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______________________________________________________________________

I walked through the doors of my brand new college. This was it… I finally made it.

My hand tightened around the strap of my backpack as my knees rattled. This was all so overwhelming.

Like a newborn deer, I walked into the university… and into my new life.

Or so I thought.

My heart fell into my stomach as I locked eyes with Hayes. The man grinned, his arms around the shoulder of Hannah — the girl I loved.

Hayes made my life miserable in highschool, and now that we were in university I knew that it would only get worse.

Hayes whispered something into Hannah’s ear. The blonde turned her head, giggling as Hayne no doubt was talking shit about me.

Hayes was the star quarterback of our highschool, and already as a freshman in college, he was all but guaranteed the spot of starting on the football team. He was everything I wasn’t — and I hated it.

I put my head down, hiding in the stream of students as I rushed to my locker, still hearing Hayes and Hannah giggling behind me.

I fumbled with my locker combination, hands shaking. I could still hear Hayes and Hannah giggling behind me. Finally, the lock clicked open. I started shoving books inside, trying to calm my racing heart. Suddenly, a large hand slammed my locker shut. I jumped back, startled.

“Hey Sammy… Looks like you didn’t grow an inch over the summer.” Hayes chuckled, running his fingers through his brown hair.

Blush filled my cheeks as he stepped forward. Hayes was a full foot taller than me and strong enough to fold me in half. I couldn’t fight back even if I wanted to.

“Hannah over there was saying that you looked different… Somehow even girlier than before.” He laughed.

The blush on my cheeks seared — putting the sun to shame. Everyone knew I liked Hannah, I had asked her out years ago — of course she said no, and ever since Hayes has been using my crush as ammunition to humiliate me.

“You let your hair grow out — it’s almost as long as hers.” He smirked. “Just because she won’t date you doesn’t mean that you have to try and look like her.”

My jaw set, heart racing. “I… I’m not trying to look like her…” I whimpered, my voice hardly louder than a whisper.

Hayes just laughed, his muscles bulging out of his letterman jacket and the scent of his spiced cologne filled my nose as he walked away — still laughing.

He loved to humiliate me — and I was too much of a coward to ever say anything back… But that was about to change.

This year I’d hit the gym and re-invent myself. By the end of the semester, I’d be a whole new man.

***************

I pushed the locker room doors open, a strange confidence burning in me. I was ready to become a brand new person and become a gym rat — no more being a loser.

But as I stepped inside, my eyes fell again to Hayes.

He had a towel around his waist, having just walked out of the showers as the droplets ran down his chiseled figure.

It was like he was following me around like the plague.

The gym locker room was completely empty except for the two of us, but his aura dominated mine.

I whimpered, frozen by the door — too afraid to so much as breathe.

Despite that, Hayes turned his head. His smile grew.

“Well damn. What are you doing in here?” He chuckled, holding his towel around his waist. “The girl’s locker room is across the hall.”

I gulped nervously, knees rattling as I felt the locker room close in around me. My gym bag slipped off my shoulder, slamming against the tile floor.

“Actually, I’m glad you’re here. I have something for you.” He chuckled deeply, turning to his locker. I gulped nervously as he reached in, grabbing a tiny pink skirt. “Hannah asked me to bring her this for her cheerleader class — but frankly, I think it’ll look better on you.” He smirked, tossing the dainty skirt onto the floor by my feet.

“Well?” He chuckled. “What are you waiting for?”

I quivered, air refusing to fill my lungs as I stared at the tiny miniskirt on the floor.

He was trying to humiliate me — but for some reason, I found myself reaching down for the skirt. My hand moved as if with a mind of its own.

My fingers trembled as I picked up the skirt. The fabric was silky smooth, cool to the touch. I ran my thumb over the pleats, mesmerized by how the light caught the shimmering pink material.

"That's it, princess. I bet you're dying to try it on, aren't you?" Hayes taunted.

I knew I should drop it and run away. But I couldn't stop staring at the skirt, imagining how it would feel against my skin. A strange warmth spread through my body.

