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Part 1 - Begging For It

Daniel took another swig of beer from the bottle as he leant back against the wall looking around. It was a typical college party. Just like every Friday night he thought. The usual faces acting out the same old dramas to the trendy music. Boring.

Where was Beth? Perhaps he could persuade her to leave early for some one on one time. She should have had a couple of drinks by now and that always thawed her out. He grinned at the thought, scanning the crowd for a familiar blonde head. Maybe if he could get a couple more into her she’d let him do something a little different.

He dismissed a flash of irritation when he didn’t see any sign of her. Typical. Leaving him hanging around bored while she chatted with her friends no doubt. A dark haired girl with a lock of hair dyed red caught his attention as he continued scanning the crowd. She was wearing all black clothing and heavy makeup that made her stand out from this particular crowd. Obviously a Goth Daniel thought dismissively. But a looker even so. She was standing off to one side, not shunned, but somehow isolated from the party itself.

She looked up and he found himself staring directly into her eyes. She seemed to be challenging him. He pulled his gaze away, dismissing the nagging feeling that he was backing down from something. Where was Beth anyway? She had wandered off to find her friends ages ago.

The girl was getting a little too full of herself. Definitely time to remind her that there were plenty of other girls who would love to please him. He shifted his stance slightly as his cock began to stir at the thought of making Beth whimper and beg for ignoring him like this. Once he got her started she turned into a complete slut. Just the way he liked it. Yeah she was definitely going to have to do something special for him tonight.

He looked back at the party, wondering which of girls he should turn his attention on. A little bit of jealousy would only make Beth more eager. His eyes were drawn back to the Goth girl. She was not his usual type. He didn’t go in for any of that freaky shit, but there was something about this one. The loose fitting clothing made it hard to tell, but he had the feeling she had a killer body underneath. It might be fun to find out. Hell the way she dressed, she was probably a kinky little slut. Daniel’s cock hardened as he imagined the sort of shit he could do with her. There was bound to be at least one free room upstairs.

Working his way over to the girl, he put on his winning smile. As he drew close she glanced at him and then away again. Daniel fought down the sting of irritation at her dismissal. You had to charm them first. Once they were hooked, then you could train them.

“I don’t think we’ve met before.” He said, putting as much warmth into his voice as he could. “I’m Daniel.” He reached out his hand.

The dark haired girl turned back towards him. Her piercing blue eyes studied him for a moment. A slight smile flickered on her lips; the dark purple lipstick made it a strangely ominous expression.

“Isabella.” She said, her eyes already returning to the party.

Daniel ground his teeth. The stuck up bitch would pay for the way she was treating him. Forcing the smile back onto his face, he took a moment to study Isabella up close. She was a skinny thing, but as he had guessed, there were some nice curves hidden under her loose fitting clothing. He wondered briefly what her ass would look like on her hands and knees in a thong.

When his eyes reached Isabella’s face, he found her watching him, her eyebrow arched in query. Daniel flashed a grin that had won over plenty of girls; she didn’t so much as crack a smile. Frigid bitch. She wouldn’t be so cool when stuck it up her ass. His cock stirred again. Beth always said no to that, but this Goth chick would beg for it before he was done.

“You’re wasting your time you know.” She said, sounding almost bored.

“Oh?”

“I’m not into guys.”

“Yeah right!”

Isabella turned to stare at him, her lips quirking into a smirking smile.

“I like pussy, not cock.” She said, locking eyes with him.

“You’re a lezzy?” Daniel almost shouted in surprise, then glanced around, suddenly aware that a lot of people were looking in his direction. Isabella smiled mockingly and he felt his cheeks flush with embarrassment.

“I bet I could fix that.” He muttered. Isabella laughed. She reached out and patted his cheek.

“Sweetie, you can’t fuck me straight.”

“You just haven’t had a real man.” He blustered, trying to cover his embarrassment.

“Oh I’ve had men before. Real men. They all thought they could make me love cock. Now I like to show them who really loves cock.” Isabella smirked. “If you ask very nicely I’ll show you too. I’m sure I have a strapon that will fit.”

Daniel tried to ignore the sound of smothered laughter coming from the crowd of onlookers. Isabella just watched him, an amused look on her face.

“I don’t take it up the ass like some fag bitch!” He hissed. Isabella said nothing, holding his gaze calmly. Daniel spun on his heel ready to leave, only to find himself face to face with the blonde hair and angry blue eyes of Beth.

* * * * *

Beth didn’t say a word to him on the way home. Her silence spoke volumes. He could feel the anger radiating from her. She still hadn’t spoken by the time they went to bed.  Daniel knew he should say something, a few words and she’d be eating out of his hand again. But he was too angry after his encounter with Isabella.

