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POSING FOR HER

A VERY SHORT EXCERPT

Ellie peppered me with kisses while he fucked me.

The pool table creaked underneath us. I felt every inch of his cock and the heat of his anger as he slammed into me, using my body for his needs. I felt myself get wet. I could no longer hear my own moans—I could only feel them burst out of my mouth, making my chest shake and my head throb. Ellie turned her back to me and I could feel her kissing my tummy. Then suddenly her hot lips were on my sissy clit and all I could see was her round shiny ass. I curled my calves around his waist as a weird, hot, sharp pleasure tore through my back. 

Oh god. He was hitting it. My special spot…


POSING FOR HER




CHAPTER 1

“Hey, Nick, I need a small favor.”

I tore my gaze away from the screen, where I was attacking an enemy base, and glanced at my girlfriend, Ellie. 

“Yeah, what?”

“I think you’re going to need to put that down first,” she said, pointing at my Xbox controller. 

“Fuck!” I cried out as the alien sniper got me. I buried my face in my hands as I watched myself hurtle out of the cargo bay of the spaceship and fall into deep space. When I saw the screen again, it had gone black, and Ellie was standing two inches away from me with her hands on her hips. 

“Sorry, sorry,” I muttered. “Can I have the remote now?”

Ellie cocked her head at me and glared. “Fine. Then I’ll just go home.”

I sighed. Ellie looked tired, frazzled, and annoyed all at once. She had her brown hair in a bun—her classic ‘I mean business’ hairstyle—and she was still in the outfit she’d worn for work that day: a cream-colored blouse (now half unbuttoned) and a tight beige pencil skirt. I couldn’t remember the last time she’d been in a good mood, though I didn’t exactly blame her. She was juggling a lot these days. 

“No, you don’t have to go,” I said, grabbing her arm and pulling her down to the sofa next to me. “What’s on your mind?”

Ellie started explaining what she needed me for, but I was pretty sure I hadn’t heard it right. 

“You want me to be a model? For your store?” I asked numbly. My brain was still preoccupied by my tragic screen death. “But you only sell women’s stuff, right?” I crossed my arms and then it finally hit me. “Oh. I get it. You’re expanding to men’s clothing too? So quickly?”

Ellie cast a glance at the dining room table. Every inch of its surface was covered with colorful patterned skirts, making it look like some kind of wacky tablecloth. “Does that look like men’s fashion to you?”

“I don’t know.” I made it a point to look uncertain. “They could be kilts?”

Ellie let out a giant huff and stood up. She stormed toward the dining area and started packing her things up. I jumped up and went to hug her but she pushed me away. “I just want my boyfriend to be supportive for once!” she screamed. 

I flinched, thankful that my roommate wasn’t home to witness this argument. I pulled her into a tight hug and kissed the top of her bun. “Hey, I’m here,” I whispered. “I’m here for you. You know that.”

Ellie, though reluctant at first, melted into my embrace. I didn’t know a single person who was more hardworking or more ambitious than her, but I knew her well enough to know that if she slipped into a full-blown meltdown right now it wasn’t going to do either of us any favors. 

Three months ago, Ellie had launched her own online clothing store, Brave Babes. It was a real clothing store, not one of those shitty dropshipping ventures everyone with a side hustle seemed to be doing these days. Ellie partnered up with a clothing manufacturer overseas that was able to come up with unique styles based on her input. It wasn’t fashion designing, per se, because she wasn’t designing from scratch, but it allowed her to customize each clothing option to perfectly suit her brand. Brave Babes was supposed to be bright, bold, sexy, and  unapologetic—every bit the essence of Ellie—but it was also slowly sucking the life out of her. Because of her 9-to-5, she was confined to working on her business in the evenings and weekends, but proudly did everything herself, from inventory management and order processing to the photography.

“I need you to model for me,” Ellie said firmly as soon as we pulled apart from our hug. 

“Uh…” I said slowly, scratching my head. “Why? You want me to wear what—skirts? Aren’t your fans going to get weirded out?”

“They won’t know it’s a guy,” she argued. “I just need pictures from the waist down. They’ll never know who it is.” Her eyes flashed defiantly. She was really going in for the kill. “And no, before you ask, I don’t want to model this time or ask my friends. They have lives too, you know. I need to know I can depend on you, the most important person in my life right now. You can’t support my entrepreneurial goals even a little?”

“Fine! Fine!” I said, sensing the room heating up with my girlfriend’s wrath. “I just don’t get it, that’s all. You have a hundred potential people who’d be willing to model, and you ask me. But it’s fine.”

“It’s because you have nice legs,” Ellie said nonchalantly. “They’re nice and shapely. Like a girl’s.”

I glanced down at my shorts and at my skinny legs peeping out from below them. “Great. Just another thing to be insecure about,” I muttered. I checked my watch. “I’ll only do this in my room. You better be quick though. I don’t want Will to be in here looking at me wearing a goddamn skirt.”

Will was my roommate, and we didn’t exactly get along. He was broody and uncooperative and just generally acted like he hated me, though in the year we’d been living together I didn’t have a clue what I’d done to trigger him so much. I just knew that seeing me in a skirt would just be fodder for him to embarrass me further with his passive aggressive comments. 

Ellie rolled her eyes as she gathered a bunch of skirts and tossed them into my arms. “Who cares? I thought you were a little more secure in your masculinity, Nick.”

I blushed. I hadn’t expected her to say something like that. Ellie didn’t know the full extent of my insecurities. The fact was I’d never really felt masculine enough my whole life. When I was a baby, everyone thought I was a girl and my mom often dressed me in pink because she thought I looked ‘cute’. To make matters worse, I had two older sisters with boisterous personalities that inevitably rubbed off on me, and I picked up a markedly feminine way of expressing myself. My teen years were pretty tough on me. I went to sleep every night praying that I’d wake up the next day looking like Dwayne Johnson—a miracle that of course never ended up happening—so that girls wouldn’t want to talk to me just because they thought I was gay.