"Don't be shy now. Strip down and put it on," Hayes urged. "Since you want to copy Hannah, show me what a pretty little girl you can be."

My cheeks burned with shame, but I found myself slowly pulling off my t-shirt, tossing the fabric onto the ground. My heart was racing, visible under my chest as my breath hitched. I moved onto my pants, yanking them down and leaving me in just my underwear.

“Go on… Hannah likes to go commando — which means those boxers need to go as well.” Hayes smirked, eyeing my bulge under the fabric of my boxers.

I whimpered. This was so dirty. But then why was I getting so hard? The mere image of me in this skirt, humiliated and sissified by Hayes of all people was turning me on so fucking much.

My fingers trembled as I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my boxers. I paused, heart pounding. Hayes raised an eyebrow impatiently. Squeezing my eyes shut, I yanked the boxers down in one quick motion. Cool air hit my exposed skin as my semi-hard cock sprang free, bouncing slightly. It was about 5 inches long and already throbbing under Hayes' intense gaze.

I stood there naked and vulnerable, face burning with shame. But there was also an undeniable thrill coursing through me. My cock twitched, growing harder by the second as Hayes looked me up and down hungrily.

"Well well, looks like someone's excited. I bet you love being humiliated by a real man, don’t you?" Hayes smirked. He licked his lips slowly, eyes locked on my stiffening member. "Be a good girl now and put on that pretty skirt for me."

His words echoed in my head like a command that I couldn’t refuse… and at this point, I wouldn’t want to.

With shaking hands, I picked up the skirt and stepped into it. The silky fabric slid sensually up my smooth legs as I pulled it into place. It barely covered my ass, the hem brushing teasingly against my upper thighs. My hard cock tented the front obscenely.

Hayes groaned, his own cock hardening under his towel. I gulped nervously, unable to tear my eyes off his tenting bulge.

I was… actually turning him on?

"Give us a little twirl, princess," Hayes commanded. I obeyed, spinning in a slow circle. The skirt flared out, giving Hayes a glimpse of my bare ass and swinging cock. He let out a low whistle of appreciation.

"Fuck, you look hot in that," he growled. "Maybe you were meant to be a girl after all. You might look as good as Hannah… but the real question is if you can suck cock as good as her.”

My cock twitched and my mind went blank. Was he being serious…?

I gulped, my mouth watering and my cock hard as diamonds, peering out from under the miniskirt as the delicate fabric brushed my skin.

“Well? Wanna find out who the better cocksucker is?” He said with a smirk.

Hayes grabbed his towel, and in a single tug, ripped it straight off his body.

I gasped. His rock hard cock sprang out like a doorstop, thick, throbbing, and looking delicious.

My pupils dilated and my jaw dropped at his manly shaft. It must have been at least 8 inches, with veins running up the girthy shaft like webbing.

He chuckled darkly. “I think you want a taste…”

He was right. It was so wrong — but I couldn’t deny how much I wanted to play with his cock.

I walked forward like a newborn deer, my knees shaking and the frilly miniskirt fluttering with each step.

Hayes smirked, eyeing me like a lion about to devour its prey.

I stopped in front of him, falling to my knees. “That’s it.” The man groaned, his dripping cock inches from my face.

I whimpered, each breath I took caused his musty, salty aroma to fill my nose. His dripping precum fell to the tile floor as I squirmed on my knees.

“Such a slutty girl.” He chuckled, reaching down and giving his hard cock a few pumps. “I bet you can’t wait to suck my dick, can’t you?”

“I… I can’t wait~” I whimpered. “I need to lick your cock~”
The words were like a sin on my lips — but god, they tasted so good.

“Go ahead then. Suck me off like a good sissy slut.”

I reached up with trembling fingers, wrapping my hand around his thick shaft. It was so warm and hard, pulsing with need. The skin was velvety soft yet taut over his rigid length. I gave it a tentative stroke, marveling at how it twitched in response.

Hayes let out a deep moan that sent shivers down my spine. "That's it, princess. Show me what those dainty little hands can do."

