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Chapter 1

It wouldn’t be wrong to say that my life changed dramatically after that first night with Carrie and Chase. All three of us fell asleep right next to each other that night – Chase’s cum still sticky in my asshole.

When I woke up the next morning I could hear the sound of the shower coming from the bathroom. I was alone in the room now, with enough privacy to mull over the events from last night. The entire night had kind of passed by in a haze, from Carrie coming over to my place and putting me in her panties all the way to when Chase fucked me from behind.

I had thought last night that I might regret my actions the following morning – but here, now. When I still lay with my bottom half naked on my neighbor’s bed, my hole still sore from the pounding it had gotten last night, I still couldn’t bring myself to regret anything I’d done.

Becoming a girl had felt more natural than anything had ever felt in my life – and I could never thank Carrie enough for what she’d given me last night.

Neither could I thank Chase for what HE’D given me.

The shower stopped running a few seconds later and out walked Chase in all his muscular glory. My cheeks warmed with memories of last night and my asshole twitched with familiar need as I let my eyes wander his body. The only thing separating him from total nudity was the towel wrapped loosely around his waist. There was a smile on his face as he looked at me, his huge muscular chest and abs still dripping with water.

“Rise and shine, Jess.” He beamed a smile at me.

What was I supposed to say in answer? My only interaction with this man was when he fucked me like a slut last night. “Uhh, Hi,” I answered sheepishly, keenly aware of the fact that I was wearing nothing on my lower half. “Where’s Carrie?” I was doing my girly voice to ask these questions, which involved speaking more softly and a few octaves higher.

“In the kitchen, whipping up some breakfast for us.” He walked over to one of the cabinets on the other side of the room, back still towards me, before adding. “You should get up too, you need some food after that workout last night.”

My cheeks flamed with renewed heat as he chuckled after making the remark, but he was right. I could really do with some food, and the smell of fresh eggs cooking in the kitchen was already making its way into the room. I got up, before realizing that I didn’t want to put on the shorts and t-shirt that I walked in here with last night.

I looked back up to spot the skirt and panties from last night when my eyes fell on Chase once again. Without notice, and back still towards me, he loosened the knot on his towel, letting it fall to the ground and exposing his huge, muscular buttocks to my sinful eyes.

Everything else forgotten, my eyes fell open watching his glutes flex as he leaned in to retrieve something from the cabinet. He must have realized that I was watching, because he turned around, a pair of boxers in his hand as he looked over at me, that confident smile still on his face.

“Didn’t get enough last night, huh Jess?”

My cock pulsed with heat as his torso turned around and his massive manhood came into view. His towel lay discarded on the floor, and the boxers were still in his hand, leaving his cock to hang free. Even when he was flaccid he was huge. The cock hung between his muscular thighs as he regarded me with a quizzical eyebrow and I realized with a start that he could see how aroused I was –

BECAUSE I WASN’T WEARING ANYTHING FROM THE WAIST DOWN.

I blushed red and threw my hands over my tiny cock, crossing my legs to hide my shame as he chuckled at my behavior.

“You don’t need to hide anything from me.” He laughed. “I saw enough of you last night.” He winked as he said this, and even though I realized he was right I kept my hands covering my tiny cock.

It was okay in the heat of the moment last night – but I still felt a little vulnerable showing my body to Chase in the day of light.

He shrugged, still chuckling, before leaning over to slip on his boxers. “Suit yourself,” he said, before making his way to the door wearing only the boxers. “But do join us for breakfast.”

I waited until he left the room before resuming my search. I found the skirt and panties discarded on the floor and slipped them back on before checking myself out in the mirror. The makeup from last night had worn off, but the wig was still on despite the fact that I slept in it.

Must be some strong straps.

I adjusted my clothes and smoothened everything out. After I was sure that everything was in order and that I wasn’t showing too much skin – I say too much because the skirt I was wearing was short enough that most of my legs and even some of my butt was visible when I was walking – I left the bedroom and made my way to the kitchen.