He couldn’t get the girl’s face out of his mind or her voice out of his ears. In the middle of the night he rolled on top of Beth. She didn’t resist. She didn’t do much of anything, but Daniel didn’t care. He was picturing a smirking, dark haired girl as he slammed into Beth’s unresponsive body. Gritting his teeth, he thrust repeatedly, his hard cock on the brink of release. The sound of laughter echoed in his head taking the edge off his pleasure, preventing from reaching relief. He grunted, fucking Beth harder, determined to cum.

Finally her body began to respond to him, her hands moving round to cup his ass. Her encouragement redoubled his efforts, but it couldn’t block the laugher from his mind. Couldn’t blank out the image of people laughing at him. 

Suddenly Beth’s fingers were teasing his asshole, pressing against the puckered opening. With a groan he thrust deep into her pussy, cum spurting from his cock. As he whimpered and panted his release Isabella’s words echoed in his mind.

“If you ask very nicely I’ll show you too. I’m sure I have a strapon that will fit.”

Rolling off Beth, he stared up into the darkness burning with frustration and embarrassment. Why had Beth put her fingers there? He felt the bed move as Beth stood up and walked to the bathroom, but pretended to be asleep.

* * * * *

The silent treatment continued the next day. Beth just lay in bed, barely acknowledging his existence before he left for college. To make matters worse Daniel found that word of his encounter with Isabella had spread quickly around the campus. The stares and laughter that followed him made his palms itch with anger. It would pass, he told himself. There was always something new to gossip about. But the images in his head remained.

Each night, in the dark, he fucked Beth viciously, taking out his frustrations on her compliant body. And each night, just when he was ready to give up in frustration, Beth’s fingers teased his ass until he came.

She never said anything, not to his face anyway. Occasionally out of the corner of his eye he caught a look of what seemed like contempt on her face, but when he turned to her, it was gone.

Daniel came face to face with Isabella again two weeks after the party. He and Beth were on their way home when she walked up and after giving him a brief, dismissive glance, gave Beth a broad smile. The two girls exchanged pointless pleasantries. The two girls exchanged pointless pleasantries while Daniel ground his teeth in fury. His cheeks flamed red with embarrassment as he became aware of the people looking at him. The bitch was obviously rubbing his nose in it.

Daniel glared at the Goth bitch as she stood there chatting. One way or another he would see her naked. Whatever she said, he knew she would moan and beg when he got his cock in her. Isabella finished chatting and made as if to go before glancing back at Daniel, a grin forming on her lips.

“Been thinking about my offer?” She asked. The smile froze on Beth’s face. Daniel clenched and unclenched his fists, not trusting himself to say a word.

“I saw you looking at me.” Isabella continued. “And since you know I’m not interested in you fucking me, that can only mean you’re thinking about me fucking you.”

Daniel glared at her in fury; he could hear the stifled laughter from the onlookers. Grabbing Beth’s hand, he dragged her away.

* * * * *

Daniel didn’t wait for darkness that night. He pressed Beth against the door as she turned from locking it. His hands moved quickly to squeeze her breasts roughly as he pressed his swollen dick against her.

Beth made no effort to help or hinder him as he groped her body. Daniel’s eager fingers found her nipples and pinched them hard, causing her to flinch, but she offered no resistance. He had trained her well. Leaning in to her, he licked and sucked on her neck, his cock rubbing against her through his clothes.

“So were you thinking about it?” Beth spoke suddenly. Surprised, Daniel pulled back to look at her.

“What?” He panted. His question somehow giving her confidence, Beth’s hand snaked down to cup his crotch, tweaking his hard cock.

“Something got you worked up.” She said. “Was it Isabella? Is that what you think about at night when you fuck me? Are you picturing her dildo in your ass when you cum?”

Daniel slapped her cheek hard. Beth glared at him for a moment before yanking the door open and walking out. He slammed the door behind her then, reaching down, he unzipped himself and grasped his eager cock, squeezing hard.  The bitch would be back, she didn’t have anywhere else to go. His hand worked up and down his shaft. As he shot his cum onto the door all he could see was Isabella’s smile.

* * * * *

Beth didn’t come back. He saw her in classes, but she never looked at him. Any time he approached her, she refused to acknowledge him at all. Rather than increase his humiliation, Daniel decided to ignore her too. 

And with his source of easy release removed, suddenly Isabella was everywhere he went. Always looking at him. Always smirking. And each night he went home and jerked his cock until he came.

It was another week before Isabella approached him again.

“Just say please.” Was all she said as she handed him a scrap of paper. Before he could think of anything to say, she turned and walked away from him.

That night as he feverishly pumped his cock, the slip of paper lay on the bed next to him.

* * * * *

The note was simple enough. 5 PM tomorrow. That’s all it said. It could have meant anything, but he knew exactly what it meant. What he didn’t know was why he was standing outside Isabella’s apartment. He’d already known where she lived of course. He knew every class she took and what her shifts were at her work.

He wasn’t gay.  Whatever Beth had claimed, he wanted pussy, not cock. And yet, he couldn’t get Isabella out of his head. He could turn around and walk away right now. He should walk away. But he wasn’t going to.