Hayes always called me names — but something about him calling me a slutty sissy princess made me quiver and blush.

I felt so dirty, so naughty. But I couldn't stop myself. My tongue darted out, giving the swollen head an experimental lick. The salty-sweet taste of his precum exploded across my tastebuds. I moaned softly, savoring it.

"Fuck yes," Hayes growled. "Lick it like a lollipop, you little slut."

I obeyed eagerly, swirling my tongue around the sensitive tip. My hand pumped his shaft as I lapped at the head, drinking down every drop of precum that oozed out. Hayes tangled his fingers in my hair, urging me on.

My racing thoughts turned to smoke as my tongue curled around his shaft. His salty, sticky precum coated my tastebuds as his moans rang in my ears like choir bells. The discomfort of the tile on my knees melted away as I gave in to the slutty sensation.

“Mhhh, more. Be a good slut and deepthroat my cock, sissy whore.” He sneered.

I took him deeper, wrapping my lips around the head and sucking gently. The weight of his cock on my tongue felt so right. I bobbed my head, taking more of him into my hot, wet mouth with each pass.

My hand rode down his meaty, hairy thighs as I took more of his shaft.

My jaw stretched, spit rolling down my chin as my tongue continued to lash against the throbbing manhood.

Hayes’ grunts fueled my resolve. His hand palmed the back of my head like a basketball as he urged me further down his cock. “Take it all like a good bitch.” He sneered.

I gagged, saliva dripping down my chin as tears streaked my cheeks. This was so filthy — but all I could focus on was pleasing the man.

I steeled myself, determined to take every inch. Relaxing my throat, I pushed forward until my nose was buried in Hayes' musky pubic hair. His massive cock slid deeper, stretching my throat obscenely. I gagged and sputtered, drool running down my chin as tears streamed from my eyes. But I held myself there, nose pressed against his groin, inhaling his masculine scent.

“God fuck! That’s it!” He groaned.

Hayes' heavy balls rested against my wet chin as I struggled to breathe around his girth. The weight of them, the heat of his skin, the pulsing of his shaft in my throat - it was overwhelming. My own neglected cock throbbed painfully, trapped beneath the tiny skirt.

"Holy fuck," Hayes groaned. "You really are a natural cocksucker. Such a good little slut."

His words sent a thrill through me. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking hard as I slowly pulled back. My tongue traced the prominent veins along his length. When I reached the tip, I swirled my tongue around the sensitive head before plunging back down.

I built up a steady rhythm, taking him to the root with each pass. My throat muscles massaged his shaft as I swallowed around him. Spit and precum dribbled from the corners of my mouth, running down my neck and chest. The obscene slurping and gagging sounds echoed in the empty locker room.

Hayes' hips started to buck, fucking my face in short, sharp thrusts. I relaxed and let him use me, my eyes rolling back in pleasure. My world narrowed to the taste and feel of his cock, the scent of his sweat, the sound of his guttural moans.

“Fuck… Ready to take my load?” Hayes smirked, staring down at me. His cock twitched inside of my wet mouth as I looked up at him with tearful eyes.

His cock muffled my eager response — but god, I needed his cum so badly.

My cheeks hollowed as I tied to suck the skin off his dick. Hayes let out another groan, his balls tightening and his cock twitching wildly as my tongue lashed against his shaft.

"Here it comes, you little slut!" Hayes roared. His cock swelled, pulsing against my tongue.

“FUCK!” Suddenly my mouth was flooded with hot, thick cum. I gulped it down eagerly, savoring the salty-sweet taste. But there was too much –- it overflowed, dribbling from the corners of my lips.

Hayes yanked his still-spurting cock from my mouth. "Fuck yes, take it all!" he growled. Ropes of cum splashed across my face, painting my cheeks and eyelashes white. I gasped, overwhelmed by the sheer volume. The cum was so fucking creamy and salty, my tongue worked to scoop up as much as I could.

"Please," I whimpered, voice hoarse. "Give me more. Cover me in your cum!"