In fact, before Ellie and I started dating we were friends first, and I still remember the incredibly embarrassing conversation I had to have with her to ram home that no, I was actually straight and I actually really, really liked her, a woman. Now that we’d been together for two years, she probably thought I’d outgrown my old insecurities…but the truth was I knew they were going to stick with me for life. 

Right then, though, I made the decision to be a good boyfriend. After all, it wasn’t fair to Ellie to put my stupid insecurities over her hard work.

“Fine,” I said, hurrying her along. “Let’s just get this over with.”


CHAPTER 2

I shut the door to my room and locked it so we were safely inside. Ellie went to work very quickly. She asked me to take off my shorts and handed me a large-size pair of pink boy shorts. 

I gave her a WTF look. 

“I don’t want your bits touching my precious clothes,” she said, smirking.

I sighed, wanting to bite back, but then ultimately decided to take the high road. The more I argued with Ellie, the longer this was going to take. I honestly wanted the whole thing over with so she’d head back home and I could game in peace. 

I pulled the pink boy shorts up my thighs, hating the way they stretched over my ass and firmly hugged my privates, settling a few inches below my waist to give me a curvy silhouette. Ellie just stood there, staring at my legs, and then her eyes traveled to my panty bulge. I blushed and turned around, then blushed harder when I realized that view was hardly any better. 

“Nice ass,” Ellie said. 

“Stop,” I growled, laying an arm over my behind. “What’s next?”

Ellie handed me a thick pair of gray woolly stockings to put on—presumably to hide my leg hair. Then she made me wear the skirt. It was a bright yellow, summer-inspired number with white polka dots. It barely brushed the bottom of my thighs. 

As soon as I put it on, I knew there was an issue. 

“I’m so sorry,” Ellie said, sounding concerned though she was smirking again. “The stockings don’t work. It doesn’t scream summer to me.”

“Don’t you have any long skirts?” I complained. 

“Nope.”

I peeled the stockings off and threw them on my bed. “Now what?”

“It’s a pretty easy fix,” Ellie said, pointing to the bathroom. “Go in there. Shave.”

“That’s easy for you to say,” I scoffed. “There’s no way I’m shaving my legs. Who do you think I am?”

“It’s just hair, Nick!” she snapped. “It’s going to grow back. Now don’t be a wuss and just go.”

I was still in disbelief when I headed to the sink and got the water running, setting my leg up against the rim of the tub. What was I even doing? I stared down at my long, thin legs and made a face. 

Ellie banged on the door. 

“I’ll be right out!” I yelled. 

I shook my head as I began shaving. No boyfriend in their right mind would do what I was doing, and yet here I was. I was too much of a pussy to talk back to my girlfriend. 

Once I was back out, I got dressed again. The pink boy shorts settled triumphantly around my ass and cock again, cradling them tight. Ellie told me to stand with my back against the white wall. 

“Pose,” she ordered. 

I posed for her…the way I knew how, by placing my feet apart and putting my hands on my hips.

“Ugh, that’s not what I meant,” Ellie said, annoyed. “Pop one leg out or something. Try to look feminine.”

Despite the anger and humiliation bubbling up inside of me, I obeyed her. Ellie snapped a few photos and barked out a few more orders. She was being so casual about having her boyfriend in a skirt and having him model for her. How could she even be attracted to me like this? 

Just get it over with. 

I bit my tongue to avoid spitting out snarky remarks and just powered through. I quickly learned that standing on your toes and raising one side of your hip could result in some very tasteful shots. According to Ellie, anyway. I had no interest in seeing any of the pictures.

Six skirts later, I was bored out of my mind and Ellie was becoming increasingly persnickety about my lack of interest in posing artfully for her. I could hear someone rustling outside my room. Will was back home and he was being noisy as usual. I held back an eyeroll, wishing he could go back to wherever the hell he’d been for a while longer. I shifted restlessly as Ellie ordered me to step into yet another pose, and she stepped so close her flash almost blinded my eyes. 

There was a loud knock on the door. 

“Who is it?” Ellie asked loudly. 

My heart sank even before the intruder replied. 

“It’s Will.”

“We’re busy in here!” Ellie said.

“I need to talk to Nick,” Will said in his flat, cold voice. “It’s an emergency.”

I was already clambering back into my shorts, having thrown the skirt I was wearing onto the bed. An emergency? Something had to have gone terribly wrong for my antisocial roommate to be pounding on my door. 

Ellie opened the door and Will walked in like it was his own room. He had a towel flung around his shoulder. 

“The water’s shut off,” he said. 

I stiffened. “That can’t be right,” I insisted. “I just—” I pointed to my bathroom, where the sink lay in our line of vision. The razor still resting on it made my heart skip a beat. I lunged inside and turned on the tap. Water flushed out for several seconds before it reduced to a trickle. 

“The bill, Nick,” Will said coldly. “The bill. You better not tell me you didn’t pay the bill.”

My heart sank. I turned around and met my roommate’s accusatory stare. He threw his hands up in frustration. 

“My dump can’t wait until you pay the bill, Nick.” He looked at Ellie. “Your boyfriend is an ass and an idiot.”

Ellie rolled her eyes. “This isn’t my problem.”

“I’ll do it,” I muttered. “I just forgot. Sorry.”