He rang the bell and fidgeted as he waited for Isabella to answer. He was in the middle of pressing the button again when the door swung open.  Isabella didn’t seem in the least surprised to see him. Stepping aside wordlessly, she ushered him into her apartment and closed the door.

“Well?” She said turning to face him.

Daniel licked his lips, finding himself speechless. A touch of irritation showed on Isabella’s face. Daniel stared at her; she was wearing a t-shirt and jeans. She didn’t seem dressed for this. Had he misunderstood?

“We both know what you’re here for.” She said. “All you have to do is ask for it. If you can’t do that then leave.”

“Please.” Daniel muttered, glancing out the window. Isabella snorted.

“If you want me to do you a favor, you’ll need to ask better than that. Otherwise, you know where the door is.”

Daniel ground his teeth in irritation, but he needed to do this. He had to get this… thing… out of his system. Just this once and no one would know. Forcing himself, daring her to make any more smart comments, he looked directly into her piercing blue eyes. The eyes that had haunted his thoughts for weeks.

“Please will you fuck me?” He asked, his cheeks heating with embarrassment.  Isabella laughed.

“Well since you ask so nicely. Strip off your clothes, I’ll be right back.” Turning she walked out the room, leaving Daniel standing there uncertainly.  Not knowing what else to do, he pulled off his shirt and pulled down his pants.  He stopped when he was down to his boxers, finding himself increasingly uncomfortable and exposed.

Long minutes later, Isabella returned. Daniel couldn’t hide his disappointment to see that she was still wearing her t-shirt and jeans. It took him a moment before he realized there was one change to her outfit. He stared at the thick black dildo that thrust out from her crotch.

Isabella studied him as she smeared lubricant along the black shaft of her dildo in a disturbing parody of masturbation.

“You’re wearing clothes.” Daniel said.

“So are you.” Isabella continued to stroke her dildo, coating it with the shiny lubricant, making it gleam obscenely. She sighed, walking closer to him, the strapon wagging as she moved. “You asked me to fuck you. I’m ready, you’re not. You’re wasting my time.”

Daniel stared at her, mouth open, burning with humiliation. She acted as though she was doing him a huge favor. Girls had fought to get his attention and this bitch acted like he was a chore.  Isabella walked right up to him, her fake cock jutting out at him; he couldn’t take his eyes off it.

“I can see you want it.” She thrust her hips, poking the tent in his boxers with her strapon. Daniel felt his cock twitch as she teased him. “Strip.” She said. It was a command.

Daniel hastily pulled his boxers down and kicked them aside. He stood naked in front of her feeling extremely exposed and helpless. Isabella looked down for a moment, and then smirked.

“Looks like mine’s bigger huh?” She laughed. “On your hands and knees. Hurry up; I have plans for this evening.”

Daniel sank down to his knees before her, his feelings of vulnerability increasing as she towered over him. Isabella sighed in obvious frustration.

“Other way round. I’m going to fuck your ass, if you want to suck a dick you’ll have to go ask someone else.”

“I’m not gay.” Daniel muttered turning around so he was facing away from her. Isabella laughed. “Whatever you say honey.” Her voice dripped with sarcasm.

Daniel gasped as a cold finger touched his ass.

“Relax, it’s just some lube. You’re going to need it.” Isabella advised. Daniel closed his eyes. He had to do this. Just this once. Had to get this out of his system then he could put his life back together, get back with Beth.

Isabella’s hands moved to grip his hips and he felt the head of her fake cock nestle between his ass cheeks.

“Ready?” She asked. Daniel bit his lip feeling her press the head against him. “Say it.” She barked.

“Please.” Daniel gasped, burning with shame at his weakness.

He grunted as he felt the dildo push slowly into him, going deeper and deeper, how long was it? He felt his cock twitch and harden further as Isabella took his ass.

Finally she stopped and Daniel realized with a mixture of relief and horror that he had the whole length of her strapon inside him. A soft moan slipped from his lips. His cock was throbbing. He waited for her to move.

A door opened and closed. Daniel tried to look around, but Isabella held him in place, firmly impaled on her cock. He rested his head on the floor, his heart pounding in his chest. Footsteps. Who was it? Who would see him like this?

“Hi honey. Enjoying yourself?” Beth’s voice dripped acid. “Oh my god, look at you. I think you took the whole thing. I doubt I could fit it in my cunt and you have it all up your ass. God what a slut.” 

Isabella laughed, jerking her hips slightly, making Daniel twitch and moan. Beth knelt down in front of him. Reaching down she grabbed his hair and pulled his head up, making him look up at her. Her face was a mask of anger.

“So how does it feel huh? Having a cock up your ass?” She spat out the words. Isabella laughed again enjoying the scene that was playing out before her. Daniel shuddered feeling completely helpless and humiliated. Beth’s anger scared him; she was obviously looking for revenge.