I sat there panting, face and chest dripping with Hayes' seed. The tiny skirt was tented obscenely by my own throbbing erection. I had never felt so dirty yet so aroused in my life.

Cum and spit dripped off his twitching cock as I fell back onto the floor. The cold tile stung against my skin as the miniskirt wrapped around my pelvis. My own cock was hard and dripping — begging me to pleasure it. But I couldn’t — not yet. This was about Hayes’ pleasure.

The air was thick with the scent of sweat and man — the filthy aroma filling my lungs as I squirmed.

Hayes smiled, looking down at me — covered in sweat and cum. “Not bad… You make a perfect little slut — and that miniskirt fits you perfect.”

I bit my lip. Slut… I was a slut, wasn’t I? It was so wrong, especially being dominated by the man who I was supposed to hate. Despite that — I felt more alive than ever.

Hayes bent down, eyeing me as his hand grabbed my throbbing cock.

I gasped, feeling his rugged hand stroking my bald shaft as I squirmed.

“Such a dirty slut. You look filthy wearing my cum.” His grip tightened. “I can’t wait to use the rest of you… Truly turn you into the slut that you are.”

“P-please! I’m yours.” I moaned.

He pulled his hand from my shaft, making me whimper.

“No touching yourself until then.” The man chuckled darkly. “I want you to be nice and full. It’ll make you even more of a slut for me.”

I pursed my lips, the cum still glazed on my face like a donut as he reached down, picking up his towel.

My eyes lingered on his body — unable to look away.

Hayes was my bully. The bane of my existence — but at this moment — he was who I wanted to be with more than anything.

***************

I couldn't sleep that night. My body tingled all over, skin still sticky from Hayes' cum. The taste lingered on my tongue. I tossed and turned, replaying every moment in vivid detail.

My eyes kept drifting to Hannah's miniskirt draped over my desk chair. It seemed to glow in the moonlight, calling to me. Teasing me. Daring me to put it on again.

Finally, I couldn't resist. I slipped out of bed, padding over to the chair. The silky fabric felt cool against my fingers as I lifted it. My heart raced as I carried it to the full-length mirror.

It was so humiliating, being feminized by Hayes, but god… It felt so amazing at the same time.

Slowly, I peeled off my pajamas. My cock was already half-hard, twitching as cool air hit my skin. I stepped into the skirt, sliding it up my smooth legs. It settled perfectly on my hips, the hem barely covering my ass.

I turned side to side, admiring how it hugged my curves. The pink fabric looked so delicate against my pale skin. I ran my hands over the pleats, savoring the sensual texture.

My cock hardened fully, tenting the front obscenely. I bit my lip, imagining Hayes seeing me like this. Calling me his pretty little slut. Using me again and again.

Hayes had told me not to touch myself — but it was so tempting. My cock was diamonds under the skirt — begging for a few strokes. My balls were full and heavy as I twirled — admiring myself in the mirror.

Suddenly, a knock rang out from my dorm room door. I gasped, the heavy knocking broke the midnight ambiance.

I froze, heart pounding. Who could it be at this hour? Tiptoeing to the door, I pressed my eye to the peephole. My breath caught in my throat.

It was Hayes.

He stood there in the dim hallway, a plastic shopping bag dangling from one muscular arm. His other hand was poised to knock again. I couldn't tear my eyes away from his broad shoulders, the way his t-shirt clung to his chiseled chest.

I knew I should ignore him. Pretend I wasn't here. But my body had other ideas. Almost of its own accord, my hand reached for the doorknob. I cracked the door open, peeking out nervously.

Hayes' eyes widened as he took in my appearance - flushed cheeks, messy hair, and that tiny pink skirt. A slow grin spread across his face.

"Well hello there, princess. Looks like I caught you at a good time."

I gulped, acutely aware of how exposed I was. But I couldn't bring myself to close the door. Instead, I found myself opening it wider, inviting him in.

Hayes sauntered into my room, his presence filling the small space. I trembled as he circled me slowly, drinking in every inch. His gaze was hot on my skin.

