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Chapter One




“What do you mean you’re breaking up with me?”

I couldn’t believe my ears. Olivia, my girlfriend of only three months, was dumping me. She was my first real girlfriend, and I’d actually thought we had a connection—or maybe I just wanted to believe that someone who looked like her could actually want someone like me. She was sexy as hell, the kind of girl who made people turn their heads when we walked into a bar, and the last thing I wanted was to lose that kind of status.

Heat flared in my cheeks as I pictured her huddled with her girlfriends, cackling over drinks at my expense. How long had they known she was going to cut me loose? I folded my arms across my chest and stared her down, trying to look firmer than I felt. I wasn't letting her humiliate me without some kind of fight.

“You’re just not what I’m looking for,” she said, her voice flat, devoid of any of the warmth I’d spent twelve weeks trying to earn. “You’re too skinny, and you whine a lot. And you’re really lazy. I need a man, you know? A real man. Someone who can protect me and dominate me.”

“So, you want someone threatening?” I snapped.

She clicked her tongue, a sharp, dismissive sound that made me feel two inches tall. “You just don’t get it.” She had her hands on her hips—the same heavy, curved hips I’d spent nights dreaming about finally getting a real handle on. We lived in New York, but Olivia was a Jersey girl through and through, all sharp edges and blunt honesty. My friends had warned me I wouldn't be her type, but I’d ignored them. Why wouldn’t I? She was the one who had approached me.

I decided to be upfront. “If I’m so wrong for you, then why did you even talk to me that night?”

She laughed, throwing her head back so her wild black hair spilled over her shoulders. “Like you could ever ask anyone out,” she mocked. “To be honest, it was supposed to be a joke. My friends dared me to ask you out, and afterward... I just felt kind of bad about it. I figured I’d give it a shot.”

The air felt thin in the room. “So you stayed with me for three months out of pity? Isn’t that worse?”

She gestured down her body, a slow, arrogant sweep of her hand over her chest and waist. “Hey, you got to fuck this, didn’t you?”

“Barely,” I spat through clenched teeth. My pulse was hammering in my neck. “I tried to fuck you so many times, but you kept shooting me down. You’d let me get close, let me get worked up, and then you’d just turn away.”

“Because I’m not attracted to you, babe. Sorry.” She shrugged, completely unfazed. “You don’t have any meat on your bones. There’s nothing to grab onto. Honestly? You’d make a better woman than a man.”

The insult hit like a physical slap. “Get out!” I yelled, my voice cracking slightly as I pointed toward the door.

She didn't even flinch. She just laughed, grabbed her bag, and stormed out, slamming the door hard enough to rattle the frames on the wall.

I stood there in the silence, more furious than sad. We didn’t have a single thing in common; I’d stayed for the fantasy of her body, and she’d stayed for some cruel, drawn-out punchline. I threw myself onto the sofa, the cheap fabric scratching against my skin, and felt the blood in my veins start to boil.

I had to get back at her. The humiliation was like a slow-burning fever under my skin, and I needed some kind of revenge to cool it down. My mind looped through petty, destructive scenarios—things that would probably just end with me in the back of a squad car. I sat up, exhaling a shaky breath, and buried my face in my hands. The apartment was too quiet, still smelling faintly of her expensive, aggressive perfume.

Then, an idea flickered to life, and a slow, dark smile spread over my face.

Olivia had left half her life in my apartment. She’d have to come back for it eventually, but in the meantime, I could ruin her things in more ways than one. I stood up and paced the bedroom. What did she actually value? Not me, clearly. But she worshipped her wardrobe. She was obsessed with her collection of high-end clothes, especially the lingerie. She was so damn proud of what her money—and that body she braged about—could buy her.

I charged into the bedroom and yanked open her dresser drawer. It was an explosion of lace, silk, and provocatively thin straps. I dug through the pile, pulling out several pairs of her panties—deep reds, emerald greens, and a particularly dainty lavender pair. I dropped my jeans right there on the rug. I was going to ruin them. I was going to come in every single one of them, staining the expensive silk with the very thing she claimed she didn’t want from me. I wanted to leave a mark she couldn't wash away.

If only I had known I was opening myself up to a fantasy I never knew I possessed.

