

Chapter 1: Tricked




The bass from the speakers thumped against the passenger-side door, a rhythmic vibration that matched the nervous flutter in my chest. I checked my reflection in the side mirror one last time, smoothing a strand of hair that had dared to fall out of place. My hair was blond, cut in a longish style that I kept carefully styled with just enough product to give it shape without looking like I was trying too hard. It framed a face that I knew was softer than most guys' my age.

I adjusted the collar of my pastel pink button-down, the fabric tight against my slender frame. I’d chosen the shirt specifically because it complemented my skin tone, and paired it with white slim-fit chinos that hugged my narrow hips. I wasn't big - like, at all. I didn't have the broad shoulders or the thick neck that the guys on the team had. My wrists were narrow, my hands small and smooth, a fact I was hyper-aware of as I gripped the door handle. Most of the time, I felt like I was playing dress-up in a world built for giants, trying to hide a body that felt naturally delicate behind clothes that were just a little too tailored.

"Earth to Eliot, you coming, babe?" my girlfriend, Sarah, called from the front porch, her voice cutting through the humid night air. "I told Tiffany we'd be inside half an hour ago!"

"Coming!" I called back, taking one last breath to steady myself. As I walked up the driveway, the reality of where I was - and who I was with - weighed on me.

This wasn't just any house party. This was Andre’s place. Andre, the 6'7" star power forward whose highlight reels got more views than the school’s actual website. He was dating Tiffany, the head cheerleader and Sarah’s best friend, which was the only reason I was even allowed within a hundred feet of this exclusive inner circle. The party was strictly for the starting lineup, their friends, and their "plus ones," a closed ecosystem of jocks and cheerleaders that I just didn't belong to.

Tiffany was already waiting in the open doorway, flanked by Andre, who looked like a mountain next to her petite frame. She was the epitome of high-maintenance perfection in a cropped white varsity jacket and a skirt so short it bordered on illegal, her hair teased into a cascading waterfall of curls that bounced when she laughed. Andre towered over her, his skin a deep, rich mahogany that seemed to absorb the light from the hallway. He wore a simple white tee that strained against his massive chest, the fabric stretching tight over muscles that looked like they were carved from granite. Just standing there, he exuded a raw, physical power that made me feel instantly smaller, like a mouse wandering into a bear's cave.

"Sarah! Oh my god, finally!" Tiffany squealed, pulling my girlfriend into a hug that smelled like expensive perfume and hairspray. She turned her gaze to me, her eyes scanning my pastel outfit with a flicker of amusement, like I was an accessory Sarah had brought along to match the decor. "And you brought Eliot! How cute. Andre, this is Sarah's boyfriend, Eliot. Maybe you've seen him around campus or something?"

Andre looked down at me, his expression unreadable, though a smirk tugged at the corner of his full lips. He didn't offer a hand to shake. Instead, he just nodded slowly, his dark eyes roaming over my slender frame, taking in the tight fit of my shirt and the slim cut of my trousers. I felt a flush rise up my neck, hot and prickly. I knew I didn't look like the other guys here. I looked soft, small, and, most noticeably, white. Next to him, I felt fragile, like something that might break if he handled it too roughly.

"Yeah, I seen him around," Andre said, his voice a low, rumbling bass that vibrated in my chest. His eyes lingered on the pastel fabric stretching across my chest, a smirk playing on his lips. "Ain't too many guys on campus rocking the cotton candy look, you know? It's... distinct." He chuckled, a deep, resonant sound that felt less like a joke and more like a judgment, before stepping aside to let us pass.

As we stepped across the threshold, the atmosphere shifted instantly. The air inside was heavy, thick with the scent of expensive cologne, sweating bodies, and the sharp tang of beer. The living room was a cavernous space designed for intimidation, filled with the starting lineup of the basketball team. Everywhere I looked, there was height and muscle - a forest of long limbs and broad chests. The demographic was stark; these were powerful, athletic black men who moved with a confident swagger that occupied space aggressively, contrasting sharply with the clusters of cheerleaders who orbited them like colorful satellites.

I felt like an alien who had landed on the wrong planet. Clinging to Sarah’s hand, I tried to make myself as small as possible, but my slim-cut clothes, which I usually thought made me look stylish, only seemed to highlight how little space I actually took up.

Sarah immediately peeled away from my side, drawn like a moth to a flame toward where a group of cheerleaders were gossiping near the fireplace. "I'll catch up with you in a bit, El! Go mingle," she shouted over the music, not even looking back. I stood there alone in the entryway, clutching my solo cup like a shield, feeling painfully exposed. The room was a sea of exaggerated masculinity - timberland boots, oversized jerseys, and sagging jeans that hung low on hips I couldn't even hope to match. I smoothed down my form-fitted shirt, the fabric feeling impossibly fragile against my skin, and realized just how much I stood out. Every time I moved, I felt eyes brushing over me, not with hostility, but with a predatory curiosity that made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.

I tried to navigate the perimeter of the room, hugging the walls like I was trying to avoid setting off a security laser. I found a small gap near a bookshelf, wedging myself between a towering floor lamp and a potted fern. It offered a modicum of cover, or so I told myself. From here, I could watch the party without being engulfed by it.

I sipped my drink, the cheap beer tasting watery and warm, and tried to adjust my stance. I crossed one leg over the other, leaning against the wall in a way I hoped looked casual, but I knew I just looked dainty. The guy next to me - a shooting guard built like a tank - laughed at something his friend said, bumping my shoulder hard enough to knock me off balance. I stumbled, catching myself against the shelf, my face burning with embarrassment. Even my attempt to take up space felt futile; my narrow shoulders and slight build were swallowed up by the shadows cast by the athletes around me.

Just as I was considering making a break for the bathroom to hide for the next hour, the crowd in front of me parted like the Red Sea. Through the gap walked Andre, flanked by his teammate Malik. If Andre was a mountain, Malik was a boulder - shorter but wider, with a thick, bullish neck and arms that looked like they could crush a watermelon. Malik’s eyes locked onto me immediately, narrowing as he scanned down and back up my body. I felt like a specimen under a microscope and imagined this is what girls must feel like when guys not-so-subtly check them out. He leaned in close to Andre, whispering something behind a massive hand, and they both laughed, the sound deep and mocking.

They didn't detour; they made a beeline straight for my little hideaway by the fern. I pressed my back flat against the wall, heart hammering against my ribs, instinctively trying to make myself invisible. It was a useless effort. When two men that size decide to notice you, you have nowhere to hide. They stopped right in front of me, blocking out the rest of the party, creating a suffocating, intimate pocket of space that smelled of sweat, booze, and high-end weed.

"Man, look at this," Malik said, his voice booming despite the low volume. He reached out, his fingers thick and dark, and flicked the collar of my pink shirt. "You look like a little piece of candy standing there, boy. You lost or something?" 

Andre handed me a fresh cup, the contents sloshing dangerously close to the rim - a dark, pungent mix that definitely wasn't beer. "Drink up, pretty boy," Andre commanded, his dark eyes glinting with amusement. "You look way too stiff. This'll help you loosen up for the real party later."

I took the cup, my small hand looking pale and fragile against the dark knuckles of Andre's hand as I grabbed it. The liquid inside was dark and smelled sharply of liquor and something fruity, masking the strength of the alcohol. "Thanks," I mumbled, forcing a polite smile that felt tight and fake. I tried to take a small sip, but Malik clamped a heavy hand on my shoulder, his grip firm enough to make me wince. He leaned in closer, his face invading my personal space until I could feel the heat radiating from his skin.

"Nah, nah, don't sip it like it's tea," Malik corrected, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate right through my chest. He guided the cup up to my lips with his other hand, tilting it forward. "You gotta commit. We don't do things halfway here." I felt trapped between the wall and two hundred pounds of muscle, so I parted my lips and let him pour the concoction into my mouth. It burned going down, a fiery mix of rum and whatever else they’d spiked it with, but I swallowed hard, fighting the urge to cough as it settled heavy in my stomach.

"Atta boy," Andre laughed, watching my throat work as I downed the drink. He reached out and brushed a stray lock of blond hair away from my forehead, his touch lingering on my cheek just a second too long to be friendly. His fingers were rough and calloused, a stark contrast to my smooth, unmarked skin. "Tiffany said Sarah’s friend was... pretty, but she didn't say you were this pretty. You clean up nice, Eliot. All soft and gentle-like." The way he said "pretty" made it sound less like a compliment and more like an assessment of merchandise, his eyes dragging over my slender frame with a hunger that made my knees feel weak.

The alcohol hit my bloodstream almost instantly, sending a warm, buzzing haze through my limbs that made the room tilt slightly. I clutched the empty cup, feeling the dampness of the condensation against my palm, trying to steady myself against the wall. Usually, I’d recoil from a comment like that, bristle at having my masculinity challenged, but the way Andre looked at me - with that heavy, unblinking gaze - made me want to preen instead of protest. I found myself smoothing the front of my shirt again, unconscious of the way the motion drew his eyes to my flat stomach and narrow waist. It was a terrifying validation, a spark of recognition that I enjoyed being seen, even if it was by predators.

"Y'all see how he is?" Malik said, his voice dropping an octave, turning conspiratorial. He didn't step back; instead, he crowded closer, his thigh pressing against mine, hard and unyielding through his jeans. I felt tiny next to him, the top of my head barely reaching his shoulder. "Standing here all shy and quiet. But look at those eyes." He reached out, his thumb tracing the line of my jaw, forcing my chin up so I had to look at him. "Dilated, man. He likes the attention. Don't you, pretty boy?" I couldn't speak, my tongue feeling thick and clumsy in my mouth, so I just nodded jerkily, trapped by the sheer force of his presence. I was acutely aware of the dichotomy between us - my soft, pale skin and his large, dark hand gripping my face - and the way my body seemed to melt into the submission he was demanding.

The cup in my hand was already bone dry, but the buzzing warmth in my veins had only just begun to take the edge off my nerves. Before I could even think about setting it down, Malik reached out and took the plastic cup from my grip, his fingers brushing mine with deliberate slowness.

"Look at that, empty already," he smirked, turning to a nearby table where a pyramid of liquor bottles sat next to a bucket of ice. He didn't ask what I wanted; he just poured a generous amount of dark amber liquid over fresh ice, splashing in a mixer that glowed a neon pink under the ambient lights. He topped it off with a heavy shot of clear spirits from an unmarked bottle, the sharp chemical smell cutting through the sweet aroma, before thrusting the freshly filled cup back into my petite hands.

The conversation shifted, or rather, they started talking *at* me while I stood there taking up minimal space. Andre was recounting a layup drill from practice, using his hands to mime the movements, his arms taking up massive swaths of air. I was trying to follow along, nodding politely, my head swimming pleasantly from the strong drink, but my body felt stiff, awkwardly pressed against the wall.

"You gotta understand the pivot, Eliot," Andre said, stepping closer to demonstrate. "It's all about balance. See?" He planted his foot and pivoted sharply, his elbow swinging out with calculated precision.

I didn't even see it coming. One second I was listening, the next a heavy, blunt force slammed into the side of the cup I was still holding. The impact knocked the plastic vessel out of my hand, but worse, it sent the dark, sticky contents of the fresh drink Malik had just brought exploding outward. It wasn't just a splash; it was a tidal wave of jungle juice and cheap liquor that soaked entirely through the front of my pastel pink shirt and spilled all over my crotch and leg, making it look like I just pissed myself...

The shock of the cold liquid hitting my skin made me gasp, but the humiliation of the aftermath was far worse. I looked down at my ruined outfit, the pink fabric now completely transparent and plastered to my chest, revealing the pale skin beneath, while the dark stain spreading across my crotch and thigh screamed a very different, very embarrassing story. A collective "ooooh" rippled through the immediate vicinity, followed by a wave of hushed laughter that felt like needles prickling my skin. My face burned so hot I thought I might spontaneously combust, and I instinctively wrapped my arms around my chest, trying to cover myself, my small hands trembling uncontrollably. 

"Oh, shit, my bad, pretty boy," Andre said, though the wide grin stretching across his face betrayed any real remorse. He stepped closer, his looming form blocking out the rest of the room, and reached out as if to help, but his large hands just ended up gripping my shoulders, holding me firmly in place. "I got a little too enthusiastic with the pivot. You good? You look a little... wet."

Before I could stammer out a reply or even assess the damage, Andre was already taking charge, his voice a deep, authoritative baritone that cut through my panic. "Nah, man, you can't be walking around like that," he said, shaking his head with a look of mock concern. "You look like you had a little accident, Eliot. Can't have Tiffany's guest looking like a mess." He didn't give me a choice; he steered me away from the wall with a heavy hand on my back, propelling me through the crowd. People parted to let us pass, their eyes glued to my stained clothes, their smirks fueling my shame. I felt like a child being scolded, small and helpless as Andre marched me down the hallway with Malik close behind, away from the safety of the party lights and toward the darker, quieter rear of the house. 