"Mmm, you look even better than I remembered," he purred. "Such a pretty little slut."

I whimpered softly, arousal and shame warring inside me. Hayes smirked, clearly enjoying my inner turmoil. He held up the shopping bag.

“I brought you some gifts. Just a few things to really turn you into a sissy slut.”

“O-oh?” I purred, hands reaching out to the plastic bag.

I gasped, peering inside.

I reached in, pulling out a slutty tube top. The white fabric was so thin, and it was so small that it would barely even stretch over my chest — let alone a real girl! Next were a pair of sheer white stockings, adorned with small satin bows. They were so dainty — so cutesy — and oh so girlie.

“Go ahead and put those on… I’m sure you’ll look amazing.” Hayes said, licking his lips. “Oh, and we can’t forget this…”

The man reached into his back pocket, pulling out a pair of white panties. The white fabric was already moist with wetness as he tossed the delicate underwear into my hands. The sweet, musty aroma filled my nostrils, making me shiver.

“Those are Hannah’s… She wore them to the gym today, I’m sure they will look even better on you than on her.” He chuckled.

I whimpered, bringing the panties up to my face. I inhaled deeply, the musty aroma of grool filled my lungs. God… It was intoxicating.

Hayes laughed as my eyes rolled back, the fabric pressed against my face. “Hannah was more than happy to lend me those for you to wear. She loves the idea of me turning you into a sissy slut.”

I blushed deeply. He had told Hannah? I had the biggest crush on her, and now she knew that I was a sissy! The humiliation was intense — but so was the hotness of it all.

“Now put those on… Slut.” The man sneered. His voice was laced with lust and degradation.

“Y-yes, sir~” I moaned.

I gulped, hands trembling as I picked up the delicate white stockings. The fabric was so sheer and silky. I sat on the edge of my bed, pointing my toes as I slowly rolled one stocking up my leg. It clung to my skin like a second layer, accentuating every curve. The satin bow tickled my thigh as I smoothed out the wrinkles.

“So good.” Hayes groaned, his cock pressing up against his shorts. My mouth watered, desperate to taste his girthy cock once again. “Those stockings hug your calves perfectly.”

He was right, I looked divine.

I repeated the process with the other leg, relishing the sensual feeling. Once both stockings were on, I stood up, admiring how they made my legs look longer and more shapely. The tops of the stockings hit mid-thigh, leaving a tantalizing strip of bare skin between them and the hem of my skirt.

Next, I picked up the tube top. It was even tinier than I'd realized. I shimmied it over my head, struggling to pull it down. The stretchy fabric clung tightly to my chest and ribcage. It barely covered my nipples, leaving most of my torso exposed. I squirmed, feeling so exposed yet thrilled by how naughty I looked.

My nipples hardened instantly — pressing up against the tube top and threatening to tear right through the thin fabric.

Hayes licked his lips, eyeing my hard nipples as the tube top hugged my chest like a second skin.

I turned to face the mirror, gasping at my reflection. The white tube top contrasted beautifully with my flushed skin. It hugged my body, emphasizing my slim waist. The stockings made my legs look miles long. And that tiny pink skirt... it barely covered anything, especially with my cock straining against the fabric.

I felt so incredibly feminine and slutty. Every movement made the clothes shift and rub against my sensitive skin. I did a little twirl, watching the skirt flare out. A wave of arousal washed over me. I had never felt so sexy, so desirable.

“Now the panties.” He groaned, picking the dirty white fabric up by the waistband. The crotch was already wet, and Hannah’s pussy scent filled the air.

I paused, fingering the delicate lace trim of Hannah's panties. They were so tiny, barely more than a scrap of fabric. The crotch was visibly damp, stained with her arousal. My cock throbbed painfully as I brought them to my face, inhaling deeply. The musky, sweet scent of her pussy made my head spin.

"Put them on," Hayes growled. "I want to see you wearing her dirty panties like the sissy slut you are."