I picked up the purple lace panties, the fabric feeling impossibly light in my trembling hands. As I wrapped the frilly gusset around my cock, I let out a sharp, jagged gasp. It felt amazing. The texture was soft, delicate, and cool against my heat. It didn't belong there, and yet a delightful, electric tingle shot through my entire body. I began to stroke myself through the fabric, the lace abrading my skin in the best possible way, but it wasn’t enough. I didn't just want to ruin them.

I wanted to wear them.

I glanced toward the bedroom door, heart hammering, making sure Olivia hadn’t doubled back for her keys. Silence. I sat on the edge of the bed, stretched out the tight, elasticated leg holes, and stepped inside. My skin hummed as the silk grazed my thighs. I pulled them all the way up to my waist, shivering as the narrow strip of fabric cradled my stiffening cock, holding it snug against my belly.

Why does this feel so incredible?

Boys weren’t supposed to wear things like this. This was meant to be an act of spite, a dirty little middle finger to my ex. But as I looked down at the purple triangle of lace straining to cover my erection, the spite evaporated, replaced by a heavy, dizzying rush of arousal. The thin string of the thong slid gently between my ass cheeks, a constant, teasing presence. I rubbed my palms over the fabric, cooing softly at the sensation of the silk sliding against my hip bones.

I rolled back onto the bed, running my hands over the distorted outline of my cock beneath the lace. It was surreal—looking down and seeing a hard, masculine ache wrapped in something so unapologetically feminine. It looked strange on my frame, but it felt so right that the thought of destroying them felt like a waste. I wanted to keep them. I wanted to feel like this forever.

A new thought took hold, more frantic than the last. What else of hers would feel this good?

I scrambled off the bed, my movements more fluid now, and dove back into her closet. I bypassed the jeans and sweaters until I found a matching purple bra. It was far too big for my flat chest, the underwires digging into my ribs, but I hooked it in the front and spun it around anyway. I ran to the bathroom, grabbed a handful of tissues, and stuffed the cups until they were rounded and firm.

I stood before the full-length mirror and sighed, my breath catching in my throat. I looked better as a woman than I ever had as a man. The "skinny" frame Olivia had mocked now looked lithe and delicate. I ran my hands up and down my sides, tracing the new curves provided by the bra and the way the panties hugged my seat.

I turned from side to side, amazed at how easily I could transform. I raised my hands above my head and twirled, watching the way the light caught the purple silk. I rocked my hips forward, arching my back until my ass poked out, then turned to admire the view. It looked so cute—a tiny, shimmering string riding down the middle of me, highlighting the soft skin of my cheeks. I hooked my fingers under the waistband and tugged upward, lengthening the line of my thighs and feeling the lace bite deliciously into my skin.

I returned to the bedroom to dig through the rest of her things, the adrenaline making my hands slightly shaky. I tossed aside a few of her denim skirts—too casual, too much like the old "me"—because what I really craved was the weight and flow of a dress. I skipped over to the closet and threw the doors wide.

I couldn't help but grin. My favorite dress of hers was still hanging there, almost like she’d left it as an invitation. It was a simple black number, but it was trimmed with soft, fluttery ruffles at the sleeves, the waist, and the hem. It was the most unapologetically girly thing she owned, and I couldn’t wait to feel it against my skin.

I stepped into the pool of fabric and slid it up over my hips, the material whispering against the purple lace of the panties. I chewed on my lower lip, struggling with the zipper in the back. How the hell did girls do this every day? It always looked so effortless when she did it, but here I was, reaching blindly behind my shoulder blades until, finally, the teeth clicked together and slid home. I returned to the mirror to inspect the damage.

"I’m almost there," I whispered to my reflection. "I look so girly, but I need something more."

For the first time in my life, I was actually grateful for my own laziness. I’d skipped my last few haircuts, and my hair had grown out past my ears—thick and shaggy. With a little bit of effort, it could easily pass for a chic, short bob. All I needed now was to finish the transformation: makeup, heels, and a very close shave.

I went into the bathroom and ran a tub of warm water. I smiled when I saw Olivia’s razor sitting on the ledge, still damp from her shower this morning. The thought of her fury if she knew I was clogging the blades with my hair made the whole thing sweeter. I was glad I’d kicked her out in such a heat; she’d been so focused on her dramatic exit that she’d left her entire arsenal behind.