"We gotta get you cleaned up before that stain sets," Malik added from behind me, his breath hot against my ear. "Liquor ruins silk, you know that? And that shirt... well, it's tight enough we can see everything anyway."

We ended up in a cramped laundry room just off the kitchen, the fluorescent light humming overhead and casting a harsh, clinical glow on the tiled walls. The space was suddenly suffocatingly small with the three of us in it. Malik shut the door, cutting off the noise of the party, leaving just the sound of the washing machine churning rhythmically in the corner and my own ragged breathing. "Okay, take it off," Malik commanded, leaning back against the dryer, his thick arms crossed over his chest as he watched me with an intensity that made my stomach flip. "Hand it over. We'll run a quick wash and dry. Andre's got a reputation for speed, right?"

Andre chuckled darkly, leaning against the doorframe, effectively blocking the only exit. I froze, my fingers fumbling with the wet buttons of my shirt. "I... I can just go wash it in the sink," I stammered, my voice high and thin. "Or maybe Sarah has a sweatshirt or something..." "Nah, too slow," Andre dismissed, his eyes dragging over my transparent shirt again. "We got you. Don't be shy, Eliot. We're all boys here. Strip." It was a command, not a question.

My hands shook violently as I managed to undo the buttons, the wet fabric clinging stubbornly to my skin. I peeled the ruined shirt off, exposing my pale, smooth chest to the cool air and their hungry stares. Crossing my arms over my nipples instinctively, I felt incredibly small and exposed in the bright fluorescent light. Next came the pants, and I had to sit on a small plastic stool to pull the sticky, stained denim down my slender legs. When I stood back up in just my damp, tight briefs, I tried to cover my crotch with my hands, my face burning with a shame that was rapidly curdling into something else - a dizzying, electric heat. The contrast was undeniable; my soft, hairless body looked almost childlike against the backdrop of two powerful, fully clothed athletes who loomed over me like predators inspecting a catch.

Andre snatched my clothes from my trembling hands before tossing them carelessly into the washing machine, not even bothering to sort the colors. I stood shivering in my underwear, clutching my elbows, waiting for them to look away or leave, but they didn't. They just watched me, their eyes tracing the lines of my ribs and the curve of my hips. "You really are soft everywhere, ain't you?" Andre observed, stepping closer, his bulk trapping me against the dryer. "Like a little porcelain doll. You sure you ain't one of the cheerleaders in disguise?"

"Man, look at that," Malik said, pointing a thick finger at the dark stain soaking through the light gray fabric of my briefs. "That jungle juice is like syrup, Eliot. It’s gonna ruin those expensive drawers if you don't get it out. Plus..." He wrinkled his nose exaggeratedly. "It’s starting to smell like a brewery down here."

I looked down, mortified. The wet spot was prominent, darkening the material and clinging to me in a way that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. The sugary stickiness was already cooling, becoming uncomfortable against my skin. "I... I can just rinse them in the sink," I stammered, gripping the waistband tightly, terrified of the thought of being completely naked in this tiny room with them.

Andre shook his head, blocking the door with a casual, immovable stance. "Nah, sink won't cut it. You need the heavy cycle to break down the sugars. Besides," he added, his voice dropping into a tone that was supposed to be reasonable but sounded more like an order, "you can't walk around with wet underwear, Eliot. You'll get a rash. Just toss 'em in. We got you covered."

The idea of standing here naked while my clothes tumbled in a machine felt like the ultimate nightmare, but the sticky, itching sensation against my skin and the sheer weight of their attention made refusing seem impossible. My hands were shaking so badly I could barely hook my thumbs under the waistband. I hesitated, my eyes darting around the small room looking for an escape, but finding only Andre's massive, patient stare. With a sharp exhale that felt like giving up, I shimmied the wet fabric down my legs and stepped out of them, kicking them toward Andre.




Andre didn't even flinch. He bent down, scooped up the damp briefs, and tossed them into the washer on top of my shirt and jeans. As he straightened up, his eyes didn't just glance at my nakedness; they raked over it, slow and deliberate, lingering on my smooth, pale thighs and the absence of hair anywhere on my body. I stood there completely exposed, my hands flying to my crotch to cover myself, my skin breaking out in goosebumps under the harsh fluorescent lights. I felt incredibly small, my slim frame dwarfed by the dryer beside me and the two men boxing me in.

"Damn, Eliot," Malik drawled, leaning back against the washing machine, crossing his arms over his chest so his muscles bulged. "You really are delicate, aren't you? I didn't think white boys came in 'slender' like this. You look more like one of the girls than the guys on the team." He reached out, his finger trailing lightly over my shoulder, the rough pad of his fingertip scratching against my smooth skin. I flinched but didn't pull away, trapped by the confusing mix of fear and a strange, heavy warmth pooling in my stomach. I had never felt more masculine than when I was with Sarah, but here, stripped bare before these two giants, I felt my masculinity dissolving, replaced by a shameful, tingling vulnerability.

"Don't just stand there shivering," Andre said, his voice dropping an octave as he reached into a dryer basket sitting on top of the machine. He pulled out a small bundle of red and white fabric, shaking it out with a grin. "Good news, pretty boy. Found you something dry. Tiffany leaves her practice gear here all the time." He held up a cheerleading uniform - the skimpy, high-cut top and the micro-mini skirt that barely looked like it could cover a hand, let alone a person. "This is the only clean thing in here, Eliot. It’s either this, or you walk back out there naked."

My jaw dropped, and I pressed my back harder against the cold metal of the dryer, shaking my head frantically. "I can't... that's... that's a girl's uniform," I squeaked, my voice cracking. "There's no way I can wear that. Everyone will see me." I couldn't even fathom the humiliation; the idea of parading around in something so revealing, so explicitly feminine, made my stomach churn with a mixture of terror and a strange, disorienting flutter.

Andre, who had been leaning against the door with his arms crossed, pushed off the frame and stepped into my personal space, forcing me to crane my neck back just to look him in the eye. The sheer size of him was overwhelming, radiating a heat that made my skin prickle. "Look around you, Eliot," he said, gesturing vaguely at the washing machine as it chugged to life, locking my clothes inside a soapy, spinning prison. "Your stuff is gone for at least an hour. You got two choices: you put on the uniform, or you go back out there in your birthday suit and explain to Sarah why you're naked in front of the whole team." He reached out, gripping my chin with his large, rough hand, forcing me to hold his gaze. "Besides," he added, a dark amusement dancing in his eyes, "I bet you'd look better in it than Tiffany does. Try it on. For us."

My hands trembled violently as I reached for the bundle of fabric, the red and white material feeling impossibly light and foreign in my grasp. I wanted to refuse, wanted to cling to my dignity, but the spinning drum of the washing machine behind me sounded like a timer counting down my inevitable exposure. I couldn't walk out there naked - I wouldn't. With a defeated whimper, I pulled the top over my head. It was tight, compressing my chest in a way that forced my shoulders inward, highlighting the utter lack of muscle definition I possessed. The fabric was scratchy against my sensitive nipples, which hardened instantly in the cool air, poking visibly through the thin material. Next came the skirt. I stepped into it and pulled it up, my breath hitching as it settled high on my waist. It barely covered my ass, leaving miles of pale, smooth thigh exposed. I felt like I was wearing a napkin. The air circulating under the skirt was a constant, humiliating reminder of how bare I was underneath.

Malik let out a low, appreciative whistle that echoed in the small room, his eyes sweeping over me with a predatory intensity that made my knees weak. "Damn," he murmured, stepping closer to inspect me. "Turn around, Eliot. Let's see the full package." 

Paralyzed by their gaze and the potent mix of alcohol and shame coursing through me, I obeyed, rotating slowly. I caught my reflection in the dryer's glass door - a slender, pale boy drowning in a cheerleading uniform, looking fragile and utterly debauched. 

"Tiffany wears the medium," Andre noted, his voice thick with amusement as he reached out and flicked the hem of the skirt, lifting it slightly to expose the bottom of my ass cheeks. "And this fits you better than it ever fit her. You really were made for this, weren't you? Look at how smooth those legs are." His hand lingered on the small of my back, his thumb rubbing circles against my skin, sending jolt of electricity straight to my groin. "Now that is a team spirit I can get behind."

I tried to smooth the skirt down, but it was a losing battle. The material was too short, designed for someone with different proportions, and every time I moved, the red fabric rode up. As I shifted nervously from foot to foot, I felt a draft where there shouldn't have been one. I looked down and realized with a jolt of horror that the "micro" in micro-skirt wasn't an exaggeration. The hemline barely covered the curve of my buttocks, and with my slender build and lack of hips, the front was just as useless. There was nothing concealing me. My small, flaccid penis was completely exposed, dangling pale and soft against the backdrop of my smooth thighs, swaying slightly with every terrified tremor that ran through my body.

I instinctively moved to cover myself with my hands, but Andre caught my wrists in a grip of iron, pulling them away to my sides. "Uh uh," he tsked, shaking his head slowly. "Don't hide the merchandise, Eliot. We were just appreciating the view." He glanced down, his dark eyes locking onto my exposed groin with a smirk that made my stomach drop. "Besides, it's not like there's much to hide, is it? It’s kinda cute, how tiny it is. Looks like a little clit sitting there."

Malik laughed, a deep, rumbling sound that vibrated in my chest. "Ain't that the truth," he agreed, stepping closer to inspect the situation. "It’s fitting, though. You dress like a girl, you got the equipment to match." He reached out, and I flinched, expecting a strike, but he just flicked the tip of my exposed member with his index finger, watching it bobbing rhythmlessly in the air. "Needs some dressing up, though. You can't have the little soldier just saluting the troops like that. It’s indecent."

Andre let go of my wrists and turned back to the dryer basket, rummaging through the pile of laundry with a focused intensity. "Aha," he said, pulling out a scrap of black lace. He held it up - it was a thong, the back nothing more than a thin string, the front a small triangle of sheer mesh that wouldn't hide anything. "Tiffany's 'date night' special," he grinned. "This should keep that tiny thing tucked away where it belongs."

Before I could voice a single protest, Malik was already guiding my ankles into the holes of the lace thong. I leaned heavily against the vibrating washer for support, my head swimming with a cocktail of shame and alcohol as they slid the underwear up my smooth, hairless legs. Andre positioned the sheer mesh triangle over my crotch, his knuckles brushing against my exposed skin with a roughness that made me gasp. The fabric was diaphanous, doing absolutely nothing to hide the small mound of my flaccid penis; instead, the sheer black mesh only emphasized my lack of endowment, framing it like a disappointing exhibit. Malik moved behind me to pull the thin string up between my ass cheeks, the floss-like material disappearing instantly, leaving my buttocks entirely bare and exposed to the cool air. The tightness of the waistband dug into my soft hips, cutting into me just enough to be a constant reminder of what I was wearing.

"Well, would you look at that," Andre murmured, stepping back to admire his handiwork. He ran a hand under the hem of the skirt, his palm cupping my ass cheek, his fingers tracing the line of the thong strap where it vanished inside me. "Hides nothing, but it keeps everything... contained. It’s perfect for you. Looks like that little dick is locked up tight where it can't get in the way." He gave my ass a sharp, testing slap that echoed in the small room, the impact stinging more than I expected. I jumped, a small, involuntary yelp escaping my lips, which only made Andre grin wider. 

"You've got a bubble butt that puts the actual cheerleaders to shame, Eliot," Malik added, his hand roaming over my exposed thigh, squeezing the soft flesh possessively. "That lace looks expensive, too. Treat it nice. Tiffany loves this set."

I stared at my reflection in the dryer's glass door, hardly recognizing the boy staring back. The red and white uniform clung to my slender frame, the skirt sitting high and useless, barely masking the black lingerie underneath. My legs looked impossibly long and smooth, leading down to my bare feet on the cold tile. The sight of the black lace against my pale, white skin was a striking visual contrast, a mark of undeniable femininity that I hadn't been forced to embrace until tonight. Despite the humiliation burning my cheeks, a confusing heat was building low in my belly, a throb of arousal that was trapped against the tight mesh of the thong. I felt smaller, weaker, and utterly captive to the image in front of me - transformed from a guest at a party into a plaything for two men who could break me in two if they wanted to. And the terrifying part was, as I looked at Andre and Malik towering over me, I didn't want them to stop.