“I knew you wanted it from the first time you spoke to her. It was so fucking obvious.” Beth spat. “All you had to do was ask me and I’d have done it for you. But you had to be Mister Macho.” She nodded to Isabella who began to rock her hips back and forward.

Daniel groaned, his already hard cock throbbing and twitching as Isabella began to fuck his ass.

“So how does it feel? I can see you like it.” Beth laughed. “Christ if you could see yourself. On your knees, moaning like a bitch in heat. Still going to tell me you don’t like cock?”

Daniel gritted his teeth, glaring up at Beth as Isabella started to thrust faster, fucking his ass in earnest.

“Baby loves it up the ass doesn’t he?” Beth cooed, her free hand caressing his cheek. Daniel whimpered, his cock was painfully hard, but it seemed like Isabella held back every time he got close.

“Baby needs to cum. Say it. Show us what a fag you are.” Beth hissed. Isabella kept pumping in and out at a steady pace. Daniel shuddered, unable to think clearly, his cock demanding relief.

“I need to cum.” He gasped and Beth laughed triumphantly. 

“Don’t worry you bastard. I paid Isabella good money to make sure you cum.” Daniel stared up at her in confusion.

“What? You thought she was doing this because in some way she wanted you?” Beth sneered. “She’s gay you arrogant fuck. She doesn’t like men!” 

Daniel whimpered as Isabella continued to work his ass, expertly teasing him. His mind was a haze of humiliation and excitement so he couldn’t tell which was which any more.  Beth leaned in closer and he found himself staring at her cleavage as she placed her lips next to his ear.

“That thick cock in your ass… I paid for it to be there.” Daniel gasped as Isabella thrust harder into him.

“She does seem to be enjoying herself though. But then so am I, watching you squirm and pant like a bitch in heat. You shouldn’t have hit me Danny.”

Isabella’s fingers dug into Daniels hips as she thrust into him faster, using him, fucking him ruthlessly. Beth laughed.

“And you love it don’t you.” Reaching down, Beth wrapped her hand around his throbbing cock. Daniel gritted his teeth trying to resist her teasing. “You should see yourself, sweating, panting, and squealing.” She squeezed his cock and he groaned in painful pleasure. “You must need to cum so bad now. Do you baby?” She cooed.

“Yes.” Daniel gasped, the last shreds of dignity lost. Beth smiled triumphantly.

“Isabella can make you cum. She’s very good with that dildo. I should know.” Beth smirked. “Course I didn’t take it in the ass. I’m not that big a slut.”

Daniel groaned, shuddering as Isabella continued to use his ass. His mind struggled to understand what Beth was saying, overpowered by the sensations of his body.

“You can cum Daniel. Any time you want.  All you have to do is say one word. Look at me Daniel.”

Daniel raised his head to look up at his ex-girlfriend. She was still kneeling in front of him, her eyes bright with triumph. In one hand she held a video camera. He shuddered in humiliation, realizing that there were images of him being used like this, of the way his body was betraying him. Beth laughed.

“Oh no sweetie. I haven’t turned this on yet.” She gestured with the camera. “But I will. As soon as you’re ready to squirt, I’m going to capture the whole thing.” She grinned. “All you have to do is say the word and I’ll record you taking it up the ass like some slut fagboy.”

All of a sudden Isabella stopped moving. Daniel almost screamed in frustration, caught on the verge of release.

“Awww. Poor baby!” Beth sneered. “So close. You were almost there weren’t you? Just answer one question. One word and its all over. Are you ready?”

Daniel nodded, defeated; his body couldn’t take any more of this teasing. He didn’t even care about the camera, he just had to cum. Beth grinned in triumph.

“Tell me baby. Do you like to take it up the ass?” She sneered.

“Yessss.” Daniel gasped, dominated and humiliated, unable to resist any further. Beth laughed, pointing the camera directly at him and switching it on. 

At the same time, Isabella thrust hard and deep into his ass. Daniel groaned. Beth stood up; keeping the camera trained on him as Isabella slammed her fake cock into him again and again, making him gasp and squeal. Beth walked around filming him from all sides, he knew that the footage would be damning. There would be no doubt what was happening and who it was happening to.

Suddenly he was cumming. Beth laughed, keeping the camera pointed right at him as cum spurted from his swollen cock. Exhausted, Daniel slumped forward, his cheek landing in his own cum.  Beth knelt down and patted his cheek as she turned the camera off.

“Good fagboy.” She whispered. Daniel just moaned, too worn out to do anything.

Isabella unsnapped the harness on her dildo, leaving it embedded in his ass.  Stepping away she looked down at him.

“The fucker won’t hit you again Beth.” She said. “You can keep the dildo, you might need it. This one’s a real cock whore.”  Beth’s laugh was evil.