I lathered my legs with her floral-scented shaving cream and began dragging the razor upward in long, slow strokes. As the hair disappeared, my skin felt incredibly sensitive in the warm water. Everything felt different—heightened, wired, electric. When I was finished, I rinsed off and rubbed my hands over my thighs. They were slick and hairless, feeling just as luxurious as the silk panties still cupping my cock and balls.

I patted myself dry and turned to the vanity. "Bingo," I muttered, eyeing the array of palettes and tubes.

I didn't know the first thing about application, so I tried to keep it simple, mimicking what I’d seen her do a thousand times. A little mascara to darken my lashes, a swipe of sheer pink lipstick, and a dusting of that rosy powder on my cheekbones. I messed with my hair, tucking one side behind my ear until it looked intentional, then I stepped back to take in the full effect.

"Whoa."

The word breathed out of me. The transformation was startling. I looked unmistakably feminine—soft, pretty, and a little bit dangerous. I felt so hot I wanted to fuck myself right there against the sink. My head was spinning with the rush of it. I wanted more. I wanted to take this version of me out into the world and see if it could survive.

But I hesitated. What if I get caught?

The thought of being recognized sent a cold spike through my chest. I didn't have much of a reputation to protect, but the humiliation would be more than I could handle. To distract myself, I slid into a pair of her black pumps. They were a bit tight, but the way they arched my feet and forced my calves to flex made the fear fade. I spent the next thirty minutes pacing in front of the mirror, adjusting my posture, practicing a softer gaze, and convincing myself that the girl looking back at me was real.

Satisfied, I grabbed my small clutch, took a steadying breath, and stepped out of the apartment into the cool evening air.


Chapter Two




I headed to my favorite club. The drive was a blur of nerves and glancing in the rearview mirror, checking that my lipstick hadn’t smudged every time I hit a red light. I needed to see if this new version of me could actually survive under the neon. I pulled into the lot, took a deep breath that strained the silk of the dress against the stuffed bra, and slipped inside.

The club was the perfect proving ground—dark, loud, and thick with the smell of sweat and expensive gin. I squeezed sideways between the heavy metal doors, my heart hammering against the tissue paper in my cups, and disappeared into the sea of bodies. Strobes of violet and amber swirled over the deep blue walls, and the bass was a physical thumb against my chest.

It was only a matter of minutes before I felt a pair of strong, calloused hands slide firmly around my waist.

“Hey, beautiful,” a deep, husky voice rumbled over the music. The man had approached from behind, his heat radiating through the thin fabric of my dress. He leaned in and pressed a lingering kiss to my cheek, his stubble grazing my skin. I felt a hot blush creep up my neck. I hadn't even seen his face yet, but the sheer masculinity of his grip made my knees weak. “What are you doing here all by yourself?”

I turned in his arms, looping my hands around his neck and letting my fingers play with the hair at the nape of his neck. I waited for the look of realization—the moment he’d see the jawline or the shoulders and know I was a man. But it never came. Either the lighting was my best friend, or he was far too gone to care. Or, maybe, I just looked that convincing.

“I was just waiting for a man to keep me company,” I teased, my voice dropping into a soft, breathy register. “Girls shouldn’t be left alone too long.”

He didn’t laugh. Instead, his eyes darkened, and he leaned down to claim my mouth. My heart went into overdrive. I was kissing a man—a real, aggressive man—who was convinced I was a woman. It was a terrifying, electric rush. As his tongue flicked against mine, his hands wandered up, his palms hovering dangerously close to my "breasts."

Panic flared. If he squeezed, he’d feel the crunch of tissue instead of soft give.

Thinking fast, I gripped his wrists and guided his hands down to my hips, digging his fingers into the curves of my waist. He grinned through the kiss, a low growl vibrating in his throat, and let his hands slide further down to cup my ass. He pulled me flush against him, and I felt the heavy, unmistakable ridge of his cock pressing into my stomach. I prayed the lace of my thong was holding my own erection tight enough that he couldn't feel it thumping against his thigh.

The tension was getting too thick for the dance floor. I grabbed his hand, gave him a playful, beckoning look, and led him toward the back. We ducked into the single-occupancy bathroom, and I slammed the door, twisting the lock with a satisfying click.

“Oh, hell yeah, baby,” he grunted. He backed up against the graffiti-covered wall, shoving his hands above his head in a display of pure, cocky dominance. “You want some of this already, don’t you?”