Chase sat on the chair with his back to me, still dressed only in those boxers that were just a little too tight around his glutes. He was hunched over a plate of eggs with a fork in hand, munching away as Carrie whipped up another batch.

They heard me coming, and Carrie turned to look at me as I entered the kitchen. She smiled warmly at me. “Up already, sleepyhead?” Her eyes drifted down to my skirt. She was no doubt recalling how I hadn’t had it on for the entire night. “And you’re dressed already. Wonderful.”

I didn’t know what to say. Even though last night had been great, I was still a complete stranger in their house. I just stood there sheepishly, one of my hands wrapped around my other wrist as I waited for further instructions.

Carrie must have noticed my hesitation because she turned around again and used her spatula to point at the empty seat next to her husband. “Have a seat, Jess,” she said. “You must be starving. We didn’t even eat the lasagna last night.”

An image of that abandoned lasagna still sitting on my countertop flashed in my mind as Carrie laughed lightly.

“Well,” Chase pulled the chair out and patted the seat lightly while he looked at me. “What are you waiting for? Get your ass over here.”

I felt a slight rush of heat in my backside when he said the word ass, but I wore an emotionless face as I made my way over to the table and sat down. Carrie came in with the eggs and we all ate together. The eggs were excellent, and after the exhausting night I’d had I was grateful for some food in my belly.

Carrie and Chase bantered throughout, cracking jokes and laughing like this was just another regular breakfast. How was it so easy for them to slip back into old habits after the events of last night? I had to give it to Chase for handling everything so maturely even though Carrie had pretty much sprung this surprise on her.

But now they both talked as if nothing was wrong. Which made sense. Because there really was nothing wrong. If anything, this might just have been the first time in my life that everything felt right.

Chase finished eating and rose from his seat. “Alright,” he said, looking first at his wife and then at me. “I need to get dressed and leave for work. You ladies have fun.” It was fun being called a ‘lady’ by someone as masculine as Chase, even if I wasn’t really a lady yet. Even if I didn’t have all the right parts or proportions.

It still felt nice.

“I ironed that black shirt you wanted to wear, hon,” Carrie said as her husband walked back to their bedroom.

Or was it our bedroom now?

Stop getting ahead of yourself Jess. I reminded myself, and it was pleasantly surprising to realize that even the voice in my head had started calling me Jess instead of Josh.

Chase disappeared into the room and came back out a few minutes later fully dressed. While his naked form was a sight to behold, he didn’t look too bad dressed up either. The black shirt Carrie had been talking about was a button-down that seemed just too tight for Chase’s muscular shoulders. He wore some black jeans underneath, with the shirt tucked in and a black belt securing the entire outfit together.

He had his bag in his hand as he walked over to where we still sat in the kitchen. Watching him dressed up like this was making me weak in the knees. He just looked so powerful and dominating in these business-casual clothes. The only thing I wanted to do was to undo that belt and sink to my knees in front of him. The memory of his massive cock was still fresh in my mind from last night – and even though having him put it up my asshole had been fun, I also wanted to fulfill my dream of having a man bust in my mouth.

I only realized I had been staring with my jaw open when Carrie laughed beside me. She put her hand on my shoulder as I blushed and rose to her feet. “I know he’s hard to get over.” She looked at her husband who had by now reached the table. Chase leaned in to plant a passionate kiss on her lips and I watched her body melt into that kiss. My insides warmed with something special as I watched the two of them kiss.

“I’ll be back early today,” Chase said, breaking off the kiss and then eyeing me.

The warmth that had taken root inside me from watching them kiss expanded as his eyes twinkled against mine. I stopped breathing for a second or two as he leaned in, bending at the waist and planting his lips on mine in much the same way that he’d just done to his wife.

I quivered as his lips parted mine. As his tongue slipped into my mouth and lit everything up again.

I felt my legs become jelly and my backside roared with fiery need as Chase put a hand on my thigh.

And then, before this could go any further, he had withdrawn.

“Well,” he said, looking first at me and then at his wife. “I’ll see you ladies tonight. I’m sure we can have some fun when I’m back.” And then he winked – a wink that seemed to promise a lot of things – before he grabbed his keys and left for work.


