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She walked in and I'm pretty sure I started to drool.

Mandy was incredible: 5'6, long brown hair, bright blue eyes, an hourglass figure with a perfect set of tits, and an ass so perky it could deflect bullets. She was wearing a pair of skin-tight leather pants, clear heels, a deep V-cut top to show off her cleavage, and bright red lipstick.

Suffice to say, my kryptonite.

Luckily, I had enough liquid courage in me to go up and talk to this goddess of a woman, and by some miracle convinced her to take me home with her.

And holy-fucking-god-damn…

I had more sex over the next twelve hours than I had in my entire adult life. It was amazing. She was incredible in every position, and we made use of her insane sex drive every chance we got: in the elevator up to her apartment, on the kitchen table, in the shower, on the floor, everywhere.

She was hands down the best I had ever been with, and by the time the sun was rising we both collapsed before promptly falling asleep.

I woke up to a blowjob, with her under the covers licking my quickly hardening cock. I came within minutes, and she swallowed all of it like a pro.

When she laid back down next to me and kissed me, I didn't even mind that she still tasted like my cum - she was that goddamn sexy.

As the sun rose we talked, and it was only then that I discovered that the way she looked was the second sexiest thing about her. She had a wildly kinky mind, and her skills in bed came from numerous other partners, of all genders she told me, and all that experience had taught her exactly how to please.

After talking for hours (mixed in with more sex, of course) we finally got up and I made her breakfast. I had to go to class later that afternoon, so we exchanged phone numbers and we both went about our day.

That was the beginning of our relationship.

Over the next year, Mandy introduced me to things, both sexually and otherwise, that I never thought possible. She had apparently toned it down during our first night together, because she was a total kink dominatrix.

She loved telling me what to do, and the more resistant I was to the idea, the harder it made her cum when I finally agreed.

As with all things, it started small. And I’ll never forget the first real indiscretion: eating Mandy out after I had already cum inside her ass.

That soon graduated to kissing her when she still had my cum in her mouth, and eventually licking the cum from her fingers. Every time she made sure that my orgasms were mind blowing, and I knew she came hard, so I relented easily.

Before long all these things became a regular part of our sex life.

Then the kinkier ‘asks’ began. One night she ate my ass while she blew me, alternating between licking and sucking.

And oh boy, was that mind blowing.

Once that started to become 'regular', then she wanted to use a finger instead of her tongue. After that, her small, pink muscle soon became a giant, veiny, flesh colored strap-on dildo. As a straight man, I would be horrified if any of my friends or family knew what she was doing to me regularly, but at the same time, Mandy made it her mission to ensure the best imaginable.

One particularly memorable night was after both of us had a few too many drinks at a friend's party. After going back to her place and stumbling into the bedroom, the mischievous look in her eye told be exactly what was about to transpire

Thinking I knew what she wanted, I turned around and bent over the bed like I had a dozen times before, but as she pulled her fleshy strapon from her nightstand I heard-

"Wait! Put these on."

I turned around and saw she was holding the black lacy thong she was wearing earlier. I nearly jumped when she threw it at me, giggling the whole time.

"Come on babe, try it on.” Mandy chided. “It'll be fun! If you do it, I promise to hit that special spot inside you that you like so much."

I desperately wanted to please her, but this, even for me at the time, was a bit far.

Wearing women's clothes? I mean…

I was straight, I could never do that.

But Mandy… oh Mandy… had a way about her.

So, blushing hard, I objected, but she stepped up behind me and began teasing my ass with a finger, twirling her digit around my ring and occasionally slipping a fingertip inside.

God damn Mandy knew how to push all my buttons, and I could tell she was using that to her advantage.

A few long, languid kisses later and I was pulling the thong up my legs, feeling the soft lace against my body.

I swear she took me to heaven that night: I had never cum so much or so hard, and she made sure to let me know that this was going to be a new part of our sex life.

From that night until the end of the relationship, she made me wear panties whenever we had sex, whether I was top or bottom. Sometimes, she would ask that I keep them on throughout the day as well, and on those days, I was never not constantly hard.