How embarrassing. I couldn’t believe I’d forgotten about the water bill. I wanted to smack myself. I tried to get to my laptop but Will was standing in front of my desk, leaning back, staring at Ellie. He was wearing his gray sweatpants, and it had big wet splotches in it like he’d had to step out mid-shower. As I bent forward I inadvertently sniffed his half-wet towel. I recoiled, wrinkling my nose. He smelled so much like…a man. He stood still like a statue, and that was when I caught onto something else: his crotch area was tight enough to show the outline of his cock. He was hung alright. And I hated that my girlfriend could probably see it. 

Will had the bad boy looks that I could only dream of. 

“Excuse me,” I muttered, my tongue feeling thick against the roof of my mouth. 

But Will wasn’t budging. I could tell he wanted to intimidate me. Maybe even worse—embarrass me in front of Ellie.  

Fuck you, Will. 

“Can you, like, move out of my way?” I finally snapped. “I’ll make the payment right now. The water should be back in a few hours.” 

Will didn’t leave the room while I sat on my bed, loading up the website to make the payment. He was looking down curiously at the pile of the clothes I was sitting in. “Anyone wanna tell me what’s going on?”

“I have a store,” Ellie piped up, waving her phone at him. “Wanna see?”

To my disappointment, Ellie and Will embarked on a fruitful conversation about her clothing business and how photography was driving the bulk of her sales. Will didn’t give a fuck about her store. He was only talking to her because she was pretty, and I was sure he was wondering about how I’d snagged such a hottie. As their conversation began crossing over to flirty territory, I made it a point to snap my laptop shut with a big woosh. Will’s eyes perked upward, but then he caught sight of something much worse. 

My legs. Which were now full of unsightly goosebumps. 

“Bro,” he started. “Do you…shave?”

“Yeah,” I said, without missing a beat. “It gets way too hot in the summer.” 

He was giving me the weirdest look. Then he glanced at Ellie questioningly, and she couldn’t help but giggle. I froze, wanting to cover my legs, but unable to do so without drawing even more attention to myself. Will was snickering and I just knew he had put two and two together and figured out what we’d been up to. I waited with bated breath for him to unleash his jokes on me. 

But for whatever reason, he didn’t spell it out that day. Instead, he took off his T-shirt, flexing his damn muscles for Ellie to see. And she was looking, alright. 

“I’m going to have to change,” he grunted, shaking his half-wet towel in front of me. “I’ll go to a friend’s to shower. Thanks, asshole. See you around, Ellie.” He winked at her, and I shot him a venomous glare as he made a smooth exit. 

“I guess we’re done for the day,” Ellie said once he left. She bent down and kissed me. We made out for several seconds, her arms wrapped around me and her tongue in my mouth. “I have the greatest boyfriend,” she whispered. Her hand pressed down to my thigh, and she started rubbing my hairless skin back and forth. Her other hand traveled to my hard-on, giving it a squeeze. “Mmm. I’ll see what I can do about this tomorrow. My place?”

I just nodded and continued to kiss her, wanting to feel better. 


CHAPTER 3

The next evening, I headed out to grab some snacks and drinks before going to Ellie’s place. I rapped on the door to her apartment and waited.

Ellie answered the door…naked. 

“What are you—” I stuttered, hurrying to close the door behind me before any of her neighbors could see.

“Hey, boyfriend,” she said seductively, motioning to me with a finger. “I was just about to take a shower but now that you’re here…you can clean me up.” She motioned for me to lie down on her rug. “Make me feel good?”

I stared at her, completely fixated on her tits and the soft curves of her waist and hips. Nothing could come close to describing the way this woman made me feel. Even if we lived and fucked for another eighty years I knew I would never get tired of her body. 

I laid down on the floor like a log and Ellie settled her butt on top of my face. We hadn’t had sex in over two weeks since she’d been so busy, and a good, hard day of work had made her all sweaty. Ellie thought I was crazy for loving her funk but I just did. It was my favorite smell in the world. As soon as I started lapping her tongue at her entrance, Ellie started moaning desperately. Then she slammed into my face with such force I thought she might’ve broken my nose. Ellie was never shy about telling or showing me what she wanted, but today she was being especially assertive and I was loving the shit out of it. She came quickly, then dropped down on the rug next to me while she collected her breath.

“That was my thank you for modeling for me yesterday,” she said sweetly. 

“You’re welcome,” I said, licking my lips. “You smell amazing.”

“Guess what,” she said. “The photos went live last night. Sales are through the roof!”

“No way,” I deadpanned. “Did they figure out it’s a guy yet?”

“Funny, but no,” she said. “You should’ve read all the comments! My customers are obsessed with your legs.”

“Well, that’s nice,” I said. 

So I had a bunch of girls ogling my legs online. Great. 

Ellie fixed her gaze on my legs. I’d worn jeans to cover any evidence of my hair removal, but now she leapt on top of me again and unbuttoned them, bringing them off me so she could inspect her handiwork. “You know, I really like your legs when they’re shaved. Honestly they just look better than mine. You just need a bit of color in them.”

For some reason I blushed. “It’s going to take me a couple of weeks for all the hair to grow back,” I accused her. She was touching my legs again and it felt really good. It was soft on soft, now that I was hairless—different in a good way. 

“You should shave down here too,” she said, cupping my crotch with one palm. “And here…” She tickled my underarms.

“Consider it done,” I said. 

Ellie continued to stroke my legs sneaking her hand up my boxers to reach the uppermost part of my thigh. “Nick…I have a new line coming up.”

I stared at her, then felt my face flush at what she was insinuating. “The answer is no!” I said.

Ellie planted her tits on my bare thighs and I almost moaned. That was super soft on soft, and it felt magical. “Come on,” she said. “From the neck down you have a body to die for. You would look so cool in a dress. Hot.” She lifted up her shirt and kissed me on my stomach. “You won’t need to show your face in them. No one will know it’s you.” She pulled down my boxers and whipped out my dick, stroking me there. 