I bit my lower lip, watching him. Part of me was amused by how crude he was—how much he fit the stereotype Olivia said I’d never be. Honestly, there was nothing about him specifically that I wanted; I just wanted the experience. I wanted to feel like a hot girl being pursued, being taken, being used.

I gave him a slow, hungry nod just to humor him.

My fingers fumbled with his heavy denim, finally popping the button and dragging the zipper down. I sank to my knees on the cold tile, taking his jeans and boxers down with me in one fluid motion. My palms grazed the insides of his thighs—rough and hairy—before sliding up to cup him. I massaged the length of his cock through the thin cotton of his briefs, feeling the heat of him through the fabric. He leaned his head back against the bathroom wall, a low, guttural moan escaping his throat. I tugged the briefs down until he finally sprang free, and I had to take a moment just to breathe at the sight of him. He smelled of salt and musk, but clean. I wrapped my hand around the base of the thick shaft and slowly parted my lips.

I took him into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the broad head before sliding down. He was long enough to hit the back of my throat, forcing a small, involuntary gag that only seemed to egg him on. I reached down to cup his weight, massaging his balls with one hand while I worked my head back and forth over him. He groaned, his hips beginning to thrust with a blind, rhythmic urgency. His fingers weaved into my hair, tugging slightly as he guided me.

“Fuck, baby. Yeah, just like that.”

He started thrusting harder and faster, his breath coming in ragged gasps. I could hardly breathe with him filling me so completely, but the lack of air only made the fire in my own blood burn hotter. I felt completely out of body—kneeling there in a ruffled black dress and lace panties with a stranger’s cock in my mouth. It was surreal, but for the first time in years, I felt electric. I felt alive.

It didn’t take long before I felt him swell, his muscles tensing as he reached the edge. I tasted the first salty, warm burst of his come as it splashed across my tongue. I swallowed every drop, the sensation both delightfully disgusting and incredibly satisfying as it slid down my throat. He pulsed a few more times before finally pulling back, his chest heaving. He reached down and patted my head, his voice still thick.

“Thanks for the suck, sweetheart,” he said, tucking himself back in.

With that, he adjusted his belt and walked out, the bathroom door swinging shut behind him. I stayed on the floor for a second, feeling like a total slut—a class-A whore. I couldn’t help the grin that broke across my face. I felt desired, even if it was for all the "wrong" reasons. I liked being used. I liked being a tool for a man’s pleasure.

I stood up, my knees a little stiff, and rinsed the taste of him from my mouth with cold tap water. I leaned into the mirror, checking my mascara and smoothing the ruffles of my dress. I looked flushed and wrecked in the best way possible. I took a steadying breath and re-entered the club, only to stop dead in my tracks.

In the middle of the dance floor, illuminated by a flash of strobe light, stood Olivia and a cluster of her friends.

“Shit,” I hissed under my breath as I realized they were heading straight toward the back hallway where I was standing. “Shit. Shit. Shit.”


Chapter Three




The women brushed past me as if I were invisible, nothing more than another girl in a crowded hallway—all except for Olivia. As she walked by, her eyes flicked up and down my body, a sharp, scanning look that made the hair on my arms stand up. For a split second, I hoped she was just eyeing me out of some petty jealousy for my appearance. Then the ice-cold reality set in: I was wearing her favorite dress.

My body shook with a frantic sort of anticipation. I could feel the silk ruffles vibrating against my skin. Would she realize? Would she turn around right now and scream? I wondered if she recognized the way my hair hit my ears, or if my frame looked just a little too familiar under the black fabric.

They clustered at the bar, shouting orders over the thumping bass. I crept up behind them, trying to blend into the shadows of a nearby pillar while straining to catch their conversation. I wanted to hear my name. I wanted to hear her admit she missed me, or at least vent about why she’d dumped me.

But they weren't talking about me at all. They were dissecting the guys they’d seen on the dance floor.

“Oh, and that one guy, Brad,” Olivia said, her voice rising with a laugh. “His muscles literally went on for days. Now that is a man.”

I felt a wave of heat crawl up my neck. She was already moving on, checking out meatheads as if I’d never existed, as if our three months were a footnote. I stood there, my mind racing for a way to get back at her again, when she suddenly spun around, nearly sloshing her vodka-soda onto my chest.