Part 2 - Begging for More 

The front door closed with an ominous thud and Daniel glanced up nervously, shivering. Beth was already home which meant that Isabella had arrived. Beth had taken even more enjoyment than usual telling him she was coming over. That almost certainly meant another night of sleeping on the sofa and listening to the moans coming from the bedroom. He was sure that Isabella got a kick out of giving Beth so much pleasure in his presence. 

It could be worse though. Lately the girls had taken to tormenting him as part of their foreplay. Thinking about what they did to him, what they made him do, filled him with shame and humiliation. But he was starting to crave the pleasure that came with the torment. 

He could hardly deny it. After all Beth had been building up a library of videos to compliment that first one. And in every single one, she had been sure to capture him begging as his body betrayed him again. 

But that wasn’t why he was shivering. For the last couple of weeks Beth had forbidden him to wear any clothing while he was at home. In her dismissive words: 

“Fuck toys don’t need clothes. Now strip.” 

And he had. Well really, did he have enjoy choice? As ashamed as he was of his weakness giving in to her, if Beth ever showed people her videos he would never live it down. It was something he just couldn’t face. Bad enough that some of the guys were already making jabs about him being pussy whipped because he didn’t chase after skirt all the time the way he used to. Up to now he’d been able to laugh it off. But if they ever saw what Beth did to him. What he begged her to do to him. This time his shiver wasn’t from the cool air. 

It wasn’t all bad after all. On the nights when it was just Beth and him, he could pretend like they were still a normal couple. All he had to do was keep her happy. Sometimes, if he was really good, she would reward him with regular sex. Being naked all the time was kind of a turn on. 

But after she and Isabella had had a few drinks, then Beth started to get inventive. 

“Is he ready?” Daniel heard Isabella ask from the other room. 

“Oh yes.” Beth laughed. 

“You’re sure you want to do this?” 

“Don’t you think he deserves it?” 

Daniel listened to the conversation nervously. Beth had never planned out anything in advance before. What were they going to make him do? His stomach sank, this was going to be a long evening. 

“Dani!” Beth sing-songed. “Get your faggy ass out here.” 

Daniel got down on his hands and knees the way she had instructed him. Beth had made it very clear how she wanted him to behave any time Isabella visited. She seemed to enjoy showing off her control over him. He crawled slowly through to the living room, the carpet rubbing against his knees. Isabella glanced at him as he entered and smirked. He felt his cheeks burn with embarrassment at how submissive and pathetic he must seem to her now. And she had been part of making him this way. 

“You’re turning into such an obedient slut aren’t you?” Isabella teased. 

“Yes Miss.” Daniel nodded his head in agreement.  He had learnt not to antagonize the dark haired girl. Most of the time she was content just to watch what Beth made him do, amused by the whole thing. But when she got angry, she had a vicious streak and Beth had never stopped her, no matter what she thought up. 

“We’re having some guests over tonight.” Beth said, not even looking up from whatever she was doing in the kitchen area. “I expect you to keep them entertained for me. You can do that can’t you Dani?” 

“I’ve always found him very entertaining.” Isabella chuckled at her own joke and Daniel ground his teeth, swallowing the irritation he felt as they talked over him. Then the full weight of what he had just been told sank in. 

“Guests?” He asked his mouth suddenly dry. Beth finally looked at him, her smile cold. Heart sank. 

“Just a few. We’re having a girl’s night in.” 

Daniel closed his eyes, his heart hammering in his chest. Apparently humiliating him in private was no longer enough, they wanted to share his degradation with their friends. Beth moved close to him and whispered in his ear. 

“What’s wrong Dani? Don’t you want to show what a well trained boyfriend you are? Maybe if you ask them nicely they’ll let you perform one of your tricks for them. It’s always fun watching you bounce up and down on a dildo.” 

Daniel trembled as Beth’s hot breath tickled his ear. Her words conjured up graphic images in his mind from one of the games she had played with him. 

“And there it goes.” Isabella mocked, pointing at Daniel’s hardening cock. “You really can’t help yourself can you pig?” 

“No Miss.” Daniel shook his head, hoping that by agreeing he would at least postpone the inevitable humiliation. Isabella watched him for a moment, obviously amused by his discomfort. He fidgeted nervously, reluctant to stare at her, but scared to look away. The awkward moment  The sound of the doorbell made him jump. 

“Answer it.” Beth instructed him. He glanced down at his naked body and then back at her. She just nodded. 

Feeling trapped and helpless, Daniel crawled towards the door. His mind raced looking for some way out of this. He could feel eyes on him and he moved slowly closer towards his humiliation. On reaching the door he paused. Who was it on the other side? He looked up at the door handled then glanced at Beth, wordlessly asking for permission to rise so he could open the door. Beth nodded again. 

He could feel his heart pounding in his chest as he climbed to his feet. His hand grasped the cold metal of the door handle. Steeling himself he yanked the door open and blinked. The girl standing in front of him was horribly familiar. 