When I didn’t answer I could see she was pissed off. 

“I thought you actually wanted me to succeed,” she said.

“I do,” I said. “Didn’t I shave for you yesterday?”

Ellie said. “Fine,” “You know what? I’ll hire a model. But you’ll have to come and help me out.”

I quickly agreed, thankful that she’d let go of the touchy subject of dressing me up in skirts and dresses. Ellie finally seemed satisfied with her photoshoot plan. She began rubbing my legs again, staring at my body in an odd way. 

“Fuck me,” she said, spreading her legs wide open. “Hard. Now.”

We ended up having some pretty good sex.

***

That weekend, we drove over to Ellie’s friend Mia’s place. Mia was away for the weekend and had agreed to let us use  her home for the photoshoot. She had a nice country house with a lot of exposed brick and white accents. I lugged in Ellie’s bag of clothes, her hefty makeup box, and the camera equipment she’d borrowed from another friend. We headed to the top floor which had a really nice home studio fitted with studio lights, umbrellas, a couple of black stools, a workstation and a huge pinkish backdrop. There were a couple of miscellaneous items scattered across the floor—presumably props—a black ball, a hat, a bouquet of fake flowers and some other stuff crammed inside a cardboard box. 

“This all seems super professional,” I said. 

Ellie checked her watch. Her hair was in another one of her buns and she already looked impatient. “Any minute now.”

We waited for her model to arrive. I munched on chips and played a game of chess with myself downstairs while I waited. I was looking forward to meeting a professional model. Having Ellie photograph another hottie would be some great eye candy. 

The minutes ticked by.

“I can’t believe it,” Ellie said, rushing downstairs looking flustered. “She’s a no show. I knew this would happen!”

“Oh no,” I said. “What do we do now?”

Ellie was beaming. “I’m so thankful I have a backup option.”

I backed away from her, shaking my head. “You fucking played me?” I asked, aghast. I clenched my jaw. “There’s no way I’m going to model for you.”

“What are you so afraid of?” Ellie said. “Come on, Nick. No one’s home. I can’t be waiting around for someone else when I already have the person who could be a great model right in front of me. Who could do it for free.” She crossed her arms and glowered at me. “Every minute we waste, I’m losing money. Plus, I’m not getting this house again.”

I wanted to let Ellie know I had plenty to be scared of. How I was worried I’d end up looking like an actual girl, instead of a man in a dress. Because what would that say about me? It would say I wasn’t manly enough. And I was so afraid of losing her if she thought I didn’t look manly enough. 

On the other hand…I scratched my neck as I thought. Was I putting my own priorities above hers once again? Was she really asking me for much? Ellie was such a hard worker and I hated to think I was going to let her down. Plus, I liked that she thought I was more confident in my masculinity than I really was.

Would she hate me for not agreeing to do this? Would I create a bad self-fulfilling prophecy?

Before my thoughts spiraled out of control, I looked at her and said, “Okay. I’ll do it.” 

At least we had privacy in this big old house. 

We headed back up to the studio and I undressed. Pretty soon I was naked in the chilly studio. Ellie was taking a good hard look at my body, and with the way she was looking at me she was giving me a semi. I’d shaved my cock, balls, and pits nicely, just like she’d asked me to the night we’d hooked up at her place.

“This is really good work,” she complimented me. She handed me my first outfit. 

I held it in my hands, shocked.

It was a fucking bikini. 

“It’s bikini season,” Ellie said casually. “I’ll help you put it on.”

I fingered the garment. It was a halter-style top with a pair of seamless bottoms, both of which were painted with pink and white swirls. There was just so little fabric to work with. I felt a rush of adrenaline as I imagined my body in this skimpy bikini.

Don’t make this a bigger deal than it has to be.

I wore the bottoms first, trying to ignore all the butterflies in my stomach. No big deal. Ellie helped me tie up the halter bikini top. 

“I think you should, like, you know…tuck,” she said. She was looking down at my bulge. 

“Tuck?” I asked dumbly.

Ellie threw her hands up. “You know what I mean!”

I did know. Carefully, I took my cock in my hands and tucked it between my legs and ass. After I pulled the bottom back up, I looked down to see a smooth edge. I froze. From the outside, my crotch looked exactly like a girl’s—and it was a super unsettling experience.

“See, Nick, you look so cute,” Ellie said happily. “I don’t know what you were so worried about. Come on, we need to make you up. I don’t have much time!”

Ellie brought me over to the stool by the workstation, where she’d set up her makeup items and brushes, along with a long blond wig.

I frowned. “I thought we weren’t going to show my face?”

“Change of plans,” she said coolly.

My heart skittered. I grabbed her hand. “Why are you so obsessed about turning me into a girl?” I whispered.

She stared at me. “Maybe you should shut it with the questions and just do what I say,” she said. “The more you talk, the more you’re pissing me off.”

Fuck. From that moment on I was as quiet as a kitten. Ellie piled on a ton of makeup on my face—from foundation to eyeshadow, to blush and lipstick. She put the wig on and styled it with some waves and pins. I could see from the mirror in her makeup box that I no longer even looked like Nick. With my skinny frame being shown off by the bikini, and my full lips slathered with hot pink lipstick, I might as well have been the model she’d supposedly hired. 

When Ellie was finally done, she instructed me to stand in the middle of backdrop and pose for a couple of test pics.

I stood, shivering slightly, with one hand on my hip and turned to face the camera.

And that was when the doorbell rang. 


CHAPTER 4

“Don’t answer the door yet!” I yelled.

“Oh, I don’t need to,” Ellie said calmly. “That’s my photographer. He has a spare key.”

My eyes widened. I wasn’t sure what to think. “You hired a photographer?” 