"And one last touch," Andre said, stepping behind me to tie the ribbons attached to the back of the top into a severe, tight bow. He pulled the strands until they dug slightly into my skin, forcing my posture rigid, arching my back and thrusting my chest out. "Gotta present the merchandise, right?" 

Malik laughed, slapping my ass hard enough to leave a stinging red handprint on the pale skin. The sharp pain bloomed into a strange, throbbing heat that seemed to radiate through my entire body. I stared at the floor, my face burning, yet I didn't pull away. In fact, a small, treacherous part of me preened under their scrutiny, enjoying the way they looked at me - not with the indifference I usually got, but with a hungry, consuming focus. "Alright, 'cheerleader'," Malik said, opening the door and gesturing into the hallway. "Time to rejoin the party. Don't worry, we'll be right behind you... making sure nobody tries anything funny."


Chapter 2: Exposed




Walking back into that party felt like walking onto a stage with the wrong script and no clothes. The air in the hallway was cool, but as Andre pushed the door open to the living room, a wave of heat and noise washed over us - the thumping bass, the smell of cheap beer and expensive cologne, and the collective roar of twenty drunk athletes and their cheerleader girlfriends.

I tried to shrink, to make myself invisible between Andre and Malik’s massive frames, but it was useless. They didn't hide me; they displayed me. They walked with a purposeful, possessive stride that forced me to scuttle along in my little skirt, the fabric swishing against my bare thighs with every step. The thong dug into me, a constant, biting reminder that my most private parts were sheathed in nothing but a scrap of mesh.

The reaction was instantaneous. It wasn't a single silence that fell over the room, but a ripple of it. Conversations died mid-sentence, heads turned, and cups lowered. I felt dozens of eyes locking onto me, dragging over the red top, the exposed legs, and the pathetic way I clung to Andre’s arm for support. A few guys let out low whistles; others just stared with their jaws hanging open, processing the sight of the scrawny white boy who had walked in an hour ago wearing pastels, now parading around like a high-school cheerleader.

My stomach churned with a sick mix of terror and a strange, electric buzz. Every step was a battle against the instinct to cover myself, but I kept my hands trembling at my sides. The air felt heavy against my exposed skin, and I was acutely aware of the jiggle of my ass cheeks with every movement, completely unrestrained by the skirt. I felt so small, so fragile, surrounded by these towering athletes. Yet, beneath the humiliation, a shameful heat was spreading through my veins. The power in their gaze - the way they looked at me like a piece of meat - was intoxicating. I wasn't invisible anymore; I was the center of the universe. My heart hammered against my ribs so hard I thought it might burst, and I realized with a jolt that my "clit," as Andre had called it, was twitching traitorously against the tight mesh of the thong.

We carved a path straight to the center of the room, where the circle for "Truth or Dare, Strip or Share" was forming. It was the game of the night, notorious for destroying reputations and dignity. As we approached the crowd parted, making way for Andre and Malik as they steered me with firm hands on my lower back. "Make way, make way," Malik boomed out, grinning. "We got a special player joining the roster tonight." He shoved me gently into the center of the circle. I stumbled slightly in my cheer sneakers, catching myself on the edge of a coffee table. The laughter that rippled through the group was sharp and mocking, but it was laced with a hungry anticipation. I scanned the faces - grinning jocks, giggling cheerleaders - and my eyes landed on the two people I dreaded seeing the most.

Standing near the back of the circle, holding a red plastic cup with a careless grip, was Sarah. My girlfriend didn't look angry; she looked fascinated. She was taking slow sips of her drink, her eyes wide as they raked over my uniform, lingering on the way the skirt barely covered my hips. Next to her stood Tiffany, the captain of the cheer squad and the owner of the outfit I was practically bursting out of. Tiffany’s expression was harder to read - a mix of annoyance and bemused curiosity - as she inspected her own clothes stretched tight over my slender, hairless frame.

"Damn, Sarah," Tiffany laughed, loud enough for everyone to hear, pointing a manicured finger at me. "You said he was a little submissive but this is a whole other level! Though..." She looked me up and down, tilting her head, "he actually fills it out better than I thought. His waist is tiny."

Sarah just bit her lip, suppressing a smile, and raised her phone, the camera lens gleaming as she aimed it directly at my humiliated face. "Smile for the camera, babe," she said softly, the click of the shutter sounding like a gunshot in the sudden lull of the room.

My heart jumped into my throat at the sound of that digital shutter click. A fresh wave of cold sweat broke out across my upper lip, mixing with the sheen of nervousness already coating my skin. I stared at Sarah, my eyes wide and pleading, silently begging her to put the phone down. The thought of that image - me, a feminized boy in a too-tight cheerleading uniform with a black thong barely visible underneath - existing as a digital file was terrifying. If it got out, if anyone sent it to our friends or posted it online, my life as I knew it was over. I opened my mouth to object, to whisper "stop," but the words died in my throat, strangled by the lump of fear forming there. I felt dizzy, swaying slightly in my sneakers, the room spinning faster as the reality of my lack of control settled in. I wasn't her boyfriend in that moment; I was an exhibit, and she was the curator.

Sarah, however, didn't seem to share my panic. She was tipsy, her eyes glassy and bright, swaying gently to the thumping bass that still vibrated the floorboards. She looked down at the screen, letting out a short, hiccuping laugh that didn't reach her eyes. "Oh, relax, Eliot," she giggled, scrolling through the few photos she had just snapped in rapid succession. "You look... honestly? You look kind of hot. It's a good look for you. You should be grateful I'm capturing your... glow-up." She took a long swig from her cup, the cheap beer staining her lips, and waved her free hand dismissively, as if my terror was just another party foul she could ignore.

She tapped away at her screen with clumsy thumbs, her tongue poking out slightly in concentration. "Besides," she slurred, her voice rising over the murmurs of the crowd, "it's only fair. I mean, you *are* wearing her clothes after all. It’s rude not to help the owner remember how it fit." With a final tap, she hit send. A second later, Tiffany’s phone pinged in her hand at her side.

Tiffany's manicured nails tapped rapidly against the screen. When the image loaded, a fresh peal of laughter erupted from her throat, sharp and delighted. She turned the screen toward the nearest group of guys, who craned their necks to see the high-definition evidence of my humiliation. "Oh my god, Sarah," she cackled, "you really captured his 'game face.' He looks terrified, but look at that ass in the thong! It’s almost like he was born to wear it." The guys roared with approval, their eyes darting between the phone and my live, trembling body, dissecting me with predatory grins. I wanted the floor to open up and swallow me whole, but the sheer intensity of their attention held me rooted to the spot, my face burning hotter than I thought possible.

Andre stepped up behind me, his massive hands resting on my bare shoulders, grounding me with his heavy, possessive weight. He leaned down, his breath hot against my ear, loud enough for the nearby circle to hear. "See, Eliot? They love you. You’re a hit." He gave my shoulders a squeeze, his fingers digging in just hard enough to make me wince. "Now, since we're all sharing, why don't we get the game started? We got a full house and a special guest player." His voice dropped to a low, dangerous rumble that vibrated through my chest.

Andre clapped his hands loudly, the sharp sound cutting through the lingering laughter and drawing everyone’s attention back to the center of the room. The circle tightened, bodies pressing closer to the coffee table, now cleared to make space for the main event. The air in the room shifted from casual partying to a tense, electric anticipation, like the moments before a fight breaks out or the lights go down at a strip club.

"Alright, listen up!" Andre bellowed, projecting his voice over the music. Malik dimmed the overhead lights, leaving the room illuminated only by the flickering glow of a nearby floor lamp and the harsh flash of smartphone cameras. "For those who don't know the rules of *Truth or Dare, Strip or Share*, listen close. It’s simple."

He pointed a finger at the empty space in the center of the circle. "You spin the bottle. It lands on you, you get a choice: Truth, Dare, Strip, or Share. Choose *Truth*, you answer any question from the group - no lying. Choose *Dare*, and the group votes on a task. You do it, or you drink a penalty shot. If you choose *Strip*... well, you lose an item of clothing. If you're already out of clothes, you do a penalty dare." Andre grinned, his teeth flashing white in the low light. "Choose *Share*, and you have to share a secret or a memory on camera. But the real kicker? Refuse three times in a row, and you're at the mercy of the group for the rest of the night. No limits. No safe words. Just entertainment."

An empty beer bottle was placed in the center of the table, the glass gleaming under the dim lights. "Who's first?" Malik asked, leaning back against the couch with his arms crossed, his eyes locked on me. Andre reached forward and spun the bottle. It wobbled, the clatter loud against the wood, before slowing to a stop, the neck pointing directly at a freshman player, a tall, lanky guy named Kyle who looked like he was already regretting being there. The room erupted in jeers and shouts of "Dare! Dare!" Kyle swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing nervously. "Dare," he squeaked out.

Malik whispered something to Andre, who nodded with a malicious grin. "Alright, freshman," Andre announced. "You gotta go over there, kiss Tiffany on the mouth for ten seconds, and let her decide if you're worth keeping around." Kyle's face turned beet red, but under the chanting of the crowd, he stumbled over to a giggling Tiffany and planted a clumsy, wet kiss on her lips. The room hooted and hollered, but as Kyle pulled away, looking for approval, the room's attention shifted. He was just the appetizer.

Then, Malik reached out and gave the bottle a sharp, violent spin. It rotated rapidly, a blur of brown glass, before rattling to a halt. The neck pointed unerringly at me. My breath hitched in my throat, and I felt my knees go weak. The circle went quiet, the silence heavier than before. Every eye was on me, waiting to see how the little white boy in the cheerleading outfit would handle the spotlight. "Your turn, 'cheerleader'," Malik purred, his voice low and dangerous. "What's it gonna be? Truth, Dare, Strip, or Share?"

I looked around the circle, desperate for an out, but saw only hungry grins and predatory eyes. *Truth* would be humiliating - they'd ask about my sex life, or worse. *Share* would mean recording myself degrading myself further. *Strip* was impossible; aside from the thong and the uniform, I had nothing left to lose except my dignity. That left *Dare*. "D...Dare," I whispered, my voice trembling so much I barely heard myself. The room erupted again, louder this time. 

Andre stepped forward, looming over me, his shadow swallowing my smaller frame. "Since you're wearing the uniform," he sneered, "you gotta pay tribute to the team. Dare: You go around the circle. Every guy gets to touch you wherever he wants for ten seconds. No moving away, no complaining. You stand there and take it."

The roar of approval that followed Andre’s declaration was deafening, a cacophony of whistles, stomping feet, and crude catcalls that made the walls vibrate. I froze, my eyes darting frantically around the circle, searching for a lifeline, but I found none. Even the girls were leaning in, their expressions a mix of amusement and curiosity, eager to see how far I would go. Malik gave me a shove from behind, propelling me stumbling toward the first guy in the circle - a massive junior named Marcus. I stood there shaking, my hands clenched into useless fists at my sides, as the timer on Marcus's phone began to count down. He didn't hesitate; his large, rough hand immediately clamping onto my inner thigh, his fingers digging deep into the soft, pale flesh just below the hem of the skirt. I gasped, my breath hitching as his thumb grazed the edge of the lace thong, the heat of his palm searing my skin. Ten seconds felt like an eternity as he kneaded my leg, his eyes locking onto mine with a dominant smirk that told me I was nothing more than a piece of meat to him.

When the timer finally beeped, Marcus gave my thigh a final squeeze that left a tender ache and released me. I didn't have a moment to recover before Andre guided me to the next player. This time, the hands went higher. A sophomore guard reached out, his fingers sliding under the tight fabric of the cheer top to pinch and twist my nipples, which were hardening betrayingly against the cold air and the rough treatment. I bit my lip to stifle a moan, my head swimming with the conflicting sensations of pain and a dark, rising pleasure.

As I moved from player to player, the touches grew bolder. They stroked my arms, grabbed my ass through the flimsy skirt, and traced the line of my jaw, treating me like a doll they had just unwrapped. I could feel the eyes of the entire room burning into me, and my face burned with shame, but beneath that, a terrifying warmth was spreading through my groin. My small penis was twitching in its lace prison, responding to the rough handling in a way that horrified me.

By the time I made it halfway around the circle, I was disoriented and trembling, my knees weak not just from fear, but from the strange, intoxicating high of being the center of attention. I stopped in front of the starting center, a senior named Darnell, a quiet, intense player who hadn't made a sound all night. He didn't go for my chest or legs immediately. Instead, he stepped closer, invading my personal space, his crotch inches from my face. Slowly, deliberately, he placed his hand on the back of my neck, his grip firm and commanding. He tilted my head up, forcing me to look him in the eyes, his gaze dark and unreadable. Then, his other hand moved to my crotch, cupping my small package over the skirt and thong, weighing it in his palm like he was assessing merchandise. He gave a short, disapproving grunt, and a fresh wave of humiliation washed over me as the realization hit me: I was being evaluated, and found wanting.