“Can I help you?” she snapped, her face twisted in annoyance.

I instinctively grabbed my own arm and shook my head, staring at the floor. I wanted to tell her off, to be the "man" she said I wasn't, but the words died in my throat. I was too much of a pussy to even look her in the eye. And that silence, that specific brand of submissive hesitation, was exactly what gave me away.

Olivia’s eyes went wide. She leaned in, her nose inches from the fabric of my shoulder. “Oh. My. God. I knew I recognized that dress! I thought, maybe some other girl just has the same taste as me. But it’s you.”

She threw her head back and laughed, but when she looked at me again, her eyes were narrowed with a burning, vicious madness. “How dare you go through my things.”

“What’s the problem?” asked one of the girls—a tall, striking blonde with a low-cut top and a skeptical look.

“This is my ex,” Olivia said, her voice dripping with mock-pity. “He’s dressed up like a little girl. I told you he was weird, didn't I?”

“Oh my god,” the blonde whispered. She reached forward, her fingers brushing against my shaggy hair and trailing down to my jawline. “There’s actually a boy under all this?”

“Oh yeah,” Olivia said, a cruel smirk playing on her lips. “I’ll show you.”

Before I could even process the threat, she reached down and hiked my skirt up to my waist. The cool air of the club hit my bare legs, revealing the purple lace panties and the heavy, unmistakable bulge of my cock straining against the silk. The girls erupted into a fit of harsh, jagged laughter.

“Wow,” said a third girl with thick, dark hair. She stepped into my personal space, her hands sliding over my shoulders and down my arms, feeling the lithe muscle there. “How strange. He’s actually kind of pretty.”

I felt like an object in a museum—some bizarre specimen they were studying under a microscope. Their brows were furrowed in a mix of confusion and amusement, their eyes probing every inch of my body as I stood there exposed and trembling.

“We should teach him a lesson,” Olivia said, her voice dropping into a low, dangerous purr. Her friends clasped their hands together, giggling like they were planning a scavenger hunt.

“I know just where we can do it,” the blonde said. She took a final sip of her drink and set it on the bar. “I’m tight with the manager here. They keep a VIP room closed off for private parties. I’ll go see if it’s free.”

“Olivia, don’t—” I started, reaching out for her arm with a desperate, fake kindness in my eyes, hoping I could still charm my way out of this. But she didn't even look at me. She just watched the blonde walk toward the back.

The blonde returned, her fingers digging into my wrist as she led the way. I tried to hold my ground—a half-hearted attempt at dignity—but the three of them pulled me toward the back of the club with a terrifying, coordinated strength. We slipped into a side room separated from the main chaos by nothing but a thick, navy-blue velvet curtain. The muffled bass of the music outside felt like a heartbeat.

"I’ll just scream for help," I managed to say, glancing at the thin fabric barrier.

"Oh, no you won’t," Olivia countered. She was already reaching under her silver party dress, stepping out of her panties with a practiced, predatory grace. She bunched the silk up into a ball and shoved them into my mouth, the taste of her and the faint scent of her detergent instantly filling my senses.

The blonde followed suit, sliding her own panties down and using them to bind my wrists. She hoisted my arms above my head, securing them with the makeshift silk cuffs. They shoved me back onto a long wooden table that smelled of lemon polish and stale beer, forcing me onto my back.

I was terrified, my heart drumming against my ribs, but my body was traitorous—it quivered with a mix of delight and raw curiosity. They hiked my black dress up to my waist, exposing the purple lace and the hard, desperate shape of my cock. They laughed, a high, mocking sound that cut through the room.

"It’s so cute," one of them remarked, tracing the outline through the silk. I closed my eyes, my breath hitching as I waited for a hand to finally close around me, but they didn’t touch it. They were going to make me wait.

The third girl stripped off her underwear, and then all three of them climbed onto the table, surrounding me like a pride of lions. Olivia was first. She plucked the gag from my mouth, but before I could gulp in a full breath, she straddled my face. As she lowered herself, I was stunned to see she was already soaking wet. I inhaled that familiar, musky scent and instinctively stretched out my tongue. She began to rock her hips with a slow, grinding pressure, and my tongue glided along her slick, swollen slit.