Ellie nodded. “Technically, he’s working for free. He’s nice like that.”

I heard the soft creaks of the doors opening downstairs, and then there was a lot of shuffling. I was rooted to the spot, feeling lost and vulnerable, wanting to do something to rescue my dignity before the stranger made an appearance. But with my anxiety, all my bodily reflexes were fucked up.

In the last minute, though, I rushed and put my robe on just in time to see Will strolling into the studio, carrying a six-pack and looking like he just rolled out of bed. I blinked and shook my head. Will? He was wearing a weedy black tank top and a pair of Nike shorts, and his dark hair was all tousled, falling over his eyelids. 

The guy who’d been dead to the world by the time I’d left home that morning was now alive and smirking, and had somehow materialized in my girlfriend’s studio.

“Hey, cutie,” he said, whistling as he gave me the once-over. 

For a second, I had the gratifying thought that maybe my roommate didn’t recognize me in my wig and makeup.

“To be honest, Nick, you’ve always been pretty girly,” Will continued, grabbing the camera from Ellie and inspecting it. My heart sank. “I thought you were girly the day I first met you. In fact, I thought you were the kind of guy who liked to suck a different cock every night.”

Rage and disbelief mounted inside me as the insult sank into my brain. The fucking devil incarnate. What the fuck was he doing here? And how did he have the fucking balls to shit on me like that? I clenched my fists, wanting to smack the ugly smug grin off his face. But then Ellie giggled. She giggled so hard like she’d heard the funniest joke in the world.

“What do you think, Will—would you fuck a girl like Nicky?” she asked. “Hell, even I’d fuck the super hot and sexy girly version of him.”

“The real question is if she’d be able to handle my cock,” Will said, smooth as butter. He raised his head at me. “Hey, you think you can handle a cock like mine? Pretty sure it’s bigger than all the others you’ve had before.”

I felt my whole body fidget and shake with embarrassment. All my insecurities were rising back to the surface again. What the heck was Ellie and Will up to? I was being made into a girl (a bikini model at that), and now they were taking turns humiliating me. 

“I hate this,” I muttered. 

“Oh come on, you can be a better sport than that,” Ellie teased and smacked my ass so hard I felt my butt cheeks vibrate. Then she squeezed my arm and planted a kiss on my cheek. “Will’s been such a good sport. Did you even know he was a freelance photographer? He’s even had his work featured in an online magazine. I don’t know about you, but I’m pretty grateful he decided to help me out.”

Outwardly, I smiled, trying to look happy for Ellie. But inside? I was boiling with fury. I couldn’t believe what I was being asked to do. But like the wimp I was, I was once again too chicken to speak up against my girlfriend.

“Alright, Nick, your job here is pretty easy,” Ellie said, getting back into boss mode. “Just listen to what I say and do it, okay?”

She was talking to me like I was some bimbo. What a fucking nightmare. 

“Let’s get rid of that robe,” she said. “You don’t need to be scared to show off your body.”

I went cold. It was one thing for them to be teasing me in just a wig and makeup with a robe on but baring myself in a swimsuit? I might as well be naked on a public street, showing my goods to anyone who’d see them like a deranged pervert. I hugged the robe tighter around my body, but under Ellie’s unforgiving stare, I untied the belt and just let it go. The robe fell open, and suddenly there was silence in the studio. 

Time froze. I really wanted to cry. I sniffled, averting my eyes to the ground, knowing that both of them were thinking about just how girly I looked in this stupid bikini.

“Hello! Earth to Nicky! I need you to pose!” 

I was jolted back to reality with Ellie snapping her fingers in my face. Will had already set up the tripod and was taking candid shots. As I tried to pose, every click of the camera seemed to become even louder than the one before it, and I was turning pink under the studio lights. I really did feel naked, like I was in one of those dreams I used to have as a kid. I’d be walking across a school corridor without pants, ashamed but not being able to do anything except cower in terror as the other kids laughed at me. This situation wasn’t really any different, except that it was real. 

To make matters worse, as the shoot went on, Ellie was growing increasingly impatient and frustrated with me. She kept barking out orders, not caring that she was insulting me in front of my stuck-up roommate. I wanted to bite back: how the fuck would I know how to pose like a girl? 

“Maybe have one hand on your hip and the other framed by your face. It’s a bikini, Nick,” Ellie said, her face looking like an impending thunderstorm. “You need to make it sexy.”

I let out a shaky huff while I tried to do as I was told. 

“Holy shit. You actually look so sexy,” Ellie mouthed. She was biting her lip. “Maybe rest your elbows on your head. And lean a little bit to the right. Your boobs look so juicy like that.”

Heat pooled inside my chest. My heart began to throb even faster. Why was Ellie talking to me like that? My boobs? My face was now turning tomato-red because now I was feeling something I definitely didn’t want to be feeling. My legs were feeling all wobbly and my junk was feeling hot and heavy. I tried not to look at Will, who had gone uncharacteristically quiet. I didn’t need to look at him though. Either he was too focused on the task at hand or…or what? He was taken by my bikini body?

“Can you give Will a sexy smile?” Ellie murmured. She sounded like she was miles away. “I want you to look like you want to eat him.”

I forced myself to smile. I caught his gaze behind the camera. He was still smirking, and he still wasn’t saying anything. I shifted my attention on Ellie and I was getting the weirdest look from her too. They both looked so hungry. Did she like…want me to…flirt with Will? Was she getting off on this?

It can’t be. That’s just fucked up. 

“Put your finger in your mouth and bite it,” Ellie coaxed. “And keep smiling.”

The moment I popped my finger through my lips I knew it was a mistake. It was impossible to do that and not have dirty thoughts run through you. Fuck. Fuckity fuck. My crotch was now tingling and stirring, and I was edging dangerously close to a full-blown erection... 