The room was a suffocating blur of heat, noise, and roaming hands, but through the haze, a specific sound cut through like a knife - Sarah’s laugh. It wasn't the soft, encouraging giggle she usually gave me when I made a joke; it was a raucous, alcohol-fueled cackle, loud and unreserved. My eyes darted around the massive chest of the player currently groping my ass, scanning the crowd until I found her.

She was standing just outside the circle, phone held high in both hands, the LED light blindingly bright. She was capturing everything. I watched, mortified, as she zoomed in on Darnell’s hand cupping my crotch, her face flushed with amusement. She wasn't looking at me with concern or pity; she looked like she was at a comedy club, enjoying the best show of the year.

"Babe, look at the camera!" she shouted over the music, her words slurring together. "You're practically purring! I knew you had a wild side, but this is... this is art!"

I wanted the floor to open up and swallow me whole. Hearing Sarah’s voice cheering on my degradation like I was some kind of cabaret act broke something inside me. My shoulders hunched inward, trying to make myself as small as possible, a pathetic attempt to disappear inside the red and white fabric that felt more like a costume than clothing. My cheeks burned so hot they felt like they were physically blistering, and I stared at the floor, unable to meet the eyes of the men who were treating me like a public toy. The laughter echoed in my ears, mixing with the heavy bass of the music, creating a dizzying soundtrack to my humiliation. I felt stripped bare, not just physically, but emotionally - my masculinity, my relationship, my dignity, all reduced to a performance piece for Sarah’s amusement.

But the game wasn't over. I shuffled forward, my sneakers scuffing the carpet, until I was standing in front of Malik. He didn't wait for a timer. He smirked, looking down at me with a hunger that made my stomach flip. His hands went straight to my waist, gripping me hard, his thumbs pressing into my hip bones. He pulled me flush against him, the hardness of his body impossible to ignore.

"You're shaking, princess," he murmured, loud enough for the front row to hear. His hands slid down to cup my ass cheeks, his fingers digging in deep, lifting the micro-skirt completely in the back. He kneaded the flesh roughly, bouncing me in his hands like he was testing the weight of fruit. "And look at this ass... soft as a marshmallow." He gave a sharp, stinging squeeze that made me yelp, his eyes darkening as he watched my reaction. He held me there for the full ten seconds, grinding his hips slightly against me, letting me feel the thick outline of his cock through his jeans, a silent promise of what was to come.

He released me with a rough pat on the rear, sending me stumbling toward Andre, the final judge in this twisted pageant. Andre didn't stand like the others; he lounged back against the edge of the couch, his legs spread wide, exuding an aura of casual ownership that was far more terrifying than their aggression. He waited until I was standing between his knees, looking down at my trembling form with a mixture of amusement and pity. Slowly, deliberately, he reached out. Instead of groping me instantly, his massive hand settled firmly on the back of my neck, his fingers wrapping around my throat just tight enough to restrict my airflow slightly. He pulled me down, forcing me to bend at the waist until my face was inches from his crotch. His other hand slid up the back of my thigh, tracing the line of the thong before his palm flattened against the curve of my ass, holding me in a pose of absolute submission. "Good girl," he whispered, his grip tightening possessively. "You know exactly where you belong."

The moment the ten seconds were up, the room exploded into applause and catcalls, the sound washing over me like a physical wave. I stood up on shaky legs, my face burning with a fresh wave of humiliation as I adjusted my skirt, trying to cover the flesh they had all so thoroughly examined. But the heat in my cheeks was matched by a throbbing heat between my legs. Despite the shame, or perhaps because of it, my body had betrayed me. The rough handling, the public degradation, the feeling of being owned - it had awakened a dark, hungry need I hadn't known existed. My small cock was straining against the lace of the thong, leaking pre-cum that dampened the fabric, a physical testament to the pleasure I found in my own abasement.

Andre sensed it immediately. He stood up, towering over me, and grabbed my chin, forcing me to look up at him. He smirked as he saw the glazed, lustful look in my eyes, cutting through my facade of reluctance. "Look at that," he laughed, turning to Malik. "I think the little slut enjoyed his initiation." He leaned down close, his voice dropping to a low, seductive rumble that only I could hear. "You're dripping, Eliot; or maybe I should start calling you Ellie... Your body knows the truth even if your brain is fighting it. You're not a boyfriend anymore; you're party entertainment. And we're just getting started." 

He released my chin and took a step back, looking me up and down with a satisfied nod. "Now, finish your drink," he commanded, gesturing to the solo cup on the table that had been sitting untouched. "We have a special surprise for you in the back room, and I want you nice and relaxed for it."

I reached for the red plastic cup with trembling hands, eager for anything to dull the razor-sharp edge of my humiliation. The liquid inside was a dark, ominous amber, smelling strongly of cheap whiskey and something else - something sweet and chemical underneath the bite of alcohol. I didn't ask questions. I just tipped my head back and chugged, the liquid burning a fiery path down my throat and settling heavily in my stomach.

"Good girl," Malik purred, watching me drain the cup. "That'll help take the edge off."

It didn't take long for the effects to hit, but they weren't the simple, sloppy blur of a standard beer buzz. Almost immediately, a strange, heavy warmth began to spread through my limbs, melting the tension in my muscles until I felt like I was made of liquid. My vision softened at the edges, the harsh lights of the party fuzzing into a pleasant, dreamlike glow. But it was what was happening inside my head that truly frightened me.

My usual internal monologue - the frantic, anxious voice screaming that this was wrong, that I was a man, that I needed to run - began to slow down, like a record player spinning off its axis. It didn't disappear completely, but it was suddenly muffled, distant and unimportant, buried under a rising tide of pink, fuzzy static. The shame I had felt just moments ago transmuted into something hot and heavy in my groin. My heart hammered against my ribs, not with fear anymore, but with a frantic, desperate need for approval. I found myself looking at the men surrounding me not with apprehension, but with a wide-eyed, glazed awe. They seemed bigger, stronger, more real than I was. I felt small, delicate, and incredibly porous, as if my body was an open vessel waiting to be filled by their will.

The room spun lazily as Andre gripped my arm, his touch sending electric jolts of pleasure shooting through my hypersensitive skin. "Alright, that's enough standing around," he announced, his voice vibrating through my chest and resonating deep in my addled brain. Malik flanked my other side, effectively boxing me in. I leaned into them instinctively, grateful for their strength to hold me up, my legs feeling like jelly.

"We told you about that surprise," Malik said, his hand sliding down to squeeze my ass through the skirt, ownership in his grip. "Time to take you backstage, princess. The main event is waiting." I didn't resist. In fact, a soft, breathless whimper escaped my lips, the thought of being alone with them sending a jolt of pure, unadulterated lust through my veins. I wanted them to use me. I needed to know what they were going to do to me.

Andre and Malik steered me through the throng of partygoers, their grips on my body firm and possessive. I stumbled slightly, the heels of my sneakers catching on the carpet, but they held me up effortlessly, treating me like a ragdoll. The faces of the people I passed blurred into a kaleidoscope of grins and flashing teeth. The music seemed to throb in time with the rush in my ears, a relentless, hypnotic beat that drowned out my remaining inhibitions.

As we neared the hallway leading to the bedrooms, I instinctively turned my head, searching for Sarah one last time. I saw her near the kegs, still holding her phone up, but she had lowered it slightly. She was watching me being led away like a prize heifer, her expression unreadable in the strobing lights. Our eyes met, and I stared at her with wide, pleading eyes, silently begging her to intervene, to see me as her boyfriend rather than a victim. But the look she returned was devoid of any worry or pity. Instead, a slow, wicked smile spread across her face. She raised her cup in a mock toast, her eyes sparkling with a mix of derision and voyeuristic thrill. She wasn't saving me; she was enjoying the show. She winked, then turned her back on me to laugh at something one of the other players said, dismissing me completely as I was pulled into the shadows of the corridor.


Chapter 3: Used

The moment we stepped into the hallway, the noise of the party faded to a dull roar, replaced by the squeak of sneakers on hardwood and the heavy sound of my own breathing. Andre shoved open a door at the end of the hall, and we tumbled inside a dimly lit bedroom. The air was thick with the scent of cologne and stale smoke. Before I could even process the room, Malik kicked the door shut, the sound of the lock clicking into place echoing like a gunshot in the small space.

They didn't give me a moment to adjust to the sudden quiet. Andre and Malik moved with a synchronized, predatory grace, circling me like sharks scenting blood. The drug was fully in my system now, turning my limbs to lead and my will to mist. I stood in the center of the room, swaying slightly, my eyes half-lidded as I looked up at them.

"Look at him," Malik murmured, walking slowly around me, his fingers trailing lightly over my shoulders. "He's already gone. Look at those eyes. Glassy. Empty. Just waiting to be filled up."

"Get on the bed," Andre commanded, his voice dropping an octave, stripping away the playful facade for raw authority. They didn't ask me to move; they simply manhandled me. Malik grabbed me by the waist, lifting me effortlessly as if I weighed nothing, and tossed me onto the mattress. I bounced slightly, the springs creaking under my slight weight. Before I could scramble away or even sit up, Andre was there, gripping my ankles and spreading my legs wide. He positioned my limbs easily, bending my knees and planting my feet flat against the sheets, leaving me completely exposed. The skirt rode up, useless as a covering, framing the sheer black lace thong that did little to hide my flushed, hairless skin. I felt like a specimen pinned to a board, vulnerable and open, a rush of heat flooding my cheeks at the sheer lewdness of the display.

Andre reached into his back pocket and pulled out his phone, tapping the screen to start recording. "Smile for the camera, princess," he taunted, the lens panning down my body.

Malik knelt on the bed beside me, his massive frame blocking out the light, casting a shadow over my trembling form. "We need to teach this pretty little mouth what it's actually for," Malik said, his voice thick with lust. He reached out, grabbing my jaw with one large hand and squeezing until my lips parted. "Open up."

I obeyed instantly, my jaw slack, the drug-induced haze making me pliable and desperate to please. He didn't wait for hesitation. He unzipped his jeans, freeing himself, and the sheer size of him made my breath catch in my throat. He was thick, dark, and heavy, looming imposingly over my face.

The reality of him was far more intimidating than the outline I’d felt earlier. As he sprang free from the denim, the weight of his shaft caused it to drop heavily, slapping against my cheek with a dull, meaty thud that felt like a claim staked. He was impossibly thick, a girth that looked less like human anatomy and more like a weapon, the dark skin stretched tight over a vein that bulged angrily along the underside. The head was a broad, flared mushroom, darker than the rest of him, almost purple in the dim light, already glistening with a bead of precum that gathered at the slit.

It wasn't just the length; it was the sheer density of him. He looked heavy, like a rod of iron wrapped in velvet, and as he gripped the base to steady it, his fingers didn't even meet around the circumference. The contrast between his member and my pale, delicate features was stark and terrifying. I could smell the musk of him - intense, masculine, and overwhelming - rising from the nest of coarse, tight curls at his base. It pulsed with a heartbeat of its own, a throb I could see in the way the skin twitched, and I realized with a jolt of panicked arousal that there was no way that was going to fit inside me without breaking me.

The lesson was brutal and immediate. Malik guided himself forward, pressing the head of his cock against my lips before pushing inside. My mouth stretched wide, the intrusion sudden and overwhelming. I gagged, my eyes watering as he hit the back of my throat, my body instinctively trying to recoil. "Take it," he groaned, one hand tangling in my hair to hold me in place while the other gripped my shoulder, pinning me down.

Andre watched from the side, the phone capturing every moment of my struggle. "Relax that throat, Ellie," Andre coached, though his tone was mocking rather than helpful. "Breathe through your nose. You don't want to disappoint us." I tried to follow his instructions, forcing my muscles to unclench, letting Malik slide deeper. The taste of him filled my senses, musky and overpowering, and despite the stinging pain in my jaw and the tears streaming down my face, a dark, twisted spark of arousal ignited in my core. I felt small, used, and utterly owned, and against all logic, my body quivered with a need for more.

The physical correction was relentless. Every time I choked or tried to pull back, Malik’s grip tightened in my hair, forcing me back down onto his length with a rough, controlling pressure. "No, no, none of that," he grunted, his voice strained with pleasure as he used my mouth like a fleshlight. "You take all of it. Deep throat that shit." I drooled uncontrollably around him, the saliva mixing with the tears tracking down my face. The sheer girth of him stretched my jaw to its limit, the ache radiating down my neck, but the drugs and alcohol coursing through my veins turned the pain into a distant, throbbing hum that only seemed to amplify the heat pooling in my groin. I was nothing more than a vessel for his pleasure, a realization that made my heart hammer against my ribs with a mixture of terror and dark excitement.