“Hello Miss.” He said, falling into the role that Beth had clearly assigned him for the evening.  Karen, his ex-girlfriend Karen, stood there her mouth hanging open in shock. 

“May I take your coat?” Daniel pressed forward, wishing that the floor would open up and swallow him whole. Karen shut her mouth and looked him up and down, agonizingly slowly.  The fought the urge to squirm and cover himself under her gaze. Her look of shock was slowly replaced by amusement at his predicament.  Slipping off her jacket, she handed it to him. 

“Here you go Daniel. Put it somewhere safe, that’s a pet.” She barely smothered the laughter in her voice.  Cheeks burning, he turned to hang up the jacket. 

“You’ve been working out.” Karen said, reaching out and squeezing his ass. She laughed as he flinched at her touch. “You weren’t kidding were you Beth?” There was a tone of awe in her voice as she addressed his current girlfriend.  Daniel’s cheeks flamed with embarrassment. 

But the humiliation was far from over. The ritual of shame was repeated five more times. Beth must have gone to incredible lengths to track down girls he had fucked, including a couple he had done while he was going out with her. And each girl took malicious pleasure in his embarrassment. Of course they all had their reasons to want to get their own back on him. 

* * * * *

“Well, now that we’re all here, let me welcome you to my little party.” Beth announced after Angela, the sixth and final visitor, arrived. “We’ve got drinks, snacks and an ever so willing waiter.” The last statement was greeted by a round of giggles. “Of course all of you know the purpose of this little gathering, but I think it’s time we let Dani in on the secret don’t you?” 

Daniel licked his lips nervously as he watched the group from his position kneeling in the corner. There was a dull ache in his knees, but his mind was pre-occupied with the scene unfolding in front of him. 

“After I had a little chat with each of these girls, I thought it was only fair they had a chance to even the score with you, the way I did. 

with you like I did. But first show them how much better behaved you are these days. Serve my guests their food.” 

Serving the girls was a painful and slow business. Beth wouldn’t let him stand and he couldn’t be on his hands and knees while handing out drinks and food, so he had to shuffle around on his knees to offer people refreshments. Several of the girls took full advantage of his helpless position, to grope or pinch him. To his horror, he felt himself reacting to their abuse and soon his cock was slapping against his stomach as he shuffled around the room. Something that just encouraged further laughter. 

“Stand up Danni.” Beth instructed him and he got reluctantly to his feet conscious that every eye in the room was on him. She beckoned and he walked slowly towards her, eyes downcast. The only person naked in the room he felt incredibly vulnerable and scared to look at anyone’s face. He stopped in front of Beth and waited for further instructions. There was a long, painful silence and he felt his palms sweat. 

“Turn around slowly.” Beth said finally. “Let the look at you, the way you stare at everyone woman you see” 

Trembling with embarrassment, Daniel did has he was told, turning round slowly, exposing his entire body to the group of girls. The silence was broken only by fits of giggling and he felt the hot flush of shame spread down over his body. 

“Very good Danni.” Beth’s voice was rich with pleasure at the control she had over him.  “Now. Show the girls where you like me to fuck you.” She almost spat out the word fuck. Daniel glanced at her in confusion. What did she mean? 

“Reach back and spread.” Beth said with relish. “Show them where you like it.” 

Daniel shuddered. Beth was determined to degrade him any way she could in front of his ex-girlfriends and his stiff cock was giving away the shameful secret of his enjoyment. Reaching back with his hands he cupped his ass cheeks and spread them apart, fully exposing his asshole. The silence was horrifying. 

“Should have guessed he was a fag.” Karen muttered. “He was always whining at me to let him do me up there.” 

“You too?” Another voice, replied. Susan maybe? 

“He forced it in me.” Angela hissed her anger palpable. 

Daniel stared at Beth, unable to look away or even closed his eyes. There was a strange mixture of triumph and anger on her face as she watched him expose himself to these girls. 

“Danni was a little… confused.” She said, not taking her eyes of him. “But he’s learnt the error of his ways. Haven’t you?” 

“Yes.” Daniel mumbled 

“And you’re ready to make it up to these young women aren’t you?” 

Daniel nodded, wondering what more she had in mind for him. She smiled, obviously enjoying his discomfort. 

“Lean over the arm of the sofa.” 

Daniel walked over to the sofa, glancing around nervously. Leaning forward, he bent over the arm, exposing his ass to the audience again. A hand pushed the back of his head until his face was pressed against the cushions. Effectively blindfolded and gagged, he lay their helplessly, wondering what they were about to do to him. 

“Angela, what was it like when Daniel fucked your ass?” Beth asked. 

“It hurt.” Angela said. The anger in her words was almost physical. 

“Why don’t you show Dani just how much it hurt?” Beth suggested. Daniel started to move to protest, but a hand on the small of his back restrained him. His squirming just rubbed his cock against the arm of the sofa, reminding him that despite his embarrassment he was still excited by what was happening. 