“Oh yeah, just like that, Nicky. I’ve never seen you look so slutty...” Ellie’s voice dripped in my ears. 

I felt my tucked in cock go hard. My pulse roared in my ears, and a part of me couldn’t understand why my body was responding like this. I felt so confused and humiliated and powerless. I felt silly and stupid and like a sex object at the same time. 

And as I kept posing, things just didn’t get any better. For one thing, the swimsuits were getting flimsier and sluttier. Each time I ducked out of the bathroom with an outfit change, Ellie practically had to fling the robe off me. And I’d feel so naked as their eyes burned on me—going through my thin, feminine frame, the way my waist sucked in like a girl’s, the way my ass puffed out like two fat creamy globes, and my flawlessly smooth legs. I felt so cornered. 

Will was still silent while he kept snapping photo after photo. That is, until Ellie asked me to pop a finger in my mouth again and pose. That was when he muttered, “I bet you wish that finger was my dick.”

My nostrils flared. Did he really say that? Did he really want me to hear that?

“You look hot when you’re so shy, Nicky,” Ellie teased, noticing me blush. “But you really should loosen up a little. It’s just me and Will in here. There’s no need to have your guard up.” She strode over to me, smiling. 

I thought Ellie was going to give me a hug, and I really needed one at that moment, but when she inched closer all I felt was this rush of cold that cascaded down my face and shoulders. I yelped and jumped back, but it was too late.

Ellie had dumped a bottle of water all over me. 

“Relax,” she said. “God, you’re so fucking jumpy today. What’s gotten into you?” She took a step back, admiring her latest attempt at humiliating me. “Oh yes. The wet hair look is looking pretty good. What do you think, Will?” She adjusted my bikini strap to bring it down my arm and pushed my shoulder forward to make my collar bone look more prominent. 

“I wish it wasn’t water all over that body,” he muttered. 

Ellie giggled like it was the second funniest thing she’d heard all day.

“I think we should take a break,” Will finally said. “I can’t focus anymore.”


CHAPTER 5

An hour later, we were all hanging out in the rec room in the basement, drinking beer and eating the pizza we’d ordered in. Ellie and Will were playing pool, but I was resigned to the couch, staring up at the TV, huddled in my robe. 

I was still partially wet, the hair from my wig sticking to my face like strings of craft glue. And I still wearing that damn string bikini. Ellie hadn’t let me change back to my jeans and shirt, insisting that we’d be back to taking more pictures soon. She’d said that thirty minutes ago…but with the way Ellie and Will were laughing and chilling, neither of them were showing any intention of getting back to work.

I chugged down my third beer and set the empty bottle on the floor, leaning back. I was finally feeling calmer, no longer under the gun in that stupid studio with the crazy eyeballs on me. Although…had I weirdly liked it? The whole thing was ridiculous and lame and just completely humiliating, but to have both of them teasing me, giving me so much attention? Yeah, maybe I did kind of like it…maybe just a little…

My cock twitched. I turned around, watching as Ellie and Will engaged in a flirty but heated conversation. Her butt was to me, and it looked delicious in those shiny tight biker shorts she’d worn today. I silently cursed Will. If only the assclown wasn’t here. Ellie and I would’ve been going at it like rabbits in here by now if we’d been alone. 

“Nicky! Come here,” Ellie said. 

Stop calling me Nicky! I wanted to shriek. But I got up and shuffled up to the pool table.

“Yeah, what’s up?” I asked, crossing my arms tighter around my robe and refusing to look at Will. 

“Will doesn’t believe you do everything I ask you to,” she said, grabbing onto me.

She was smiling at me in the weirdest way. 

“I mean, I’m your boyfriend,” I said flatly. “Of course I’ll do anything. But really, I don’t really care what Will here thinks.” I was being petty. I couldn’t help it. 

“I want to prove it to him. I know you’ll do anything I ask you to. Right?” One side of her lip curled up as she blinked at me and squeezed her hand. She looked like a hot little demoness. “Wait here.”

Ellie disappeared in the direction of the bathroom, leaving me and Will to give each other the side-eye. He sneered at me like he thought I was a pathetic loser, and I couldn’t help but think he was scheming to let Ellie think lesser of me so he could have her to himself. The fucking prick. 

Ellie came back several seconds later. She hoisted herself up on the pool table and coolly removed her biker shorts. Underneath, she was wearing a nude thong.

“What are you—what are you doing?” I squeaked. 

“Look,” Ellie said. “I just peed and didn’t wipe. Eat me out now.”

Will’s eyes widened. He hadn’t been expecting that either.

I swallowed. The way Ellie was talking to me was making me so horny. If Will hadn’t been here, I wouldn’t have even needed to think about it, piss or no piss. But now she was testing me. Heck, they were both testing me. 

Ellie removed her thong and flung it at me, laughing. Her distinct smell wafted into the air. I sniffed the air reflexively. She was a little sweaty too. 

“Shit,” I mumbled. 

“Eyes down here, big girl,” Ellie ordered. Her face was already flushed—she was clearly horny. “Taste me.”

Refusing to look at Will, I hunkered down and widened Ellie’s thighs. Forget Will. I needed to do this for my girlfriend. I needed to make her feel good. My robe fell open and as I hunched down I could feel my cock spring free from my tuck and hit the fabric wall of my bikini bottom. Okay, that felt fucking good. Ellie bit her lip and her gaze raked sensually over my feminized body. 

I swallowed again. The tension was so thick in the air, lighting us up like electricity. We were all horny, and we all knew it. 