Andre kept the camera rolling, moving around the bed to capture the angle from the side, zooming in on the way my lips were stretched thin and swollen around Malik’s shaft. "Look at those pretty eyes watering," Andre narrated, his voice low and sadistic. "You look so fucking pretty like this, Ellie. Like a natural-born cocksucker." The validation, however degrading, hit me like a drug of its own. I looked up at Andre through blurred vision, searching for approval, and found him smirking behind the screen. It cemented the reality of the situation: my past self, the boy who walked in with his girlfriend, was gone, evaporated by the heat of their dominance. I was just a toy now, a prop for their gratification, and the worst part was that I didn't want it to stop.

Malik’s rhythm grew frantic, his hips pistoning forward with a force that made my entire body jerk against the mattress. The grip in my hair tightened to the point of pain, holding my head immobile as he used my mouth with abandon. "Here it comes," he growled, his voice sounding like distant thunder through the haze of my own arousal. "Take that nut, bitch."

With a guttural roar, he buried himself to the hilt, the thick head of his cock forcing its way deep into my throat. My air was cut off completely, my nose pressed flush against the coarse hair at his base. Then, he pulsed. I felt the hot, thick rush of his release explode inside me, coating the back of my throat in long, viscous ropes. It was overwhelming - a sudden, intense warmth that felt like molten lead pouring down my gullet. The sheer volume was staggering; my mouth filled instantly, and I had no choice but to swallow rapidly to keep from choking, the muscles in my throat contracting around him to milk him dry.

The taste was potent and musky, a salty, bitter tang that coated my tongue and clung to the roof of my mouth. It was a primal flavor, heavy and thick, completely erasing any lingering trace of the artificial sweetness from the drink. As I gulped it down, I could feel the heat settling heavy in my stomach, marking me from the inside. My eyes rolled back, tears leaking out the corners as I struggled to breathe through the intensity of the invasion. The sensation of being used so thoroughly, of being nothing more than a receptacle for his pleasure, made my own small cock twitch helplessly against the lace of the thong, desperate for an attention it wasn't going to get.

Slowly, Malik pulled back, his length sliding from my mouth with a wet, obscene *pop* that seemed to echo in the quiet room. I lay there gasping, my chest heaving as air rushed back into my starving lungs. Strands of saliva connected my battered lips to the tip of his cock before breaking and dripping onto my chin. I could still feel him coating my throat, a thick, warm reminder of what I had just done. My face was a wreck - eyes red and watery, hair covered in sweat and some strands of cum - but as I looked up at them through the haze, I didn't feel the shame I expected. Instead, a terrifying sense of calm settled over me, a broken kind of acceptance that this was exactly where I belonged.

Andre lowered the phone, finally stopping the recording, but his eyes never left me. He walked over to the edge of the bed, staring down at my sprawled, used form with a hungry, predatory gaze. "Not bad for a first try," he mused, reaching out to wipe a stray glob of saliva from my cheek with his thumb. He smeared it over my lower lip, forcing me to taste myself mixed with Malik. "You've got a long way to go before you can handle us both the way a real slut should, but the potential is definitely there. Look at you - hairless, smooth, and desperate for it. You were made for this."

Malik tucked himself back into his jeans, looking entirely too satisfied, while I was too exhausted to move, my body buzzing with the aftershocks of the drug and the rough face-fucking. I just lay there, my chest rising and falling, the skirt still rucked up around my waist, exposed and waiting.

"Get some rest, princess," Malik chuckled, heading for the door. "Because the main event? That’s going to make this feel like a warm-up. We're gonna break you completely tonight."

The door clicked shut, but the reprieve was fleeting. The room felt suffocating, spinning in slow circles around me as the drugs continued to warp my perception. I lay there in a pool of my own sweat and humiliation, the taste of Malik still coating my tongue like a heavy, salty varnish. Every breath I took seemed to trigger a phantom sensation of the thick intrusion down my throat, my jaw aching with a dull throb that reminded me of how thoroughly I had been used. Despite the exhaustion dragging at my eyelids, my body was confusingly awake, skin tingling with hypersensitivity. The lace of the thong rubbed against my smooth groin, a constant friction that made me squirm, a desperate, leaking traitor to my own dignity. I stared at the ceiling, trying to grasp the remnants of my old self, but the image kept slipping away, replaced by the stark reality of my current state: a feminized, used plaything left to marinate in their dominance.


Chapter 4: Broken

I must have drifted in and out of consciousness, the world narrowing down to the thumping bass vibrating through the floorboards and the sticky, uncomfortable warmth drying on my face. The vision of Malik's huge cock permeated my dreams, a constant reminder of my submission. The door creaked open, and a slice of light from the hallway cut across the bed. I squeezed my eyes shut against the brightness, my heart hammering a frantic rhythm.

"Well, look at what the cat dragged in," a familiar voice purred.

I cracked my eyes open to see Sarah standing over me. She leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, her eyes scanning my disheveled form with a look that was far from concerned. Her gaze lingered on the red and white skirt bunched around my waist and the sheer lace thong barely concealing my small, hairless package. I instinctively moved to cover myself, shame burning hot in my cheeks, but my limbs felt like lead.

"Hey, Ellie," she cooed, using the name Andre had given me as if she had known me by it for years. She stepped fully into the room and closed the door, sealing us in. "Don't hide on our account. I've seen the video Andre already sent around. You looked... natural." She walked to the edge of the bed, her eyes gleaming with a cruel fascination as she took in my flushed skin and the drying residue of Malik’s release on my chin. "The boys are asking for you. They said you weren't done being the team mascot yet."

I tried to process her words, but the chemicals in my system made everything swim. "I... I can't," I stammered, my voice raspy and raw from the abuse my throat had taken. "I want to go home, Sarah. Please."

Sarah laughed, a light, tinkling sound that grated against my nerves. She reached out and grabbed my chin, forcing me to look at her. "Oh, sweetie, that ship has sailed. You don't have a home anymore. You have a purpose." She leaned in close, her breath smelling of sweet vodka. "If you don't walk out there with your head held high and beg for more, I'm going to post that video everywhere. Your parents, your classmates, your boss... everyone will see you choking on Malik's dick and loving it. Is that what you want?"

The threat landed with the weight of a sledgehammer, shattering any remaining resolve I might have clung to. I stared up at her, my eyes wide and watering, the sheer cruelty of her betrayal mixing with the aphrodisiac of fear in my system. "No... please, Sarah, don't," I whispered, but she just smirked, brushing a stray lock of hair from my sweaty forehead with mock tenderness. She knew she had me cornered. The idea of that video getting out - of everyone seeing me reduced to a quivering, cocksucking sissy - was more terrifying than the prospect of facing the team again. The old Eliot would have fought, but the new Ellie just nodded slowly, the submission seeping into my bones like a poison. "Good girl," she whispered, patting my cheek. "Now, fix your skirt. It's showtime."

When she guided me back into the living room, the air felt heavy and thick, charged with an anticipation that made my skin prickle. The music had been lowered, and a circle of chairs had been set up in the center of the room. The members of the starting five - Andre and Malik; along with three of the others who groped me earlier, Marcus, Darnell, and Jalen - sat waiting like kings on a throne. They stopped talking the moment I entered, their eyes raking over my exposed body, hungrily devouring the sight of me in the ridiculous cheerleading uniform. My heart hammered against my ribs, a trapped bird fluttering in a cage, as Sarah marched me to the center of the circle. "Look who I found," she announced to the room, her voice dripping with sadistic glee. "The mascot is ready for the second half."

They didn't let me stand for long. Andre crooked his finger, and I shuffled forward, my legs trembling so badly I could barely walk. He pulled me down onto his lap, his massive hands immediately roaming over the smooth skin of my thighs, squeezing hard enough to leave bruises. "Miss us, princess?" he growled in my ear, his breath hot against my neck. I could feel the hard outline of his cock pressing against my ass through his jeans, a promise of what was to come. I didn't answer; I couldn't. I just leaned back against him, letting the heat of his body envelop me, my eyes darting around the circle of men who all looked at me like I was a piece of meat.

Marcus, the towering power forward with skin the color of dark mahogany, reached behind the couch and produced a bright pink cocktail, the ice clinking musically against the glass. He held it to my lips, the smell of sweet fruit and something chemical - sharp and antiseptic underneath the sugar - assaulting my nose. "Drink up, mascot," he commanded, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through my back where I leaned against Andre. "You need to be hydrated for what comes next."

I parted my lips instinctively, the conditioned obedience taking over. The liquid was cold and cloyingly sweet, masking the bitterness of the drugs dissolved within it. I drank greedily, the cool liquid soothing my parched throat, draining the glass in long, desperate gulps. Marcus watched me with an amused smirk, tilting the glass higher until every drop was gone, forcing me to swallow the final dregs of their control.

It didn't take long for the second wave to hit. Unlike the first haze, which had dulled my senses, this new cocktail felt like electricity injected directly into my veins. My nerve endings sparked to life, hyper-sensitive and screaming. The rough denim of Andre’s jeans against the back of my thighs felt like sandpaper, the cool air of the room raising goosebumps on my arms like a physical caress. My heart raced, thumping a frantic, tribal rhythm against my ribs, and the colors in the room seemed to saturate, bleeding into one another.

The world narrowed to a singular, hypnotic fixation: the stark, electric visual polarity between my pale, milky skin and the rich, consuming darkness of theirs. As Andre's massive hands roamed over my body, the contrast was mesmerizing. His long, thick fingers looked like wrought iron against the translucent, bluish-white of my thighs. The sight sent a jolt of perverse clarity through my fogged brain. I was ethereal, ghost-like - a blank canvas of pink and alabaster - while they were the solid, immutable reality. Dark, powerful, and absolute. The difference wasn't just skin deep; it felt elemental. I was softness and light, something meant to be yielding and delicate, while they were hardness and shadow, things that commanded and conquered.

My body seized with a sudden, feverish heat, every nerve ending firing at once. The sensation of Andre's hand groping my waist was no longer just touch; it was a brand, his palm engulfing petite frame completely, highlighting how frail and small I was compared to him. The drugs twisted this realization into a devastating truth: I was physically inferior, built to be overpowered. The sight of his black fingers obscuring the pale white flesh of my torso triggered a deep, throbbing ache in my groin, a pathetic, leaking need that betrayed my own excitement. I wasn't just a boy anymore; I was a thing defined by its lack of color, a delicate plaything destined to be marked by their strength.

My vision swam, the faces of the men circling me blurring into a gallery of beautiful, terrifying idols. The drug stripped away my ego, leaving behind a raw, pulsating core that craved direction. I felt a terrifying, liberating emptiness inside me, a vacuum that begged to be filled by their will. The thought of resisting evaporated, replaced by a trance-like worship of their dominance. They were the masters of this space, powerful black kings sitting in judgment, and I was nothing more than a offering - a pale, sacrificial lamb brought to the altar. I didn't just want to serve them; I realized with a jolt of chemical ecstasy that I *needed* to. My existence felt validated only when I was beneath them, a white, trembling shadow in the radiant light of their power.

"Looks like the vitamins kicked in," Malik laughed, snapping me out of my trance, though the hypersensitivity remained. My skin felt tight, electric. "Time to see what this cheerleader can really do."

They didn't bother with the pretense of a game anymore. Strong hands grabbed me - Marcus and Darnell lifting me effortlessly as if I weighed nothing - and positioned me on all fours in the center of the circle. The carpet scraped against my knees, but the friction just shot jolts of pleasure straight to my leaking cock. Andre knelt in front of me, his massive, dark hands gripping the back of my head, while Malik moved behind me, flipping up the pathetic micro-skirt to expose my ass, framed by the black lace thong.

"Let's get this out of the way," Malik growled, ripping the thong off with a single, violent tear. The elastic snapped against my hip, stinging, but the sudden exposure made me gasp. The cool air hit my puckered hole, making me clench. A moment later, I felt the cold, slick drizzle of lube running down my crack.

I trembled on all fours, my face inches from Andre’s crotch, aware that the other three starters - Marcus, Darnell, and Jalen - were circling behind me like sharks. "We gotta get the mascot ready for the main event," Marcus announced, his voice deep and vibrating. "Boys, let's stretch this bitch out."