He waited nervously, wondering what Angela would do him. Despite his anticipation, he jerked and gasped as a palm cracked against the cheeks of his ass. The other girls laughed as he flinched. The blow wasn’t that hard, but it had a sting to it. Gritting his teeth he resolved not to react any further. 

After hesitating for a moment, Angela struck him again. Then again. The blows got harder as her anger took over. Daniel winced as his ass heated up under the blows, but he didn’t move.   

“Does it hurt?” Beth whispered in his ear. Daniel gritted his teeth; his ass was hot and tender. Beth’s tongue licked his ear. 

Angela finally stopped hitting him. He could hear her panting for breath. She wasn’t used to that sort of physical exertion. Daniel smiled into the cushion in triumph. He had out lasted her. 

“His ass is so red.” Karen said. “It’s got to hurt.” 

“I bet it doesn’t hurt as much as having a dick shoved up your ass.” Isabella snarled. “Let me take turn.” 

Daniel trembled and started to rise again, pushing back against the hand on his back. More hands grabbed hold of him and forced him hard against the arm of the sofa. His struggling did nothing but rub his cockhead against the rough fabric, sending shivers through his body. 

Isabella’s hands softly caressed the hot skin of his ass and he felt himself relax involuntarily. Then her hands were gone and he felt his ass pushing back, searching for them.  Her palm landed with a loud crack on his left ass cheek and he gasped. Her blows were no harder, but they seemed more disciplined, as though she knew exactly where to hit to cause the most pain. 

Daniel squirmed again, but the girls held him fast as Isabella continued to spank him her lows measured and determined. His ass cheeks were hot and stinging now and the pain from the spanking lingered after each strike. Isabella was toying with him, varying the time between blows making him anticipate what was coming. 

“I asked if it hurt.” Beth grabbed his hair and yanked his head up so he was looking into her eyes. 

“Oh my god.” Karen gasped. “He’s crying!” 

The girls crowded in closer laughing as he blinked away tears that he hadn’t even realized were forming. He didn’t have the energy to struggling any more. There were too many hands holding him down. All his brain could focus on was the throbbing pain. Isabella continued to spank him, apparently tireless. 

“Aww, poor little boy. Look at him cry.” Beth mocked, provoking another round of laughter. 

Something inside him broke and he sobbed openly as Isabella struck his heated flesh. His whimpers got no sympathy. 

“Look, he’s humping the sofa.” Susan pointed. Daniel froze. He could feel his erection pressed against the cushions. 

“Please. No more.” He whimpered, hoping to distract them. 

“Stand up.” Beth snapped. Daniel rose as the hands withdrew from his body. He winced, his abused ass protesting. 

“After I heard about the things you did to all of us, I decided to buy you a present.” Beth continued, holding out her hand. Daniel stared at the shiny chrome cage in confusion. Isabella smirked as Beth walked up to him and knelt down. 

“We’ll have to do something about this though first.” She said, flicking his shaft with her fingernail. Daniel groaned in pleasure. Was she finally going to give him some release? Instead though she stood up and walked away. 

Daniel fidgeted nervously, as she left the room and returned moments later with a large cup. She knelt down in front of him and as he watched, raised the cup up under his cock. 

Daniel gasped as his balls descended into the ice cold water. He felt them shrink and retract as the numbness spread, to be replaced seconds later by an almost unbearable pain. Beth smiled in satisfaction holding the cup in place a little longer and he squirmed and whimpered before she finally relented and put the cup down. 

“That’s better.” She said, grasping his now limp cock roughly in her hand. With a merciless efficiency she slid the cage over his soft cock and locked it into place with a padlock. Daniel shivered in horror as he realized what she had just done to him 

“That should take care of you.” Beth almost purred in satisfaction. “Since you can’t seem to control your own cock, I’m going to do it for you!” 

The room was silent again as the watching girls drank in the significance of Beth’s announcement.  The night’s punishments had just moved into an entirely new realm. Daniel’s skin flushed red with shame as the girls stared at his caged cock. 

He shivered though the room was not cold. Rather it was heavy with anger, and sweat and sex. His own excitement had been made visible to all but he realized with horror that he was not the only one aroused by what was playing out. 

“So girls, do you think he’s learned his lesson yet?” Beth asked? It was an obviously rhetorical question. No one wanted to stop now, including Daniel. Not when he had gotten so close to cumming. 

“No.” Angela’s voice was flat. Daniel gazed at her in shock. She couldn’t be holding that big a grudge. She hadn’t protested very loudly when he’d taken her ass.  Sure she was drunk, but still, she hadn’t said no… 

“Hardly.” Susan sounded scornful. 

“It’s just starting to get fun.” Karen added. Daniel trembled he couldn’t believe how much these girls seemed to hate him. 

“Perhaps you’d like to do to him what he did to you?” Isabella suggested slyly. Daniel stared at the familiar shape she was holding in her hands. He felt his cock twitch to life as he remembered the first time she had used that dildo on him. The cold metal of the cock cage pressed against his hardening shaft and he squirmed in discomfort. Isabella smirked at him. 