I bent down and licked her. Her big pink clit protruded out, full of arousal. I drove my tongue over her neat landing strip then brought it down, tickling her clit. Ellie hissed and clamped her legs around my neck, forcing my lips in place. The drying piss and her fluids marinated on my tongue as I continued licking her clean. 

“Mmm yeah, just like that…do you taste all of it?” Ellie asked, tightening her grip around my neck and gyrating her hips on top of the table. 

“Fuck yeah,” I whispered. “You’re so hot.”

“And you’re such a nasty bitch,” she whispered to me. 

I felt my cock swell at that. 

“I bet your cute little cocklette is hard right now,” Ellie whispered. “Hard as fuck thinking of being my little bitch…doing everything I say like a well-trained doggy. You’re such a sissy, Nicky…I always knew it…you can run away from the truth but not for long until it catches up to you…”

I tried ignoring her words. But they were seeping through me. Sinking down to my bones, chilling me to the core. Every single word echoed in my brain like a song that just wouldn’t let go. You’re such a sissy, Nicky. I put all my frustration into pleasuring Ellie, licking her like the thirsty bitch she knew I was. My cock…cocklette…was now as hard as stone, whimpering to be let out.

When Ellie came, her pussy sputtered, and I downed it all. She stepped off the pool table and snaked her thong up her legs, flashing Will a triumphant smile.

“Told you,” she said.

“Fuck. I just got a huge boner from seeing that,” Will said. He narrowed his eyes at her. “I really need someone to suck me off.”

“In your dreams,” Ellie said. 

She just rejected Will. I was surprised and happy. With the way she’d been flirting with him all day, I thought she wouldn’t have hesitated to jump his bones.

“I’m not picky,” Will said. “I just need something warm and wet.”

Ellie’s brow crooked up. Then her eyes fell. 

Will’s cock was out. Out.

I was speechless. There was something incredibly dirty—and thrilling—about seeing your arrogant roommate’s penis out in the open. I’d had my fair share of roommates who’d slept in their underwear or in the nude before, but we’d all got along before so it had never meant anything. With Will, though, things were different. I’d seen him shirtless or in a towel plenty of times before, but he was so hellbent on avoiding me that the chances of catching him naked had been minimal. Of course, I’d imagined what he’d look like naked before, but that wasn’t anything abnormal. Everyone did that about their roommates. 

“Oh fuck. It’s huge,” Ellie said. “I bet the girls run away from you when they see that…”

Will began rubbing his cock and laughed.

Ellie looked at me. I looked back at her, my heart skipping a beat.

Did she just…?

“Suck him off,” she said, her eyes unblinking now, her voice firm and scary.

I took a step back, unable to take my own eyes away from my roommate’s gigantic cock, just inches away…growing right before me. 

“Suck him off, Nicky,” Ellie repeated. “Until he cums. Don’t make me wait.”

“I…” I started.

But Ellie had gripped my wig and was pushing me to the ground. My cock throbbed painfully as I sank to my knees. Ellie quickly disrobed me, and I looked up at Will. From this point I felt so small and he looked so big. Tall and menacing. His thick pink balls bulged in my face.

“Blow him, you sick sissy cunt,” Ellie said, her mouth pursed. She was trying not to giggle but failing. She grabbed my hand and guided it towards his shaft. “I need to see this.”

“Nice tits,” Will said, his gaze burning on my chest. “Wanna kiss my cock to kick things off?”

My cheeks went red. My mouth twitched. I stared at his penis, not wanting to accept what I was about to do. I could already see a bead of precum discharging off its tip.

“Mmm. Look at that cock. Don’t you want to worship it?” Ellie was practically purring. She’d also knelt down right next to me, eager to get closer to the action. “Go on, kiss it for me.”

I gripped Will’s cock and for a moment I was struck by how small my fingers looked, wrapped around his thick, veiny shaft. Tingling slivers of excitement were pooling in my groin. I leaned forward and gave his warm head a little kiss before swallowing it. Will grunted something like ‘ah, fuck’ and slipped his cock further inside my mouth. I started sucking him, letting my spit drench him and get him all soppy. 

“How does it feel, Will? Is she any good?” Ellie asked.

“She’s exactly what I expected. Sucks like a professional cocksucker,” Will said and hooted with laughter. 

Oh my god. Was I really that good? 

I didn’t have much time to think and panic. Ellie started shaking my head back and forth. It looked like she didn’t even care if I gagged or threw up all over myself. Will’s cock churned and pulsed, and I felt myself slip into some kind of trance. My body was going through the motions, knowing exactly what to do, like I’d been doing this my whole life. 

“Oh shit,” Will grunted. “I’m about to cum.”

“Ruin her pretty face, Will!” Ellie said excitedly. “Do it! Empty those big loaded balls! She’ll love it!”

I shut my eyes and let go as hot ropes hit my face and oozed down my jaw and neck. I wiped the cream off my eyelids before opening them. I coughed. I still couldn’t believe what I’d just done. I’d just given my roommate a blowjob while wearing a bikini, and my mouth still tasted of his cock and precum. As I coughed some more, a glob of cum entered my mouth and I had no choice but to swallow it. 

Will pulled up his shorts while Ellie quickly handed me some tissues. 

“Well, that was exciting,” she said brightly. “I’m proud of you, Nicky.”

Will stretched. “So, I guess we’ve established your pathetic boyfriend will clean piss off your cunt, suck a cock, and happily get a facial. I wonder what else he’ll do if you ask him to.” He laughed. “Will he lick my asshole?”

Will and Ellie exchanged glances. Then Ellie looked at me. My heart skipped a beat. Hadn’t we gone through this before?


CHAPTER 6

I gazed into Ellie’s fiery brown eyes, still trying to process the literal hellhole I was about to fall into. Who could’ve imagined that Ellie and Will would gang up on me like this? They really were a devilish duo, and they were making me their bitch. 