Mandy loved knowing that I could be exposed at any moment, and I would be lying if I said the thought didn’t thrill me as well. As a guy who wears panties, every second of your day is an adventure. She even started incorporating that into her dirty talk when she fucked me.

"You're such a fucking slut, I love it!" She said between thrusts, pumping her dildo in and out of my ass.

"I'm going to turn you into a perfect little femboy, bitch. You're gonna wear panties all the time, everyone's gonna know you're a sissy!"

The first time she spoke to me like that, I actually moaned out loud at the idea.

"Ooohhh, does the little slut like that?” Mandy howled. “Moan higher for me, girly! I know you like my lipstick so much, maybe next time I'll make you wear it too!"

I obliged, moaning like a teenage girl.

"Someday, I'm gonna bring one of my gay friends home, baby…” Mandy said, huffing in my ear as she fucked me. “They're not interested in me, but they'd LOVE to get their hands on you. A little straight boy who's all ready to be turned into a desperate, cock hungry, faggot? They'd turn you out into their little sissy in one night, easy!"

Fireworks exploded in my mind. That was a new turn on for me, and all I could do was moan like a whore while she fucked me.

"That's right, babe. I'm turning you gay, and there's nothing you can do to stop it! You're gonna dress like a slut and get fucked in the ass by real cocks. You're gonna suck them off, and swallow their cum!"

That night, when she said that, I blew my load all over my chest and stomach.

She slowed down and scooped up the cum, then fed it to me off her fingers.

This new verbal humiliation just added to our crazy sex life, and she would reassure me every time that she was 'just playing around', and that I seemed to like it.

The crazy thing was, I started to imagine it too.

I don't know what scared me more: the fact that she liked it, or the fact that I was starting to warm up to the idea.

All the while, school and life continued.

My fantasies continued, planted by Mandy’s words.

Midway through freshman year I managed to secure a decent IT job

Meanwhile, Mandy was accepted to a masters program at a prestigious university halfway across the country.

We ignored the reality for as long as we could, but at the end of college we couldn't put it off any longer: a long-distance relationship wasn't going to work.

I never wanted it to end. But as they say, all good things do.

So, on one fateful day we said our goodbyes.

I thought that was the last time I would ever see her.

Breaking up had been hard, and I started my job in an attempt to help the loneliness.

Because of this, I hadn't had sex in months, so my nights were filled with fantasies of Mandy doing villainous and depraved things to me. Sometimes she was alone, other times she brought those mysterious friends of hers…

Every time ended with me inevitably blowing a huge load, then falling asleep shortly after.

That's why it was such a surprise to hear her voice. I had just finished working out at the gym when I received a call from a number I didn't recognize.

And to my surprise, Mandy’s voice came through from the other end.

"Hey! Long time no talk, Hayden! How are you?"

I had to choke back my answer.

"Mandy?” I blubbered incredulously. “Holy shit, it's been too long. Wow, how are you?!" 

"I'm good, real good actually. Anyway I'm actually back in town this weekend to see a friend. What’re you up to?"

Once again, I was so taken aback my response was just a floundering of “um’s” and ah’s”.

Eventually, I was able to ask for clarification. “Wha-what do you mean? Like right now? Or in general, or-”

She giggled. “I mean what are you doing tonight ya goofball! We should get together!”

“Are you serious?” I asked.

"That's why I called!” Mandy laughed. “If you're not busy, a friend of mine would love to come over and hang out! We’ve got a bottle of Jack and some bad intentions.”

Her and whoever she was with laughed out loud.

Despite past statements, and what my many fantasies had yearned for, the other voice was unmistakably female.

“Sssooo,” Mandy chortled, knocking me back to reality. “Sound good?"

I quickly checked my watch.

"Y-yeah! How about seven?”

“Seven sounds great. See you then!"

Without so much as a goodbye, Mandy hung up, and I was left there, sitting in my car, an absolute bundle of nerves.