Marcus was the first. His fingers were thick and calloused, dripping with lube. He didn't hesitate, pressing a single slick digit against my tight, resisting entrance. The cold gel sent a shock through me, but the pressure was insistent. With a firm push, he breached the ring of muscle. I gasped, my head jerking forward, but Andre's grip in my hair held me steady. Marcus worked the finger in deep, twisting it, the foreign sensation making my body stiffen.

"Relax, little girl," Marcus chuckled, feeling me clench around him. He withdrew slowly, only to return with two fingers. The burn was immediate and sharp, a stretching friction that made my breath hitch in my throat. He scissored them inside me, forcing the walls of my canal to yield to his girth. My back arched instinctively, a reaction I couldn't control, and a pathetic whimper escaped my lips. "There we go," he groaned, appreciating the tight grip I had on him. "She's gripping me like a vice."

Darnell took over without a word, his fingers even longer than Marcus’s. He added a third digit to the mix, the sudden intrusion forcing a ragged cry from my throat. My fingernails dug into the carpet, but the drugs coursing through my system transmuted the sharp pain into a blinding, white-hot heat that bloomed outward from my core. He wasn't just stretching me; he was mapping me out, curving his fingers to find that sensitive spot inside that made my vision blur and my hips buck backward involuntarily. "Look at that," Darnell sneered, his dark digits vanishing completely inside my pale, quivering ass. "She’s trying to suck me in deeper. Natural born slut."

Then it was Jalen’s turn, the final hurdle before the main event. He poured lube liberally over his hand, and I braced myself, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps. When he pushed four massive fingers into me, the stretch was overwhelming, a boundary-pushing intensity that made my eyes roll back in my head. The burn was exquisite, a mixture of agony and a terrifying fullness that short-circuited my brain. I was panting like a dog, sweat dripping from my forehead onto Andre’s jeans, my body no longer my own but a vessel to be opened. Jalen twisted his wrist, forcing the muscles to accommodate the width of his knuckles, reducing my resistance to nothing but a fluttering, desperate tightness.

"That ass is primed and ready to be wrecked," Jalen declared, finally pulling his fingers free with a wet, lewd sound that echoed in the room.

As Jalen withdrew his fingers, my abused hole refused to close immediately. I could feel the cool air of the room rushing inside me, a stark, foreign sensation that made me shiver. I knew what it looked like without even seeing it - a glistening, reddened ring, puffy and angry from the friction, no longer the tight, virgin pucker I had walked in with, but a swollen, dilated "O" that gaped open obscenely. The surrounding skin was flushed a deep, shameful pink, stark against the milky white of my cheeks, glistening with the excess lube that dripped down my inner thighs. It felt loose, twitching involuntarily as the muscle spasmed, trying to recover its tightness but failing, leaving me feeling empty and vulnerable, aching to be filled again.

Sarah had moved closer, crouching down behind me to get a better look at the wreckage. She let out a breathless, delighted laugh, the sound cutting through the haze of my arousal. "Oh my god, look at that," she cooed, pointing directly at my exposed, twitching center. "It’s adorable. Baby's first gape, all pink and helpless. You can see right inside him." She reached out, tapping the sensitive rim with her fingernail, making me flinch and whine. "I think it's the cutest thing I've ever seen. Like a little hungry mouth waiting for its big black bottle."

Andre chuckled darkly, the sound vibrating through the floorboards where I knelt. He didn't even look down at me; his eyes were locked on Sarah, gleaming with a sadistic promise. "Don't get too attached to the view, princess," Andre drawled, his voice dripping with arrogance. "That's just a little preview. We're about to rearrange his insides so good that gape won't just be a feature - it's gonna be his new normal. By the time we're finished, he won't know how to close those legs."

The command was silent, but I felt it radiating from Andre. He shifted his hips, spreading his knees wider, and the sheer size of the bulge straining against his zipper made my mouth go dry. I reached up with trembling hands, the manicured nails looking ridiculously small against the dark denim. I undid his button and pulled down the zipper, the sound harsh and loud in the quiet room.

When I freed him, his heavy, dark cock slapped against his stomach with a audible thud. My breath hitched in my throat. He was semi-hard, and even then, he was immense - thick, veiny, and longer than my forearm. I glanced nervously around the circle. Marcus, Darnell, and Jalen were all stroking themselves, their dicks impressive and intimidating in their own right, but Andre was in a league of his own. He was the patriarch of this scene, a monolithic pillar of black masculinity that made the others look like mere boys.

I leaned in, the chemical haze lowering my inhibitions until worship was the only impulse left. I pressed my face against the hot, musky skin of his shaft, inhaling his scent deeply - a mixture of sweat, soap, and raw dominance. I stuck out my tongue and dragged it from the base all the way to the leaking tip, tasting the salt of his pre-cum. He twitched against my tongue, the muscle jerking with life. I wrapped both hands around his girth, my fingers barely touching, and began to stroke him in time with the wet, sloppy licks I was trailing along his length.

I worshiped Andre’s shaft with desperate, sloppy devotion, my tongue tracing the thick, protruding veins that mapped his dominance. I could feel him stiffening under my touch, the heavy flesh expanding in my grip, hardening into a weapon of pure ebony authority. Every lap of my tongue seemed to feed him, his cock growing heavier and hotter, pulsing against my palms until the head was smooth and flared, demanding to be serviced. I was mesmerized, my world shrinking down to the taste of his skin and the impossible width of him.

Behind me, I felt Malik settle into position. The heat of his body radiated against my backside. I felt the blunt, massive head of his cock press against my tender, gaping entrance. He didn't thrust. Instead, he dragged his length up and down my crack, the friction of his dry, heated skin mixing with the cool slickness of the lube. He was coating himself in my mess, using my twitching hole like a toy, teasing the rim with just the tip. The slow, deliberate torture made me moan around Andre’s cock, the vibration causing Andre to hiss in pleasure. Malik was testing the elasticity of my ring, letting me feel the size of what was coming, letting the anticipation build into a terrifying, electric ache.

With a grip like iron in my hair, Andre pulled me down, forcing the flared head of his now fully erect cock past my lips. The sheer girth was suffocating, stretching my jaw to its absolute limit until my teeth scraped the sensitive skin of my shaft. I gagged as he pushed deeper, the thick, salty flesh invading my throat and cutting off my air. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes, blurring my vision as I looked up the chiseled line of his torso. He wasn't waiting for me to adjust; he simply used my mouth, feeding me inch after massive inch, while I struggled to breathe through my nose, my tongue fluttering helplessly against the underside of his rod.

At the same moment, Malik decided the teasing was over. I felt the broad, spongy head of his dick notch firmly against my slippery, loosened entrance. He gripped my hips with both hands, his fingers bruisingly tight, and pushed forward with a slow, relentless pressure. The burn was immediate and blinding. My body seized up, instinctively trying to reject the intrusion, but I was helpless. A muffled, gargled cry escaped around Andre’s cock as Malik forced the ring of muscle to yield, popping past the initial resistance. He didn't stop until he was buried deep, his heavy balls resting against my ass, filling me completely. The sensation of being split open, of having a massive black cock pulsing inside me while another choked my throat, was overwhelming.

They moved in tandem then, establishing a rhythm that turned my body into a mere vessel for their pleasure. Malik pulled back, the friction sending shockwaves of pain and twisted pleasure up my spine, before slamming back in, his hips impacting my buttocks with a wet, rhythmic slap. Every thrust forced me forward, driving Andre’s cock deeper down my throat, making my eyes water and my stomach heave. I was trapped in a perfect storm of dominance, impaled at both ends, my hands scrambling uselessly at Andre’s thighs for stability. The room spun, the drugs and the lack of oxygen turning my vision into a kaleidoscope of colors, while the sounds of their grunting and the wet, lewd music of our coupling filled my ears. I wasn't a person anymore; I was just a set of holes to be used, a realization that made my own neglected cock twitch traitorously against my stomach.

Lost in the sensory overload of being spit-roasted between Andre and Malik, I vaguely registered movement on either side of me. My hands were dangling uselessly at first, clenching and unclenching in the air as my body was rocked back and forth by the force of Malik’s thrusts. It didn't take long for the others to put them to work.

Marcus stepped up on my left, grabbing my wrist and guiding it to his stiff, leaking cock. The moment my fingers wrapped around his hot, hard shaft, he groaned, thrusting instantly into my grip. A moment later, Darnell did the same on my right. I was surrounded - a wall of heat, muscle, and aggressive masculinity.

I didn't even have to think about it. My hands moved on instinct, tightening my grip as they began to piston up and down the lengths of their shafts. The motion was synchronized with the rhythm of the fucking I was receiving; every time Malik slammed into me from behind, driving my mouth further down onto Andre, my hands were jolted forward, stroking Marcus and Darnell. The four of them moved like a single, multi-headed beast, using my body as a central hub for their collective pleasure.

The friction was a blinding, all-consuming heat. My palms were slick with a mixture of their pre-cum and the lube that had dripped from my ass, creating a wet, squelching sound every time my fists glided up their shafts. Marcus and Darnell's dicks in my hands felt hard and unyielding, yet the skin was velvety soft against my fingers. My grip was pathetic compared to their girth, my fingers unable to even touch around their thickness, but that only seemed to spur them on. They were fucking my hands just as aggressively as Malik was fucking my ass, using my fingers as nothing more than living fleshlights to jerk themselves off with. The muscles in my forearms burned with the strain of keeping the rhythm, but the ache was distant, drowned out by the electrifying pulse of their veins beating against my skin.

Inside me, the sensation was even more intense. Malik’s cock felt like a heated iron pillar, dragging against my sensitive walls with every withdrawal. The stretch was agonizing, a relentless pressure that made me feel like I was being split in two, but the lube and the prior stretching made it slide impossibly deep. Every time he bottomed out, his heavy, cum-filled balls slapped against my own, sending a sharp, confusing jolt of pleasure mixed with pain radiating through my groin. My hole was spasming uncontrollably, clutching at him like it never wanted to let go, betraying me by trying to milk the very cock that was wrecking me.

Then there was Andre. My jaw ached terribly, the hinges feeling like they were about to dislocate, forced wide open to accommodate his monstrous girth. The taste of him was overpowering - a salty, musky tang that coated my tongue and filled my sinuses. I couldn't breathe, my nose pressed tight against his pubic bone, the coarse hair tickling my face. He was so deep that my throat convulsed around the head, the gag reflex rippling spasmodically, which only made him groan and grip my hair tighter. The lack of oxygen made my head swim, stars exploding behind my eyelids, turning the whole experience into a blurry, euphoric haze of submission where I was nothing but a conduit for their lust.

The sudden, rough withdrawal of Malik’s cock left me feeling hollow, my gaping hole clenching desperately around empty air, but the respite was brief. Strong hands flipped me over onto my back, and I was staring up at the ceiling, my legs spread wide and lifted by Marcus and Darnell. The position was obscene, my ass fully exposed and vulnerable.

"Time to really open you up," Marcus growled. He lay down on the bed, pulling me on top of him, his thick, dark cock already standing at attention. I sank down onto him, the stretch familiar and filling, until he was buried to the hilt. But before I could adjust, Darnell was climbing onto the bed behind me.

"Wait... both?" I managed to squeak, my eyes going wide, but the words were cut off as Darnell spat on my already stuffed hole and pressed his cock against the tight ring of muscle next to Marcus's. The pressure was immense, a burning, tearing sensation that made me sob out loud. With a grunt of exertion, Darnell forced his way in. I screamed, the sound muffled instantly as Andre grabbed the back of my head and slammed his cock back into my open mouth.

The sensation was a white-hot impalement that felt impossible, as if my body were being torn apart and remade in a single instant. I felt like a piece of meat being speared on two iron pokers, the friction between the two massive shafts inside me creating a agonizing, swollen pressure that threatened to split me in two. Every breath was a struggle, my stomach distended slightly from the sheer volume of black meat stuffing my insides. I was so incredibly full, a human vessel overflowing with their dominance.

My hands were working frantically on Jalen and Malik, my fingers slippery with pre-come and sweat. Their cocks felt like heated stones in my grip, pulsing with a life of their own, demanding my attention. I was servicing five big black cocks simultaneously, a realization that crashed over me with a wave of humiliating euphoria. The contrast was stark and undeniable - my pale, smooth, hairless skin was flush against their dark, muscular, sweating bodies. I was a plaything, a delicate white sissy overwhelmed by superior black masculinity.

Andre wasn't content to just let me adjust. With my hands occupied, he took total control of my throat. He gripped the sides of my head, holding me like a bowling ball, and began to fuck my face with ruthless abandon. "That's it, choke on it, white boy," he grunted, driving his hips forward. His heavy, cum-filled balls slapped against my nose, cutting off my air completely. The lack of oxygen combined with the brutal stretch of the double penetration sent me into a dizzying, spiral of subspace. My throat muscles spasmed around his thick shaft, gagging and convulsing, but he just used the tightness to get himself off deeper.