“I think she’s been waiting all day for you to ask,” Ellie said. “Isn’t that right, Nicky? Don’t you have a crush on your roommate?”

Embarrassed, I hung my head. I found myself whispering, “Maybe.” I looked down at my toes and the ground was suddenly spinning. Holy shit. Did I just admit I had a crush on Will? How did my girlfriend know me better than I even knew myself?

Ellie patted me on the back and then forced my chin up. “Okay, so you know I want to see you lick Will’s asshole now,” she murmured. “Ten seconds. I’m challenging you, Nicky. Will you do this for me?”

The world thankfully stopped spinning.  I nodded slowly. The request was just so dirty it was making me crazy horny.

I was asked to lay down on the floor while Will, pantless again, squatted over my face. He smirked at me and I gulped. Now that I’d tasted his cock, I knew that he’d always have the upper hand over me. His stubble and messy hair and strong, lean arms looked so fucking sexy. His eyes were almost piercing my soul. How had I never noticed that before? His ass loomed above my head and when his brown eye came out to greet me, I closed my eyes and slid my tongue out. He chuckled as he sat down and his warm, soft asshole made contact with my mouth.

“Sniff it good. It’s only fair, you fucking sissy,” he snarled. “You left me without water for a day. Now you get to be my toilet.”

“Ten…nine…” Ellie started counting down.

Will’s weight dropped over me like a giant rock as I licked. With every second that ticked by, the smell of his ass and balls only grew stronger. I tried to penetrate his hole with my tongue, hoping he’d like it. God, I’d never been so horny in my life. He began pressing his balls against my face, pushing down harder, until I had to gasp for air. Fuck. He was being so aggressive. And I loved it. He started jerking himself off.

“Good view?” he asked, smirking. “Your fucking face makes me want to cum all over again.”

I whimpered. Went back to tasting his ass. Running my tongue up and down his crack and up his balls. Giving him what he wanted. When the countdown ended and I could breathe again, I was riding high. Intoxicated by what I’d just done, and wanting more. Needing more. 

And hating myself for it. 

“Oh my god. I got so hot seeing that,” Ellie said, giving me a hug. “You’ve been such a good girl posing for me all day. I think you just earned a reward.”

I nodded, wiping the sweat off my forehead. I was desperate for a release. 

“What do you want?” she asked.

“A blowjob,” I said quietly, not wanting to admit—even to myself—what I really wanted. “From you.”

Ellie rolled her eyes. “God, you’re so boring. Seriously? Can’t you think of something more fun?”

“Um,” I said. 

“Well, I have an idea,” Ellie said. “I’ll give you your blowjob.”

“Okay?” I said. 

“If you let Will fuck you.”

Thank you, Ellie. That was what I’d really wanted, though I’d been too much of a pussy to say it out loud. How great was it that I had a girlfriend who really knew me? My bikini top was unraveling, and Ellie came back and lovingly tied it up for me. My heart and cock throbbed in unison. I couldn’t ignore my feelings any longer.

Ellie told me to lay down on my back on the pool table and spread my legs. I stared up at Will. His Adam’s apple jerked. My eyes said: I’ve been a dump for your cum and your ass, what more could you want?

Will glared at me like he wanted to kill me. Like he hated that he wanted me too. 

We still hated each other. At least that hadn’t changed. 

Ellie untied my bikini bottom and prepared my ass with a lot of spit, stretching my cheeks and slathering it wet. I moaned, feeling dizzy again with the adrenaline and anticipation coursing through my blood. It was going to hurt, but I hoped the fire in me was enough to numb the pain of having my boipussy destroyed.

Ellie got on top of me, pinning my arms back. She kissed me on the lips, searing my mouth with her desires. The dirty lust on her face was so hot. She really wanted to see me be used by a hot man like Will. Wanted to see my ass be ruined. She murmured something into my ear, but I was way too dazed to understand what she said. All I knew was that even if this wasn’t for me, I’d do it just for her. Just to make her happy. 

Ellie said, “She’s all yours.” 

I saw Will take off his tank top and stroke his cock as he got into position behind Ellie. I raised my legs high up, wanting to show him my cute brown asshole. The feeling when he entered me was exquisite. I gasped and moaned and stared up at my girlfriend’s beautiful face, wanting her to know how much I loved the feeling of being stretched and opened. Will was way too worked up now to take it nice and easy. He was going to pound my virgin ass until I screamed.

Ellie peppered me with kisses while he fucked me.

The pool table creaked underneath us. I felt every inch of his cock and the heat of his anger as he slammed into me, using my body for his needs. I felt myself get wet. I could no longer hear my own moans—I could only feel them burst out of my mouth, making my chest shake and my head throb. Ellie turned her back to me and I could feel her kissing my tummy. Then suddenly her hot lips were on my sissy clit and all I could see was her round shiny ass. I curled my calves around Will’s waist as a weird, hot, sharp pleasure tore through my back. 

Oh god. He was hitting it. My special spot. And Ellie was blowing me like a slut in heat.

That was when it hit me.  There was no point fighting it anymore.

“Hey, Nicky!” Ellie called. “How do you like it? You like being a bitch for us?”

I finally accepted the truth. I was a girly guy and nothing was going to change that fact. I was a sissy who loved being a submissive bitch for Ellie and a playtoy for Will. I looked hot and slutty in women’s clothes—and both of them loved me for it. 

“Nicky?”

“Don’t stop,” I gasped. 

As the sweet promise of release began to sizzle over the horizon, I thought that yes, I was incredibly lucky to have such a hot girlfriend who’d embraced my sissy nature and had made me her hot bitch.


THE END

Thank you for reading!
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