Trembling, I stepped into the panties. The cool, damp fabric slid up my stockinged legs. I moaned softly as I pulled them into place, the wetness pressing against my most sensitive areas. They were so tight, barely containing my straining erection. The back rode up, nestling between my ass cheeks.

I turned to face the mirror again. The sight took my breath away. Hannah's panties looked obscene on me, stretched to their limit by my bulge. A wet spot was already forming where my precum mixed with her juices. The lace waistband dug into my hips, accentuating my feminine curves.

"Fuck, you look hot," Hayes groaned. He palmed his crotch, eyes raking over my body hungrily. "Give me a little show. I want to see you model your new slutty outfit."

Hayes pulled out his phone, turning the camera on. “Hannah told me to send her a picture of you dressed up in her clothes. Dirty slut.”

Blushing furiously, I struck a pose. One hand on my hip, the other playing with my hair. I batted my eyelashes coyly. Hayes' approving gaze sent shivers down my spine. Emboldened, I turned and bent over slightly, giving him a view of my panty-clad ass. The skirt rode up, exposing the bottom curves of my cheeks.

I wiggled my hips teasingly, loving how naughty and feminine I felt. Hannah's scent surrounded me, reminding me whose panties I was wearing. My cock strained against the delicate fabric, leaking steadily. I had never been so aroused in my life.

Hayes flashed a few photos, the flash illuminated the room — making my heart race.

The man groaned, sitting back on my bed as his cock bulged up against his pants — about to rip right through.

“Now get on your knees. My cock misses your little mouth.”

I dropped like a ton of bricks, unable to hold back any longer — I needed his cock, so fucking bad.

I crawled between his spread thighs, my mouth watering as I eyed the massive bulge in his pants hungrily. My hands trembled as I reached for his zipper, slowly pulling it down. His musky scent hit me as I freed his cock, making me moan like a true slut.

It sprang out, somehow even bigger and thicker than I remembered. The shaft was lined with pulsing veins, the swollen head already glistening with precum. I wrapped my hand around the base, marveling at how I could barely get my fingers around its girth.

“Oh fuck…” I purred, licking my lips.

“Ha… Missed my cock, did you, sissy?”

I nodded, hair sticking to my flushed face. “So fucking much…”

Unable to resist any longer, I leaned in and ran my tongue along the underside from base to tip. Hayes groaned deeply, tangling his fingers in my hair. The salty-sweet taste of his precum exploded across my tastebuds as I swirled my tongue around the sensitive head.

I took him into my mouth, moaning at the heaviness on my tongue. My lips stretched obscenely wide as I tried to accommodate his thickness. Slowly, I began to bob my head, taking him deeper with each pass. Spit dribbled down my chin as I worked more of his length into my throat.

The salty precum coated my mouth, making me whimper. He was so delicious.

Hayes tossed his head back as I bobbed up and down.

“Fuck… That’s the stuff. Such a good little cockslut.”

His praise made me shiver. I should hate him for humiliating me and bullying me — but I couldn’t.

My own cock strained painfully against Hannah's panties, leaking steadily. The damp fabric clung to my skin, riding up between my ass cheeks. Every little movement sent sparks of pleasure through me. I rocked my hips, desperate for friction.

Hayes' grip on my hair tightened as he started to thrust shallowly into my mouth. "That's it, take it all like a good little cocksucker," he growled.

I relaxed my throat, determined to please him. Inch by inch, I took him deeper until my nose was buried in his pubic hair. His musky scent overwhelmed me as I held myself there, throat convulsing around his girth. Tears streamed down my cheeks but I didn't want to pull back.

"Fuck, your throat feels amazing," Hayes groaned. He held my head in place as he ground his hips, cock pulsing. "Such a perfect little sissy slut."

His words sent a thrill through me. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking hard as I slowly pulled back. When I reached the tip, I lavished it with attention from my tongue before plunging back down. Soon I built up a steady rhythm, worshipping every inch of his magnificent cock.

He groaned, tugging at my hair and pulling me off his lap.

I gasped, strings of spit falling down my face — ruining the thin tube top as I whimpered.