The next hour was a blur.

I quickly got home, cleaned, showered, shaved, and threw together Mandy’s favorite dinner.

By the time I heard a knock at the door, it was almost ready.

They were right on time. Like to the minute.

My heart was beating through my chest as I answered the door. I had barely opened before she leapt into my arms, kissing me on the cheek and neck, leaving lipstick stains.

Lipstick… oh my fuck…

“Muah! Muah! Muah! Muah!”

The smooches continued for minutes, right in the doorway. I was completely smothered.

When finally she dropped down and stepped back, I had to shake off the reverie. My vision was blurry and my body had completely succumbed to her assault. I was hard as a rock in no matter of time at all!

Finally my mind focused, and I could see, nay comprehend, the pair of absolutely beautiful women standing on my doorstep.

Mandy looked as sexy as ever: this time in a little black mini-dress and high heel boots that came up to mid-thigh. Criss-crosses of straps showed off little peeks of skin underneath, all the way up from her sculpted calves. The tiny dress left nothing to imagination, suctioned to her incredible body like a second skin. Ample cleavage literally spilled out the top, like a corset pulled too tight.

She took my breath away, but when I saw her friend, my eyes went wide.

She could have been a clone of Mandy, just with blonde hair. Tall, insanely busty, and ultra-athletic, the second goddess I had ever seen proved the existence of heaven. She was wearing an almost identical outfit to Mandy’s, but all white and pink.

My beautiful ex grinned and turned to her when she caught me staring.

"This is Alexis!” Mandy said, “Alexis, Hayden!"

Alexis stepped in for a hug that lasted almost as long as Mandy’s, softly kissing the other cheek and leaving even more lipstick. Her hand slid up my spine and cupped my skull as she did, enveloping me in a sensual, slithering embrace.

I was hard before, but after she touched me I thought I was going to cum right then and there!

Thoroughly embarrassed, I stepped aside and let them enter. As promised, Mandy brought a bottle of whiskey and it wasn't long before we were all telling stories and laughing like old friends.

Deep into the night, after the dishes were cleared and we were all sitting on the couch, Mandy suddenly paused and looked at me.

"So," she started, her gaze smoldering. "I have a small confession to make."

“Oh yeah?” I chuckled, not thinking much of it. “What’s that?”

She put down her glass of wine, smiled at me, but still said nothing.

"I know that look,” I said, suddenly anxious. “What's going on,  Mandy?"

"Well…” She began, looking around and twirling one of her locks of hair around a finger. “Alexis here knows about you and I…"

"What do you mean?” I whined, playing coy despite knowing EXACTLY what she meant. “That we… uh, dated?"

Both Mandy and Alexis giggled.

Trying to save some dignity I continued, "Everyone knows that, babe, the pictures are still on Facebook."

With a swift look and an even more insistent tone, Mandy put a hand on my knee and said, “Don’t call me babe, Hayden.”

Her words cut deep, like a cold dagger.

What was this? She could kiss me and touch me, but I couldn't call her ‘babe’?

"No, Hayden.” Mandy said with an icy stare, “she knows about the things we did… sexually."

My face immediately went red with embarrassment. I had been getting steadily more turned on through the night, because she kept 'accidentally' showing off a little skin, or rubbing against me as she walked by.

Now however, I was mortified.

"Don't worry!” Mandy said with a giggle. “She can keep a secret!”

My cheeks burned hotter. That sentiment wasn’t enough.

I looked to Alexis, who was currently still situated on the floor atop a cushion, directly opposite Mandy and I on the couch. She looked so prim and proper, despite a titanic bust… and a fiendish grin on her face.

“In fact,” Mandy upstarted. “When I told her all about how you used to dress up, how I used to use toys with you, she was SO turned on by the whole thing… all of it. In fact, she was so turned on that, well… she has a secret of her own to share."

Looking back at the blonde across from me, all I could feel was tension. Pure, raw and sexual tension. It was as if she knew every single minute detail about our relationship, and was just waiting to exploit it!