The other two girls didn’t stay idle. They reached out and yanked the top of Olivia’s dress down, letting her heavy breasts spill out. They massaged them with a hungry intensity, their fingers kneading her pale skin. Then they lowered their mouths to her nipples, sucking them in and flicking their tongues in a rhythmic taunt. Olivia gripped my head, her fingers tangling in my hair as she fucked my face like I was nothing more than a toy. I was being used again, and I loved every agonizing second of it.

She rocked and moaned, her voice rising until her legs began to quiver and her pussy throbbed against my tongue. She came in a long, shuddering wave, panting as she finally relaxed. When she lifted herself off me, I gasped for air, my face damp and my head spinning.

Olivia climbed back and made room for the blonde. I offered a small, dazed smile, but she only scoffed. She lowered her heat over mine, and I was hit by her sweet, distinct aroma. Her pussy was just as wet and throbbing as Olivia’s. I was learning very quickly that these girls were fueled by this power trip. I stretched out my tongue and slid it deep inside her. She let out a long moan, rocking her hips in tight, swirling circles that felt entirely different from Olivia’s blunt, back-and-forth rhythm.

Olivia and the dark-haired girl took turns fondling the blonde’s breasts and pulling her into deep, messy kisses. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen—their tongues dancing and swirling together while I worked below. Their breath was heavy, their moans increasing in volume until the small room felt like an oven. My cock throbbed, aching so badly for a touch that it felt like a physical wound. It was pure torture to be surrounded by beautiful women caressing each other while I was denied my own release. But the longer they tortured me, the more the pain turned into a strange, soaring euphoria. I knew when I finally did come, it would be a total blackout.

The blonde continued to swirl her hips, her breasts swaying with the motion. She began to tease her own nipples, rolling them between her fingers and tugging them sharply away from her body. I wanted to reach up, to take one in my mouth and feel the heat, but I was pinned.

I focused on her clit, circling it with my tongue until I felt it emerge from its hood, hard and sensitive. I breathed against her skin, devouring her dripping mound until she let out a shrill, piercing cry. My eyes darted toward the curtain, a spike of panic hitting me at the thought of someone walking in on us, but the girls didn't seem to care.

The blonde climbed off, looking flushed and satisfied, making way for the last of the trio. The dark-haired girl climbed over me and settled down, her pussy tasting sweet and salty, like a decadent dessert. I licked her as if she were the most delicious thing I'd ever tasted, my tongue swirling and probing every inch of her while my nose inhaled every drop of her scent.

The dark-haired girl moved in tight, focused circles before shifting to a demanding back-and-forth grind. Above me, the other two were all over her, their tongues sliding sensually across her lips and probing deep into her mouth. They migrated to her neck, biting at the sensitive cords and teasing her with sharp, nipping kisses that made her whimper.

Having watched the other two go before her, the buildup was too much. She was the fastest to break. Her pussy throbbed against my tongue in quick, rhythmic waves as she moaned quietly into Olivia’s mouth. When the tremors finally subsided, she climbed off the table with a flushed, satisfied smile.

I used every bit of my ab strength to sit up, my wrists still bound and heavy above my head. “Flip over,” Olivia commanded, her voice cold and devoid of the post-orgasmic softness the others had.

“What? Why?” I asked, my voice sounding smaller than I wanted.

She just laughed, a sharp, jagged sound. “Just do it.”

“No.” I tried to find some scrap of backbone. I wasn’t going to let her boss me around anymore. We weren’t dating; the social contract was dead. I didn't have to do a damn thing she said.

But then she pulled out her phone. With one hand, she reached down and yanked my panties all the way down until my cock fell out, heavy and exposed. She snapped a picture—the flash blinding me for a second—and then turned the screen around to show me the high-def evidence of my humiliation.

“Do it,” she whispered, leaning in close, “or I’ll send this to your family and every one of your friends. Let’s see what they think of your new hobbies.”

My face burned with a deep, searing blush as I slid off the table to reposition myself. My ego was bruised, but my body was more electric than ever, fueled by the sheer terror of the threat. I flipped onto my stomach, the wood of the table cool against my skin. The girls immediately set to work, tugging my panties down past my knees.

“Did you bring your toy?” Olivia asked, looking at the blonde.

“Don’t I always?” the blonde replied. She reached into her bag and pulled out a dildo—long, thick, and intimidatingly black.