“Your mouth is so fucking good, but I wonder if your tight boy-pussy is just as tight. Shall we find out?” He smirked.

I whimpered. He… He wanted to fuck my ass?

My asshole puckered, just imagining his hard, thick cock buried deep into my tight, virgin hole made me shudder with delight.

“P-please~ Fuck me” I begged shamelessly. Hannah’s panties rode between my cheeks as I shivered. “I need your cock fucking my boy-pussy!”

He smirked. “Good slut.”

Hayes pushed me onto the floor on all fours. I gasped, staring at my filthy, slutty reflection in the body mirror as he knelt on the floor behind me.

My back arched as he tossed the skirt up on my hips, revealing my tight underside.

“So slutty.” He groaned, slapping my ass.

“Ah!” I yelped, feeling his handprint on my ass like a brand of ownership. “F-fuck me!” I whimpered, staring at us in the mirror.

The reflection was almost unrecognizable. I wasn’t me… I was a girl. A slut. A completely sissy whore for the man.

Hayes gripped the waistband of Hannah's panties, slowly peeling them down. The damp fabric clung to my skin as he worked them to my thighs. Cool air hit my exposed ass, making me shiver.

"Fuck, look at that tight little hole," Hayes growled. He spread my cheeks wide, exposing my most intimate area. I whimpered, feeling so vulnerable and exposed. Desperate to spread for the man, I pressed my face into the floor, my back arching so much it might snap.

My virgin pucker clenched involuntarily as Hayes ran a finger along my crack. He circled my entrance teasingly, making me squirm.

"Please," I begged shamelessly. "I need it so bad."

“Such a slut. I think Hannah would love to see me fucking you.”

He grabbed his phone, handing it to me. “How about we make a slutty little film?”

I nodded, turning on the camera and pointing it at the mirror. The phone camera turned on, recording as he mounted me from behind.

Hayes gripped his thick shaft, guiding the swollen head to my virgin entrance. I gasped as I felt the wet tip press against my tight pucker. My whole body trembled in anticipation.

"Fuck, you're so tight," Hayes groaned. His fingers dug into my hips, holding me steady. "Relax that little hole for me, princess."

“Mmmh, fuck… Yes, daddy~” I tried to relax, but my muscles clenched involuntarily. Hayes pushed forward slowly, the pressure building. I whimpered as the thick head started to stretch me open.

"That's it, take it like a good slut," Hayes purred. He rocked his hips gently, working himself in bit by bit.

The burning stretch was intense. Tears pricked my eyes as my virgin hole struggled to accommodate his girth. But underneath the discomfort was a growing spark of pleasure.

"So fucking tight," Hayes hissed. "Your boy pussy is squeezing me so good."

With a final push, the head popped past the tight ring of muscle. I cried out, overwhelmed by the fullness. Hayes stilled, letting me adjust. “Ahhh fuck!” I squealed.

"You okay, princess?" he asked, voice strained.

I nodded frantically. "Yes, please don't stop. I need more."

Hayes obliged, sliding in another inch. The drag of his cock against my sensitive walls sent shockwaves of pleasure through me. My own neglected cock throbbed, leaking steadily.

Inch by agonizing inch, Hayes buried himself inside me. When his hips finally pressed flush against my ass, I felt impossibly full. His cock pulsed deep inside me.

My mind turned to mush. I tossed my head back, all my senses drowned out as all my thoughts fixated on his hard, throbbing cock pressing into my tight ass.

"Fuck, you feel amazing," Hayes groaned. He ground his hips in small circles, stirring his cock inside me. "So hot and tight. Made to take my cock."

I moaned wantonly, pushing back against him. The initial discomfort had faded, replaced by overwhelming pleasure. Every little movement sent sparks shooting through my body.

"Please," I begged. "Fuck me. Use me. Make me your slut."

I didn’t care about the camera — if anything, it made me feel even sluttier and sexier. “Fuck me! Fuck my tight boy pussy, daddy!”

“Take it, sissy!”