Every thrust was a physical reminder of my place in this new hierarchy. Marcus and Darnell moved in a grinding rhythm, their thick shafts rubbing together inside my stretched-out channel, creating a friction that burned so good it made my toes curl. I could feel every ridge and vein of them, two massive engines of destruction pistoning into me, rearranging my insides to fit their collective shape. The wet, slapping sound of their hips against my ass cheeks was deafening, a lewd applause for my total degradation. My own cock, limp and ignored, was twitching and leaking against my stomach, pathetic and useless compared to the weapons of war destroying my backside.

My mind, fogged by drugs and endorphins, fixated on the sheer visual and tactile dominance of it all. Looking down, all I could see was a wall of dark, glistening muscle - Marcus’s ripped abs beneath me, Darnell’s powerful hands gripping my thighs, Andre’s heavy sack smacking against my chin. The contrast of my pale, freckled skin against their rich, ebony complexions was stark and undeniable. I was being conquered, colonized by their sheer size and virility. The thought that these five powerful black men were using my small, white body for their pleasure, passing me around like a party favor, sent a jolt of submissive electricity through my veins. I wasn't just a person anymore; I was a symbol of their conquest, a receptacle for their lust.

The pressure inside me built to a fever pitch. I was moaning constantly now, a high-pitched, whorish sound that vibrated around Andre’s cock. The air in the room was thick with the smell of sex - sweat, musk, and the metallic tang of pre-cum. Jalen and Malik were thrusting into my hands, fucking my fingers like they were second-rate cunts, grunting in satisfaction as my grip tightened involuntarily whenever Marcus or Darnell hit a particularly deep spot. I was drowning in them, surrounded by a sea of black masculinity that offered no escape and no mercy. I didn't want an escape. I wanted to drown in it, to be filled so completely that there was no room left for "Eliot" - only "Ellie," the broken, begging white slut who lived to serve them.

When Marcus and Darnell finally pulled out, my ass felt like a gaping, ruined chasm, clenching desperately around nothing. But before I could even whimper at the loss, Andre was there. He pushed the others aside with an air of supremacy, rolling me onto my stomach and dragging my hips up so my ass was presented high in the air.

"Alright, princess," Andre’s voice was a low rumble of authority. "You’ve had the appetizers. Now it’s time for the main course."

He didn't give me time to prepare. I felt the massive, blunt head of his cock press against my swollen, overused hole. Even after taking two at once, the sheer size of him was terrifying. He was longer and thicker than any of the others, a heavy black monolith of flesh that felt like it belonged on a horse, not a man. He pushed forward, and the burn was instantaneous, a searing heat that ripped a scream from my throat.

My fingers dug helplessly into the carpet as Andre fed me inch after thick, unrelenting inch. The stretch was absolute, a heavy, dragging pressure that forced my body to conform to his shape. Every vein on his shaft felt like a ridge of iron dragging against my insides, and I swear I could feel him in my stomach. He didn't stop until he was balls-deep, his hips flush against my ass, grounding me with the full weight of his dominance. The contrast of his dark, powerful thighs against the backs of my pale, trembling legs was stark, a visual testament to the conquest taking place. I felt impaled, speared on the biggest cock I had ever seen, my body nothing more than a sheath for his weapon.

He began to move, and my mind fractured. The rhythm was slow but devastating, each withdrawal dragging my insides out before the powerful thrust slammed them back in. The wet slap of his skin against mine echoed into the crowd watching around us. Then, he changed the angle slightly, driving his cock upward, and something broke inside me. A blinding shockwave of electricity shot up my spine, bypassing the pain and exploding into pure, white-hot ecstasy. I gasped, my eyes rolling back in my head as he relentlessly hammered against that spot, sending waves of pleasure so intense they felt like pain crashing over me. My ignored cock twitched violently against my stomach, but I didn't need it to touch anything. I was cumming from my ass.

My vision went white, and my entire body seized up, shaking uncontrollably as I experienced my first sissygasm. A high-pitched, broken wail tore from my throat as waves of euphoria washed over me, my asshole clamping down rhythmically around Andre’s pistoning shaft. I spurted thick, watery streams of cum all over the floor beneath me without ever being touched, a purely submissive release triggered by the superior black cock destroying my prostate. The pleasure was humiliating and total, rewriting my understanding of my own body. Andre didn't stop, riding out my spasms, grunting in satisfaction as he felt my gape tighten around him, knowing he had just fucked me into a state of permanent bliss.

I collapsed into the warm, sticky puddle I’d made on the floor, my body convulsing with the aftershocks of the orgasm. I felt completely shattered, a used-up ragdoll lying amidst the heavy bass of the music and the musky scent of sex. But Andre wasn't finished with me. His grip on my hips tightened like a vice, holding my limp form in place as he chased his own release. He began to pound into me with renewed ferocity, his heavy balls slapping against my skin with a rhythm that sounded like applause. My inner walls were raw and hypersensitive, every thrust sending a jolt of overstimulation through my nervous system, but I didn't pull away. I couldn't. I was just a vessel for his pleasure, a hole to be used until he was satisfied.

With a guttural roar that seemed to shake the room, Andre slammed forward one last time, burying himself to the hilt. I felt his massive cock throb and pulse deep inside my gut as he emptied his load, coating my insides with thick, hot ribbons of cum. The sensation was overwhelming - a feeling of being filled, marked, and claimed in the most primal way possible. He held himself there for a moment, grinding his hips to ensure I took every drop, before finally pulling his softening length out. The sudden emptiness made me gasp, and I felt his release immediately begin to leak out of my gaping, ruined hole, running down my thighs in a humiliating river of evidence.

Andre moved aside, his work finished, leaving me sprawled on the floor with my ass in the air, leaking his massive load. But there was no time to rest. I was immediately pulled back onto the bed by eager hands. Jalen was the first to step up, sliding his thick cock into my sloppy, cum-filled entrance. The wetness made a lewd, sucking sound as he entered me, my body offering no resistance, just a warm, slick sheath for his pleasure. He pounded into me with desperate urgency, and within minutes, he grunted, burying himself deep as he added his own hot contribution to the cocktail inside me.

Marcus was next. He flipped me onto my side, lifting one leg to gain better access. He seemed to enjoy the mess, commenting on how I was a "perfect cumdump" now. He fucked me hard and fast, his balls slapping against the cum that was already leaking out of me. When he came, he pressed in deep, and I felt the throb of his release, another thick surge of heat painting my insides. Then Darnell took his turn, using me while I lay on my back, legs spread wide like the slut I had become. He stared down into my glazed, eyes, relishing the look of total defeat on my face as he unloaded inside me, marking conquered territory once again.

By the time the fourth man had finished, I felt heavy, my stomach bloated and distended with the volume of their seed. It was a strange, overwhelming sensation - a liquid weight sloshing around inside me, filling every available inch of my colon. I could feel it, a deep, visceral fullness that was impossible to ignore. I wasn't just full; I was *overfull*. My insides felt bathed in their essence, my own biology drowned out by the sheer volume of superior black seed they had pumped into me. I lay there, breathing shallowly, feeling the heat of their combined loads radiating through my core.

Malik stepped up as the final act, the heavy silence of the room broken only by the wet sound of the seed already inside me shifting as I tried to breathe. He looked down at me with a possessive sneer, knowing he was sealing my fate. "Look at you," he mocked, positioning his massive, dark cock at my entrance, which was now practically a waterfall of white cum. "You're practically bursting with us already, ain't you?" He didn't wait for an answer. He thrust in, and the sheer volume of fluid inside me squelched loudly, displaced by his size and forced to leak out around his shaft in thick, rivulets down my thighs. The resistance was nonexistent, replaced by a slick, pulsing feeling like I was being churned, the others' loads acting as lubrication for his conquering rod.

He fucked me with a slow, deliberate grind, seemingly intent on ensuring his load was the deepest of all. With every thrust, I felt the ocean of sperm inside me slosh and surge, pressing against my stomach walls, distending me further. The sensation was intoxicatingly humiliating; my insides had been transformed into a reservoir for their virility, a vessel for their dominance. I felt used in a way that went far beyond the physical - it was a biological rewriting. The heat was intense, a feverish warmth that spread from my core to my extremities, making me lightheaded and euphoric. I was just a container now, a soft, pale receptacle for the hard, black masculinity that had claimed me.

When Malik finally grunted and hilted himself, I felt his cock jump violently against my stretched walls. He released a massive, thick torrent of cum that seemed to go on forever, adding to the heavy pool already filling me. It felt as if his seed was forcing its way past the others, claiming the deepest, most private parts of me. When he finally pulled out, a thick stream of their combined release immediately poured out of my gaping hole, pooling on the floor beneath me. But despite the mess, I still felt incredibly heavy inside, my stomach visibly taut from the sheer volume they had pumped into me. I lay there, limp and gasping, feeling the foreign warmth of five superior black loads swimming inside my belly, replacing my own identity with theirs, leaving me forever marked as their property.

I lay there in a haze of spent adrenaline and exhaustion, my body feeling less like flesh and bone and more like a used vessel. The room was spinning, but my focus had shrunk down to a singular point: the feeling inside my stomach. It was so heavy, a profound, liquid weight that was not my own. I felt bloated with it, my insides churning with the thick, potent cocktail of virility they had pumped into me. My biology was screaming at me, trying to assert itself, but it was drowning.

The sensation was overwhelming - a hot, foreign tide rising within me. It felt as though every drop of my own white blood, my own DNA, was being pushed back, displaced by the sheer volume of superior black seed now occupying my core. It was a physical replacement. I could feel the heat of it, distinct and separate from my own body heat, baking me from the inside out. My insides were no longer mine; they were a reservoir for them, a warm, wet testament to their conquest. I felt utterly colonized, my very biology rewritten by the flood of cum filling my gut. The thought of myself as Eliot was slipping away, washed out by the tide. I was just a receptacle, a cum-dumpster designed to hold their essence.

The ceiling fan above began to blur, the edges of my vision darkening as my brain started to shut down from the intensity of the experience. I stared at the white ceiling, but I didn't see it. I only felt the pressure inside me, the sloshing of their loads. The fullness was a drug, a heavy, comforting blanket that smothered my identity. I wasn't a person anymore; I was a thing. A thing to be filled and used. The men were just shadows now, their laughter distant and echoing, fading into the background as the buzzing in my ears grew louder.


Chapter 5: Owned




Consciousness returned to me in slow, jagged fragments, like a camera lens struggling to focus through a thick layer of fog. My head throbbed with a dull, rhythmic ache, and my mouth felt like it was stuffed with cotton. The first thing that registered was the light - a harsh, invasive stream of sunlight cutting across a room I didn't recognize. I blinked rapidly, my eyelids feeling heavy and crusty, trying to piece together where I was.

Panic set in as the numbness of sleep wore off, replaced by a confusing array of sensations. I tried to sit up, but my body protested. My ass throbbed with a deep, sore ache, a relentless reminder of the abuse it had endured. My stomach felt... wrong. Heavy and distended, sloshing slightly with the movement, and my skin felt tacky and gross, dried fluids flaking off my thighs. I looked down, expecting to see my own t-shirt and boxers.

Instead, my eyes locked onto a flash of garish red and white. I was wearing the cheerleading uniform. The tight, shell top constricted my chest, the fabric stiff and unfamiliar against my skin, while the pleated micro-skirt was flipped up around my waist, leaving me exposed. I stared at the outfit, my brain sluggish to connect the dots. Why was I wearing this? It wasn't a costume I had chosen for a joke; it felt permanent, like a second skin that had been sewn onto me.

Then, the memories tried to surface, but they were distorted, like watching a warped film through a kaleidoscope. Flashbulbs of sensation sparked in my mind - the overwhelming scent of musk and sweat, the feeling of being stretched beyond my limits, the sound of skin slapping against skin in a rhythm that had taken over my world. I remembered Andre, his smirk, the way he had looked at me like I was a piece of meat. I remembered being on my knees, the taste of... no, I couldn't grasp it. The images were slippery, fragmented by the alcohol and whatever else they had given me. I recalled a distinct feeling of fullness, of being pumped so full of liquid that I thought I might burst, but the specific faces and voices were blurred, drowned out by a high-pitched ringing in my ears. I remembered feeling used, degraded, and terrifyingly, blissfully happy about it. The shame was there, but it was distant, muted by the lingering chemical haze and the overwhelming soreness that seemed to ground me in this new reality. I wasn't Eliot waking up in a strange bed; I was a thing that had been used and discarded, left to wake up in the aftermath of a storm I couldn't fully remember.