I was too focused on what Mandy was saying to notice that Alexis had stood up next to me. She had pulled her dress up slightly, having not been wearing any panties, and was currently pumping a long, thick protrusion of flesh that was…

What the fuck?!

That's when I received the shock of my life: she was stroking a cock! A rapidly hardening, ten inch monster of meat, completely smooth and completely delicious-looking!

"I never forgot my promise…Mandy whispered in my ear. “Of what I said I was going to do.”

She left a trail of kisses down my neck as she spoke in her husky, lusty tone. “The entire time we were together, I was conditioning you for this. I did the same to Alexis here. She used to have a boy name… and she was just like you.”

What the hell? I thought. Why would this gorgeous woman ever have a boy's name?

“Doesn't she look pretty? Doesn't she look so sexy? Why don't you tell her she looks sexy?"

Her hand reached up my shirt and started to play with my nipple.

My breath caught as she touched me.

As if in a horny trance, I said the words…

"You’re very sexy, Alexis."

At my words Mandy squeezed my thick, taut nipple harder as she pushed me forward on the couch, getting behind me. She resumed her kissing and whispered, "Doesn't her cock look so good?”

“Ahh, fuck… I dunno!” I rasped.

Mandy just giggled.

“It's so hard for you. I've ridden her cock almost as many times as I rode yours, it feels amazing. Sssooo much bigger though…"

I can't help but notice that Alexis is stepping closer to the two of us. A moment later and ger cock is eye level with my face.

“So much bigger and thicker and longer than yours, baby…”

Then, to more shock, Mandy leaned forward, and kissed the tip.

And I gasped aloud.

"Mmmmm…” she purred. “She even tastes good! Why don't you taste her now?"

“I,,, uh…”

But her hand was already at the base of my skull, and Alexis was already on the couch, jamming her fat cock in my face.

Mandy gently guided my head forward, until my lips were right in front of Alexis’s big, fat, leaking cock head.

My lips trembled.

Her lips chewed themselves.

I could hear Mandy behind me, breathing heavy.

"Do it sissy,” she whispered. “Become a cocksucker…”

I gasped aloud, letting my lips unfold and wrap around the seething bulb.

“That’s it! Suck that cock, I know you want to!"

I looked up and saw Alexis breathing heavily too. She seemed surprised as well. Obviously another thrall to Mandy's erotic hypnosis.

The hot shecock sat at my lips for a moment that felt like forever, seething and teaming with life… throbbing and pulsing, leaking the occasional spill of molten pre onto my lower lip.

Mandy pushed, and relented.

I was already a slave to pleasure, what big hurdle was this?

Alexis’s fat cock pushed through my lippy barrier, plugging my mouth-hole with all its juicy, virile glory.

I opened my mouth and took Alexis's cock, letting her sink in earnestly.

She was gentle at first, letting her ripe appendage brush my tongue. Then deeper and deeper into my mouth. I was surprised how warm it was, and how good it tasted. Later… much later in fact, I would realize that throughout our entire relationship, Mandy had been conditioning me to love the taste of cum, and that I was already addicted.

A notion that in the ‘here and now’ however, that just seemed like a horny obsession.

I closed my eyes and I could feel a certain someone's hands pushing me deeper, impaling my mouth onto the wet, throbbing she-spear. The sound was surreal, and the effect was magic. Nevermind the lewd, suctioning-esque noises, but the feeling of a real cock finally in my hungry, very-willing mouth was unlike any sexual escapade prior.

All the while, Mandy coached me through my very first blowjob.

"That's it babe… suck that cock. Use your tongue on the bottom of it, just like I used to do for you. You're a fucking natural, that's so sexy. Don't you dare stop until I say so!"

I felt her move from behind me, but I didn't stop sucking. I opened my eyes and looked up to see Alexis, holding the back of my head gently, rocking her hips back and forth. She looked so sexy fucking my mouth, with her big heavy breasts undulating overhead.