Hayes growled, pulling back until just the tip remained inside. Then he slammed forward, burying himself to the hilt in one powerful thrust.

“AHHH YES! R-RIGHT THERE!”

I screamed in ecstasy as he set a brutal pace, fucking me hard and deep. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, punctuated by our moans and grunts.

The phone shook as I struggled to hold it up. Each thrust of his powerful hips slammed right into my ass, bruises forming already as his fingers held my hips up.

“Yeah, so fucking good! Take it, sissy bitch! You like that don’t you?” He sneered.

“Ah! Ah ah ahhhh~” I gasped, jaw open and eyes rolling back as he ruthlessly pounded my prostate.

Hayes sneered, reaching down and grabbing a fistful of my hair. I yelped as he yanked my head back.

“I said, you like my cock, don’t you?” He sneered, tugging at my hair like reins of a horse.

“Ahh~ Yes yes yes! I love it! I love your thick, hard cock inside of my tight ass!”

“Then take it! Fuck!” He groaned, slamming his cock all the way inside of me. I gasped, body shaking as my asshole milked his shaft, holding it like a glove as he throbbed deep inside of me.

My own cock was throbbing, dripping with precum as his tip pressed against my prostate.

My mind was a filthy mess. I couldn’t so much as hold onto a single damn thought as the pleasure and euphoria flooded my brain and drowned out everything else.

“Mmmh. I’m about to cum. Are you ready to be bred like a whore?” He smirked, holding himself deep inside of me.

I nodded my head eagerly. “Y-yes! Breed me! Oh god! Breed my boy pussy!”

“FUCK! TAKE IT!” Hayes roared, his entire body tensing as he erupted deep inside me. I gasped as I felt his cock pulse and throb, pumping thick ropes of hot cum into my ass. The warmth spread through me, filling me up in the most deliciously dirty way.

"Oh god, yes! Breed me!" I cried out, overwhelmed by the sensation of being claimed so thoroughly.

His grip on my hips tightened as he ground against me, making sure every last drop was deposited as deep as possible. I could feel his cum coating my insides, marking me as his. My asshole milked his spewing cock — milking it for every last drop as his cum shot deep inside of my body.

“Ahhh~!” The feeling of being filled up combined with the constant pressure on my prostate was too much. My own orgasm hit me like a tidal wave. My cock exploded, shooting thick streams of cum onto the floor beneath me. My whole body shook with the intensity of it, waves of pleasure washing over me again and again.

My ass clenched rhythmically around Hayes' still-pulsing cock, milking out every last drop. I moaned uncontrollably, lost in a haze of ecstasy as my orgasm seemed to go on forever. Cum dripped down my thighs, a filthy mixture of his and mine.

Finally, the last aftershocks faded. I collapsed forward, utterly spent. Hayes' softening cock slipped out of me with a lewd squelch. I whimpered at the loss, feeling empty and gaping. A steady trickle of cum leaked from my well-used hole.

I squirmed on the puddle of my own thick cream. Each labored breath I took caused my asshole to ooze out Hayes' cum like a waterfall of filthy cream.

Hayes smirked, taking the phone and zooming in on my asshole. “That was so good. What a perfect boy pussy.”

He spread my cheeks as he flashed my ruined ass to the camera. I purred, arching my back for a better view as the cream spilled out.

He rose, pointing the camera at my filthy, used face. “You loved that, didn’t you? Slut?” The man sneered. “You love being used like a sissy slut, didn’t you?”

I nodded, barely able to breathe, let alone speak. “I loved your cock~ I loved being bred like a dirty whore.”

He chuckled. “Good. I bet Hannah will love to see this… Perhaps I’ll show it to some of the football bros as well. I’m sure they would love a chance to pound your sissy boy pussy, don’t you think?”

I bit my lip. The thought of being used and passed around by the football team was intoxicating — and so arousing.

I nodded at the camera. “I’m yours… I want to be fucked by everyone. I’ll take it.”

Hayes smirked. “Good sissy… welcome to your new life now, slut.”
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