I shifted my legs, trying to find a more comfortable position, but a strange, restrictive tugging sensation stopped me cold. It was a focused tightness centered right on my groin, distinct from the general ache of the rest of my body. Confused, I lifted the hem of the short cheer skirt to look at myself, my heart hammering a frantic rhythm against my ribs.

What I saw made my breath catch in my throat. My cock was gone. Or rather, it was imprisoned. A sleek, small device made of hot pink silicone encased my manhood completely. It wasn't just a cage; it was tiny. My entire package was compressed into a miniature, nub-like protrusion, barely the size of a large marble. The plastic tube was so small it forced my shaft inward, hiding whatever length I might have had left and leaving only a smooth, rounded little bump at the end. A small brass lock dangled from the base, nestled tightly against my smooth, hairless skin, the final seal on my containment.

I reached down with trembling fingers, touching the cool plastic. It was a shock to my system - the visual proof that I was no longer a man in any conventional sense. The pink color mocked me, screaming "girl" and "sissy" in the silence of the room. There was no way to get an erection inside that thing; the space was simply nonexistent. My attempts to harden would be crushed immediately by the unyielding walls of the pink nub. I wasn't just locked up; I was redesigned. The message was brutal and undeniable: my pleasure didn't matter. My clit was irrelevant. I was property, kept under lock and key until my owners decided otherwise.

A sharp, stinging throb radiated from my right butt cheek, cutting through the fog in my brain like a hot knife. It was different from the deep muscular ache of the gangbang - this was a surface burn, fresh and raw. Wincing, I shifted my weight, trying to alleviate the pressure, but the contact of the sheets against the tender area sent a fresh jolt of pain through me. It felt like a severe sunburn, tight and heated to the touch. Driven by a confused curiosity, I twisted my body awkwardly, craning my neck to look over my shoulder, struggling to see what had been done to me.

Lifting the short red skirt entirely, I finally saw the source of the agony. There, inked permanently onto my pale white ass cheek, was a stark, black design: a stylized letter 'Q' acting as the centerpiece, surrounded by a perfect circle of five black spade symbols. The ink was dark and jagged, standing out violently against my smooth, bruised skin. It was still slightly angry and swollen, the edges red from the fresh needle work. I stared at it in horror, my eyes tracing the circle of spades. It was a brand. A mark of ownership. I didn't understand the specifics yet - why a Q? Why five spades? - but looking at the mark, I felt a sinking dread. I had been labeled. I was no longer just Eliot; I was a canvas for their depravity, marked in a way that I could never hide, a permanent testament to the night my body had been used for their pleasure.

The bedroom door creaked open, the sound cutting through the silence like a gunshot. I flinched, scrambling to pull the cheer skirt down over the QoS brand and the pink cage, but it was useless. The skirt was too short to hide anything. Andre and Malik walked in, looking infuriatingly awake and refreshed. They were dressed casually in sweatpants and hoodies, holding a tray of food and coffee. They stopped at the foot of the bed, their eyes raking over me like hungry predators surveying a fresh kill.

"Well, well, well," Malik drawled, a wide grin spreading across his face as he took in my trembling form. "Look who's finally up from her nap. How's that little pink clit doing this morning? Nice and tight in its new home?"

Andre set his tray down on the dresser and stepped closer to the bed, his presence immediately dominating the space. He leaned over me, blocking out the light, his dark eyes fixating on the hem of my skirt where I was trying to hide. "I think she's confused, Malik," Andre said, his voice a low, amused rumble. "Look at that cute little expression. Like a deer in headlights. You look beautiful, Ellie. The pink plastic really suits your complexion. Makes you look like the proper little sissy you were always meant to be."

Malik stepped closer, his heavy frame blocking out the light as he loomed over me. He reached down, his thick fingers flicking the small pink plastic lock. The sharp *click* echoed in the quiet room.

"This," Malik said, tapping the hard nub, "is for your own good. You see, last night proved that your little white clit has no purpose other than getting in the way. It’s useless, Ellie. It doesn't satisfy anyone. This cage keeps it neat, keeps it tucked away, and most importantly, it keeps you focused." He grinned, his teeth white against his dark skin. "The only pleasure you need to worry about from now on is the pleasure you give us. Your orgasms don't matter. In fact, they're a distraction. This little pink nub is just a reminder that you aren't a man; you're a sissy toy."

Andre moved behind me, his large hands gripping my waist and turning me slightly so I couldn't see him, only feel him. His rough palm traced the fresh, angry ink on my ass cheek, sending a sharp sting through my skin.

"And this masterpiece," Andre continued, his voice dropping to a reverent whisper as his fingers traced the inflamed skin, "this is your true identity, Ellie. You were confused before, wearing those boy clothes and pretending you were something you weren't. But now, you're marked." He pressed down firmly on the tattoo, making me gasp as the pain flared hot and sharp. "The Queen of Spades is a symbol. It tells the world exactly what you are: a white hole exclusively for black use. It means your body is designated property, reserved for superior black kings like us."

Malik stepped up beside him, nodding slowly. "See the five spades surrounding the 'Q'?" Malik asked, his tone mocking and instructional. "Count them, slut. One for every starter on the team. One for every black cock that broke you open last night." He grabbed my chin, forcing my eyes up to meet his. "Each spade represents a breeding. It signifies that you’ve been taken, stretched, and filled by us. You aren't Eliot anymore. You’re a collective possession. That tattoo is a receipt, proving you’ve been serviced by five real men, and that your only purpose now is to serve the team."

My face burned with a mixture of humiliation and a terrifying, undeniable thrill. The weight of their words settled over me, heavy and inescapable. The cage between my legs felt tighter, a constant physical reminder of my inadequacy, while the throbbing ache in my ass cheek served as a permanent brand of their ownership. I looked down at my feminine, hairless body with tiny caged excuse of a penis, and for the first time, I saw exactly what they saw: a pale, soft canvas created solely for their dark, dominant pleasure. I was broken, but as I stood there under their gaze, I realized I didn't want to be fixed.

Andre chuckled darkly, reaching into the bag he’d brought and tossing a bundle of fabric directly onto my chest. It was soft, lightweight, and sheer - completely different from the stiff polyester of the uniform.

"The cheerleading look was hot for the party," Andre said, his eyes glinting with amusement, "but even sluts need a change. Put those on."

I picked up the items with shaking hands, my stomach turning. It was a tiny, scandalously short crop top made of a thin, white material that was practically transparent, and a skirt made of pink plaid that was barely more than a belt. But it was the final item that made me gasp - a pair of sheer, white lace panties with a delicate bow on the waistband.

Malik leaned against the doorframe, crossing his thick arms over his chest as he watched me stare at the garments in horror. "Don't look so surprised, princess," he sneered, his voice dripping with condescension. "Sarah picked those out special for you this morning. She said you looked lonely in just that uniform, so she donated some of her own 'good stuff' from her drawer. She wanted you to have something nice and slutty to wear while you recover from taking all that dick."

The mention of my girlfriend sending me clothes sent a fresh wave of humiliation crashing over me. I held up the white lace panties, the fabric so sheer I could see right through them. They were delicate and feminine, clearly designed for a woman, yet here they were, destined for me. "She... she knows?" I stammered, my voice cracking. I looked up at Andre, searching for a shred of mercy, but found only cold dominance. "She knows what I am?"

"She knows exactly what you are, Ellie - everyone knows" Andre said, his tone leaving no room for argument. He stepped closer, looming over the bed, casting a shadow that seemed to swallow me whole. "She knows you're our little white bitch now. She helped us pick out that cage too, you know. Said it matched your lips. Now, stop stalling. Put the panties on. I want to see how that little pink nub looks against Sarah's lace."

I slid my legs off the bed, the movement making my sore muscles protest, and tentatively picked up the white lace panties. The fabric was impossibly soft, a stark contrast to the rough treatment my body had endured. Bending at the waist, I guided my feet through the leg holes, the elastic whispering against my ankles. As I slid them up my smooth, hairless calves, the sheer material clung to my skin like a second layer of flesh.

Pulling them up over my thighs was a sensory overload. The lace was cool against my overheated skin, delicate and fragile. I drew them up until the waistband snapped snugly against my hips, settling just below the fresh sting of my new tattoo. The sight was perverse and intoxicating: the pristine, feminine white lace framed the small, plastic pink cage perfectly. Through the sheer mesh, the "nub" was clearly visible, trapped and compressed, looking less like male anatomy and more like a decorative, plastic ornament. The back of the panties flossed between my ass cheeks, exposing the bottom of the "Q" and the tops of the black spades.

Next came the pink plaid skirt. It was even smaller than it had looked in my hands. I stepped into it and shimmied it up my legs. It settled dangerously low on my hips, the hemline barely reaching the bottom curve of my buttocks. Every time I moved, the skirt would bounce, threatening to reveal the cage or the lace beneath it. Finally, I pulled on the white crop top. It was tight, squeezing my chest flat, and ended just below my ribs, leaving a wide expanse of pale, smooth stomach exposed between the shirt and the skirt.

"Spin around," Malik commanded, his voice brokering no refusal. "Let us see how Sarah's clothes fit the new team mascot."

I obeyed instantly, the training from the previous night apparently ingrained in my muscle memory. I turned slowly, the short pink skirt flaring out around my thighs, exposing the lace panties beneath. The cool air of the room hit the sheer fabric, doing nothing to hide the pink plastic cage underneath. As I completed the turn, facing them again, I felt a strange heat rising in my chest - not just shame, but a twisted sense of validation. They were looking at me. They were approving of me. I bit my lower lip, my hands instinctively moving to smooth down the skirt, posing in a way that pushed my chest out and accentuated my lack of masculine bulk.

Andre smirked, walking over and running a large, rough hand down my side, tracing the curve of my waist through the thin crop top. "She moves like a natural now, doesn't she?" he said to Malik, his hand gripping my hip possessively. "That fear in her eyes is turning into need. Look at her. She’s desperate for us to tell her she looks good." He leaned in close, his breath hot against my ear. "You look perfect, Ellie. A proper little white slut for us to play with. Sarah knew what she was doing when she brought you along last night. She knows you belong to us now."

Andre’s hand moved from my hip to the back of my neck, his grip firm and possessive, guiding me toward the door. My heart skipped a beat - not out of fear anymore, but with a fluttering, treacherous anticipation. The pink cage pressed against the lace of the panties, a constant, throbbing reminder of my place, while the skirt swished against my thighs, leaving me feeling exposed and raw.

"We've got practice soon," Andre said, his voice low and rough as he shoved the door open, pulling me out into the hallway. "But that doesn't mean the fun stops, Ellie. The team is going to need a way to unwind after a hard workout."

Malik followed close behind, smacking my ass cheek hard, right over the fresh tattoo. The pain shot through me like lightning, mingling with the dull ache of the night before. "You’re the new team water girl," he laughed. "But instead of water, you’re going to be serving up that tight white hole whenever we need a release. And don't worry, Sarah's going to come over too - maybe to cheer you on or maybe to help service our big black cocks."

I stumbled down the hallway, the heels of my bare feet padding softly against the floor, the reality of my new existence settling over me like a heavy, suffocating blanket. The sound of Malik's laughter echoed in my ears, mingling with the dull ache in my jaw and the throbbing of my freshly inked skin. I wasn't anyone's boyfriend anymore; I wasn't even really a man. I was a plaything, a designated hole for their pleasure, dressed in my girlfriend's clothes and marked with their symbol. The terrifying part was that, as Andre's grip tightened on my neck, guiding me toward the living room where the rest of the team was surely waiting, I didn't want to run. I wanted to see what they would do to me next.

As we entered the living room, the air was thick with the smell of sweat and sex. The rest of the starters - Marcus, Darnell, and the others - were lounging on the couches, their eyes lighting up as they took in the sight of me. They didn't see Eliot; they saw a sissy slut in a pink skirt and sheer panties, her small cock locked away in a pink plastic prison. "Look at the little mascot," Marcus jeered, his hand already palming the growing bulge in his sweatpants. "All dressed up and ready to play. Bring that ass over here, Ellie. I've got a load that needs milking before we hit the court."

I walked toward them on shaky legs, the cage biting into my flesh with every step, a constant reminder of my uselessness. As I dropped to my knees in the center of the circle of men, the realization hit me with the force of a blow: this was my life now. There was no escape, no going back to the person I was yesterday. I was property. I was a Queen of Spades. And as the first thick, dark cock was pressed against my lips, I opened my mouth wide, eager to begin my service, my own trapped arousal leaking pathetically against the pink plastic that would never let me find release. The day was just beginning, and I was finally right where I belonged.
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