“What do you say Danni?” Beth teased him. 

Daniel looked around the room. The girls were excited. They wanted to see this, to see him fucked. He looked at Angela. The anger in her eyes made him shiver with fear. She wouldn’t be gentle. He wondered what it would feel like. His cock twitched again and he winced as metal dug into flesh. 

He swallowed his mouth dry. Was he really going to say this? 

“Please.” He whispered. 

“Get on your hands and knees.” Beth was almost gloating in triumph as she forced him to repeat his submission to her in front of all his former conquests. 

He sank down to his knees and scrambled onto all fours. He glanced up nervously at the girls who crowded in around him, making him feel small and weak. Isabella strapped the dildo around Angela’s waist with casual efficiency. He trembled, realizing he had never been this exposed and vulnerable before in his life. 

Beth’s fingers probed him, a lubed finger sliding over and into his asshole. He stifled a moan and the watching girls giggled hesitantly as he squirmed on her finger. 

“Still the eager slut.” Isabella mocked. 

Daniel whimpered as Beth removed her finger. He glanced round, watching her walk round him until she was standing in front of him. She knelt down and lifted his head in her hand, locking eyes with him. 

A soft hand pressed against his waist and cool plastic pressed against his ass. His muscles tensed involuntarily.  But this time the person using the dildo didn’t care. She thrust forward, forcing the cock into him. 

He grunted in pain and tried to pull away. The other girls crowded closer hands grasping him, holding him in place as Angela forced the dildo deeper. Encouraged by his helplessness she pulled back and thrust again. Beth smiled her eyes drinking in the expressions on his face. 

Unable to look away Daniel trembled with humiliation as Angela used his ass. His cock twitched and throbbed, the cruel metal of the cock cage tormenting it and stopping him from hardening fully. Beth just smiled, watching as Angela fucked him. She knew that part of him was enjoying it. 

Finally Angela stopped. He slumped forward, muscles protesting as she pulled out of him. He instinctively thrust backwards, searching for her cock. The girls laughed and he shuddered at his eagerness. His tortured cock demanded attention that it couldn’t get. Maybe now they were done they would release him? 

But it wasn’t over. Beth grabbed his hair and pulled him back up onto his hands and knees. The tip of the plastic cock pressed against his ass again and he moaned as it was forced back in. One after the other each of the girls took turns to fuck him.  Isabella supervised, offering occasional tips.  They made gave no thought to him, clearly reveling in the power they had. Despite their roughness, his cock strained against its cage, leaving him desperate for any sort of relief. 

And all the time Beth watched him. As each girl took their turn she would lean forward to whisper his ear. Taunting him. Calling him an eager fuck slut; a cock hungry fag. Exhausted, teased beyond his limits and barely able to concentrate he found himself almost delirious with humiliation and arousal. He had no idea how long they had been using him; all he could think of was finding some way to cum. 

Finally there was only Karen left. She stared down in disgust at Daniel as he lay whimpering and squirming on the floor. 

“You couldn’t pay me to fuck something that pathetic.” She shook her head. Daniel’s cheeks burned with the humiliation of her rejection. 

“Please.” He whimpered shamed but desperate. 

“What’s wrong Danni?” Beth mocked. “Poor boy didn’t get to cum yet is that it? Do you want to cum Danni?” 

“Please.” Daniel groaned. He knew he was embarrassing himself further, but he was beyond caring. 

“Oh no, I don’t think that’s nearly good enough this time.” Beth smirked. “If you need to cum so bad, I think you should ask more sincerely than that.” Daniel just whimpered. He couldn’t even imagine what more Beth could do to him. “Isabella will make you cum. Remember how good she is at that? But only if you kiss Karen’s ass.” 

Daniel swallowed, his mouth dry. Karen seemed amused by this latest humiliation. She turned around and pulled her skirt up exposing her thong. Daniel watched as she backed towards him, wiggling her ass teasingly. Daniel struggled up to his knees and press his lips to her smooth ass cheek. One final humiliation. But Karen reached back and pulled her thong to one side. 

“Oh I think you can do better than that.” She said. The girls laughed. 

Daniel’s tongue moved slowly across the crack of her ass. As he did so, he felt a finger probe his ass. Karen giggled as his tongue rimmed her, teasing her asshole. He squirmed, pushing back against the finger as it invaded him. 

Satisfied with her revenge, Karen stepped away and turned round to watch as Isabella expertly massaged his prostate. He whimpered in protest as his abused cock twitched, still unable to harden. As the girls watched and giggles, Isabella’s teased him making him writhe helplessly. 

“Please.” He gasped, looking to Beth for release. She had her video camera out again and was filming this new humiliation. “Please.” He whispered again, but she just shook her head. 

He groaned in despair as cum seeped from his soft cock. 
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