I could feel the heterosexual part of me complaining that I wasn’t gay… That I wasn’t a cocksucker. But this present moment would prove that false.

Still, when Alexis pulled her cock from my mouth, leaving a trail of drool and precum between her and my lips, I whimpered.

I chased the juicy girlcock with my mouth for a moment before I realized what I was doing and I stopped. Too late though -- both Mandy and Alexis know I was hooked, and that I would do whatever they wanted. So much so that I hadn’t even heard Mandy tell Alexis to stop fucking my mouth, nor had I listened when she ordered me to stop sucking.

When I cleared the budding tears in my eyes I could see that Mandy was standing beside her well-hung, shemale counterpart. They each had their hands on their hips and their tits out in the open, with sneering grins that would make Satan blush.

"Stand up and strip, bitch."

Alexis smiled at me as I complied, disrobing and exposing my smooth, lithe body to the world.

"We're gonna to turn you out, straight boy. You're gonna love dick by the end of the night, I promise."

I shivered, not knowing whether it was because I was scared or because I secretly hoped she was right.

Mandy helped me pull all my clothes off, until I was standing there in my living room, completely naked in front of two women. It was only then I realized that several items had been placed onto the coffee table before me: a dress, heels, and lipstick to match the two of theirs.

"Wow... uhh… what is all this?" I stammered out, clearly blushing.

Mandy giggled and said, "They're for you, silly!"

She pulled out a black thong first and tossed it at me. As if by muscle memory I snatched it out of the sky, only to clutch it close to my breast.

No words were exchanged, but in that silence I knew what they wanted.

So, blushing brighter than the sun, I quickly put it on, pulling the sides taut. The feeling of the thin string coursing up the cleft of my ass made me shiver, and I gasped aloud like a whore despite being in the presence of others.

"You know, those are the first ones you ever put on…” Mandy said, “and if you’re a good boy I’ll let you keep them."

Alexis cooed as she pressed up against my body, her hands exploring with a righteous fervor. I felt her cock brush against my leg, then my ass, then my belly, throbbing against my own through the thin, sheer panties. The pleasure made my knees week, and we collapsed back on the couch in a ferocious kiss. She was so big and powerful, and mashed all her body weight against me.

As we made out I could feel Mandy sliding the high heels onto my feet, but didn't want to open my eyes. My heterosexual side was terrified at how good it felt to kiss Alexis… to kiss a man… to kiss a person with a cock far bigger than mine… but that voice was steadily getting quieter each time her tongue went down my throat.

When the heels were on Mandy ran her hands up and down my shaved legs, and whispered "GooOOood boy… that saves us an extra step."

Next came the dress, then the makeup.

At all times, one of them was touching me while the other put something new on me, ensuring I was too weak from the pleasure to resist. Alexis was dripping precum all over me, humping the air or grinding against my smooth little body.

Mandy had me close my eyes for the makeup, and I heard her rummaging around before applying eyeliner to me.

“Lean forward, slut,” she said.

And I did, bending at the waist and clutching the table while Alexis still caressed or humped my flank.

I almost jumped when I felt the cold steel of a butt plug slide into my asshole. The little toy almost immediately found my weak spot, and I groaned aloud.

That pleasure drowned out the momentary pain I felt as a pair enveloped me: Mandy at my front, kissing and tweaking my nipples, and Alexis at my rear, humping my ass while playing with my thong.

Once it was all done, they stood me up and made me look in the mirror against the wall behind us, that I had above the couch. Looking back at me was a definite slut: a bimbo with bright red lipstick, with an hourglass figure and high heels, wrapped up in a tight black mini-dress.

She had over the top makeup that screamed ‘Come fuck me’.

Her earrings dangled from each ear, and on each earring was inscribed the word: ‘WHORE’.

She was sultry and slutty, classy with a hint of afterparty…

I didn't have long to admire myself though.

A second later and someone pushed me forward, forcing me to brace the headrest of the couch.

Alexis quickly flipped up the back of my dress and began to rub her cock against my asshole.