The girls hovered over me like a team of surgeons. I felt a pair of hands reach down and spread my cheeks wide. Then, one by one, I heard the sound of them gathering moisture before all three spit on me, the warm lubrication slicking my hole. A finger dipped inside, exploring the tight ring of muscle. I groaned into the wood. I’d never had anything in my ass before, but the sensation sent a wave of delightful, heavy goosebumps rolling across my skin.

A second finger slipped in alongside the first, slowly stretching me, widening me for what was coming. My hands, still bound, grasped at the far edge of the table, my knuckles white. I bit my lower lip and exhaled sharply through my nose as Olivia and her friends systematically prepped me, their murmurs and laughter echoing in the small room.

Suddenly, the fingers were withdrawn, leaving a cold, hollow emptiness behind. But it didn't last long. The blunt, broad tip of the dildo replaced them, urging its way against my entrance. It pushed and prodded, slowly stretching me open. A tight, searing spike of pain slid up my spine, but as I relaxed into the intrusion, the pain eased into a thick, blanketing warmth. My cock hardened even further, pressing painfully against the hard table underneath me as the girls began to drive the toy home.

The girls’ laughter rang out as the toy slid further inside. “He’s so tight,” one of them remarked, her voice a mix of surprise and clinical fascination. “Look at how it stretches him,” another whispered. They giggled and leaned in close, their eyes fixed on my opening as it reluctantly gave way, allowing the thick shaft to bury itself deep within me. I let out a low, vibrating groan, and they only laughed harder, clearly feeding off the friction between my pain and my pleasure.

Then, the toy began to move. It pulled out slowly, nearly slipping all the way out before plunging back in. The textured ridges along its length massaged my walls, dragging against my prostate with a precision that made my head light. It started to move faster, sliding in and out with a forceful, rhythmic drive. I couldn't help it; I threw my hips back to meet every stroke, seeking out the pressure. As I moved, my cock—still trapped in that damp, purple lace—slid against the hard wood of the table, sending electric tingles straight through my limbs.

My legs began to quiver uncontrollably, and a sudden, violent eruption of pleasure swept through my gut. My skin felt hot, slick with sweat and desire. I had to come. I couldn't hold it back for another second. I exhaled a jagged breath as my cockhead expanded, shooting thin, hot streams over the dark wood of the table. The girls hovered over me, inspecting the mess and laughing as my body continued to shake against the table.

“Oh my god. He came! He didn’t even need to be touched,” the blonde said, her voice full of disbelief.

“I knew he would,” Olivia said, her tone smug. She reached down and pulled the toy out of me with one final, wet pop. While she and the blonde were distracted, the dark-haired girl walked around the table and began unbinding my wrists. She leaned down, catching my eye with a soft smile, and pressed a quick, secret kiss to my lips while the others weren't looking.

I sat up, my head spinning, and began to adjust my ruined outfit. I tugged the purple panties back into place, my hands still shaking. Olivia watched me with a look of pure disgust. “Have fun with your new wardrobe,” she spat. “As if I’d ever want those things back after this.” She turned on her heel and stormed out of the room, the blonde following closely behind like a loyal shadow.

But the dark-haired girl stayed. She stepped toward me and held out her hand. “I’m Marla,” she said, a genuine smile playing on her lips.

“Adam,” I managed to croak out.

She blushed and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, suddenly looking almost shy. “Could I… give you my number?”

My eyes widened. I searched her face, looking for the catch—was this another joke? Another way to humiliate me? But I handed her my phone anyway, and she typed it in with focused attention. I hit the call button to verify, and her phone buzzed immediately on the table. Before she left, she stood on her tiptoes and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to my cheek, leaving me stunned. Then she grabbed her bag and headed out to join the others.

I called Marla the very next day. I didn't play games; I invited her out for coffee, and she sounded genuinely excited to see me. We started hanging out every single day after that. It usually ended the same way: with me dressing in silk and lace, and Marla taking control. What started as a weird night of revenge quickly blossomed into a loving relationship—and the kinkiest, most fulfilling sex I’d ever had.

I forgot about Olivia pretty fast. The anger I felt toward her evaporated, replaced by a strange kind of gratitude. After all, I had Marla in my life now, and I only found her because I’d put on that dress and let them punish me for it.
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