When did it become 'my' dress? I thought. I had no idea.

The only thing stopping her was the tiny string of my thong…

Meanwhile Mandy stood next to me and pushed down on my shoulders, bending me further over the couch so that my ass rose even higher. I arched my back but she applied a hand on the small of my back, arching it even more.

When my position was perfect, Alexis lined herself up behind me and pulled my thong to the side.

“Ready baby?” Mandy purred.

As my mind raced, I felt a hot, wet bulb press against my asshole, and gasped.

Alexis slowly pushed her cock into my ass, taking my anal virginity.

“AH! OHMYGAWD!” I shrieked, melting around the wet leaking tip.

She sank in effortlessly. My ass had been trained over many years afterall.

I glanced over, intending to look back at the beautiful transwoman, but my fluttering eyes stopped short when Mandy came into focus beside us.

She was slowly rubbing her pussy through her panties, as she watched, still maintaining the arch to my back with her free hand.

Before I knew it Alexis’s hot balls touched my tiny smooth ones, signalling her entire length was inside of me. She wasted no time after, immediately beginning a slow, meticulous series of thrusts, filling my hole again and again.

As she fucked me, Mandy began to spout the dirtiest things I could ever think of.

"You're a slut forever now. There's no going back. No matter what you do for the rest of your life, you're going to know that there was a real live cock in your ass."

I groaned as Alexis started to push into my ass deeper, harder and faster.

"You're just like Alexis now. She started off like you. A boy named Alex. Now she's a slut. A hot girl created by ME. Doesn't she seem happy? Don't you wanna be happy like her?"

I craned my neck back, gazing upon her beautiful face, undulating breasts, and wicked grin.

As she looked into my eyes she said, "I'm SO much happier now. Mandy turned me into a slut, and we get fucked together ALL the time! She told me about you and now you're going to be one of us!"

I tried to protest, but her cock hit that special spot inside me and it came out as a groan of animalistic pleasure instead.

Mandy leaned in again, "That's right slut, moan for us. Moan loud and as girly as you can! Nothing else is as good as having a cock in your ass, is it?"

I moaned again, but Mandy grabbed my face by the chin and forcefully turned it to look at her.

"No! Higher slut!” She growled. “I want you to sound like a virgin woman getting fucked on her wedding day!"

Shocked but so turned on by the situation, I complied, belting out a shrill, high-pitched note that rattled off the walls. I moaned for them as loud as I could, long and loud and effeminate. Alexis rewarded me by sliding the rest of her cock into my ass, deeper than any toy had ever reached.

"You're a little sissy femboy aren't you?” Mandy said, her own hand sliding furiously over her clit. “You love that cock, huh?”

“Y-y-yes!” I huffed.

“Then bounce your ass up against it! You're going to get dressed up and fuck cocks, you understand me? Men, women, trans, it doesn't matter to you! You're just a hole for cocks now! This is just the start, you're going to get tits, lip injections, and a tramp stamp tattoo. This is going to be your new fucking life!"

My heterosexual side's resistance finally completely broke. I couldn't help it, the idea of being a permanent slut was just too fucking sexy.

"YES!” I howled. “I'm a sissy… fuck me!"

Alexis slowed down, before saying, "Say it again! All of it!"

"I'M A FUCKING SISSY! A FEMBOY! FUCK ME HARDER!"

"Say you love cock more than pussy.” Mandy hissed. “Say you like boys more than girls. Say that you're never going back to pussy, and you're going to find cocks to suck."

"OHGAWD! I'M NEVER GOING BACK! I LOVE COCK MORE THAN PUSSY!"

Mandy smacked my ass and I shrieked again..

“HA H!” She laughed aloud. “That’s it!”

“You're going to start dressing like this all the time,” Alexis huffed, pumping furiously. “Tell us you're going to go on dates with boys! That you're just a desperate whore for cock. Tell us you're a faggot. Now and forever!”

“Ahhh, oh gawd…” I mewled, lightheaded.

“Admit it!” She paused her pumping, leaned down, pressing her big soft breasts against my back and whispered in my ear. “THEN… I'll let you cum."

Another fetish was just unlocked: the idea of going on a date with a man. I had fleeting images in my mind of getting dolled up, taken in public, hanging off of some guy as his arm candy. Then the image changed to him taking me home to fuck me like I used to fuck Mandy.

Hard and fast and raw, and without remorse, using my hole to his whims.

“Y-yes…” I groveled.

The pair of beauties snickered.

But Alexis nibbled my ear and asked, “what was that?”

She began rearing back, unsheathing her girthy cock.

I whimpered involuntarily, trembling as the feeling of emptiness overwhelmed me.

“YES! I SAID YES!”

She stopped, leaving her throbbing cock poised to attack once more.

“And?”

“Ahhh… ohgawd… I’m… I’m a faggot. Please just don’t stop.”

“Good enough,” Mandy cackled, slapping my ass once more.

I yipped, and simultaneously Alexis reinstated her fervent pounding.

"FFFUUUCK!!!” I cried out. “PLLLEEEAAASE LET MEEE CUM."

Alexis slowed down again.

"SAY IT WHORE!" She shouted. “TELL US HOW MUCH OF A SLUT YOU ARE!”

"I'M GAY! I'M NOT STRAIGHT! FUCK ME, PLEASE! I'LL DO ANYTHING!!! I'LL DRESS UP, I'LL DATE MEN, I'LL GET FUCKED ALL THE TIME! PLEASE!"

Mandy whispered in my ear, "Then tell Alexis to breed your pussy."

Swallowing hard, I summoned the courage, feeling the last remnants of my manhood flutter away.

"YES! BREED MY PUSSY, Alexis! FUCK! MAKE ME PREGNANT!"

I couldn't even comprehend the words I was saying anymore, I just needed it.

Alexis growled, bucked her hips one more time and hilted inside me before filling my boipussy with her cum.

Simultaneously, I shot the biggest load I had ever mustered, painting the couch with clear, sticky, useless mirth. My vision went black as I almost passed out. In fact I may have. I have no idea.

What felt like an eternity later, Alexis pulled out from my wrecked anus and I could hear her cum spilling onto the carpet. I collapsed onto the couch, and then crumpled to the floor, exhausted but feeling so good.

Mandy knelt beside me, brushed the hair from my eyes and kissed me on the forehead.

"Good girl. I think we need to find you a new name… how do you feel about 'Hayley'?"

Hayley… I liked that…

So I agreed, “yeah.”

And the two of them smiled back at me.

It was going to be an interesting night.

THE END
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Glorious Servitude

Goddess

Golden Possibilities

Halloween Harlot

Hitchhiker's Honey

Her House, Her Rules

Hot Tub Twinks

Hung Washington

Lessons

Lost & Found

Money Shot

Morning Jog

My Bully, My Lover

My Futa Cat Girl

Nadia, The Bull

Paper Route Detour

Party Favor

Penthouse Plaything

Performance Review

Pond Side Surprise

The Plumber’s Pipe

Queen's Mercy

Sakura's Secret

Sandy and the Shemales

Secret (Futa) Ingredient

Security Breach

Seduced

Shemale Workout

Special Delivery

Splitting Blonde Hairs

Stranded

Surprise Project

Sweet Cheeks

Train Ride Tryst

Tuition Tax

Turning Taylor

Twinkie's, Aisle Three

Week of a Sissy

Wrong Turn

Or my bundles!

Chance Encounters

Crossdresser/Caught

Oral Fixation

The Complete Bobbi Saga

The Complete Workout

Ebony & Ivory

The Futa Amazon Bundle

The Gay for Straight Bundle

The Muscular Futanari Bundle

The Penthouse Plaything Bundle

The Sissy Starter Pack

--

For news and updates, follow me on X/Twitter

You can also help support or get to know me on Patreon HERE

or if you enjoy my stories you can spoil me on my THRONE PAGE

and for everything else you can check out my SOCIALS
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