Chapter 2

“Did you have any plans for today?” Carrie asked me after her husband had left.

“Not really.” I had a full month off because of spring break and even though I had planned to go to a few parties, all of those plans seemed to be a distant memory now. Besides, they weren’t really Jess’s plans. They were Josh’s plans. And I wasn’t even sure when I’d be Josh again – if ever.

“Perfect.” Carrie flashed a huge smile at me. “We can go shopping then.”

I nodded along because the idea seemed intriguing. Even before the events of last night, I was always a fan of dressing up and looking nice. I had never admitted it to any of my male friends, but I loved the idea of hanging around the mall for hours on end, trying out all sorts of different clothes until I found just the right outfit.

And now I was about to relive that experience from a completely new perspective.

“I’ll meet you out front in thirty minutes?” I said to Carrie.

“Where are you going?” She asked me.

“Back to my apartment. To get ready.”

“You can just get ready here, silly.” She dragged me by the arm and led me back to her bedroom. “Besides, you don’t have any girl clothes or makeup at your apartment.”

She had a point.

“I’ve already showered.” She pulled out a fresh towel from a cabinet in the bedroom and handed it to me. “You go ahead and get cleaned up.” Her eyes drifted down to my backside as she said the words ‘cleaned up’ and I was reminded of Chase’s dried-up cum that was still somewhere in my asshole.

My cheeks flushed red but Carrie only laughed before rushing me to the bathroom.

The shower felt nice and refreshing, the warm water cascading down my smooth skin in rivulets as I scrubbed myself clean. There were both male and female shampoos and conditioners in the bathroom – you don’t need to guess which ones I ended up using.

Carrie’s shampoo felt great in my hair – my actual hair, not the wig she put on me last night – it smelled like berries and flowers and it made my hair silky smooth to the touch. The body wash in the bathroom was equally nice. It came in a baby-pink bottle and I loved the way it made my skin smell citrusy.

After I was done showering I took another look at my body in the tall bathroom mirror. My hair had really benefited from Carrie’s shampoo and conditioner. As I looked at how soft it now felt, I considered the possibility that I might grow it out for real. After all, I wasn’t going to use this wig forever, and I had nice enough hair to wear it long.

I could even put some dye on it and get it the right color. I was imagining what sort of hairstyle I would do with my imaginary hair when Carrie knocked on the bathroom door. Without waiting for a reply, she swung the door open and I turned around hastily to look at her.

My hands darted to cover my privates and Carrie laughed at me once again in that same cute way that she always laughed. “You don’t need to cover up in front of me.” She walked into the bathroom, dressed only in her underwear now: A pink bra with red hearts spotted on it, alongside matching panties. “We both know I saw enough of you last night.” And then she raised her eyebrow a little, her eyes wandering around my chest. “And I’m not sure you’d need to cover up that part anyway.”

“What –” But I cut myself off even before I could get the words out. My hands had shot for my privates instinctively when Carrie had opened the bathroom door. But one thing I hadn’t realized was the fact that only one hand was hovering around my crotch. The other had automatically stretched itself across my non-existent tits.

I blushed the deepest shade of red possible as Carrie giggled once again. I was even starting to act like a girl now.

I couldn’t be sure if it was just the panties and the dress now. Had taking Chase’s cock up my ass awakened something deep and primal inside of me? I didn’t know the answer, but I knew for sure that I would need to go further on this path to find an answer.

“Enough modesty.” Carrie knocked me out of my thoughts once more, pulling my hands away from my dick and my chest and dragging me back into the room. “We have to get to the mall before it gets too crowded.”

She sat me down in front of the mirror as she had last night. This time she picked out a simpler – more chaste – outfit for me. She made me wear white cotton panties that fit snugly across my tush, with a black padded bra that gave me some fake bustiness. After that, she put me in a medium-length dress that hemmed off just above my knees.

I wore flats instead of heels, and she put on a different wig – one that had a blonde ponytail. After she did some light makeup on me, I looked like an innocent high school girl instead of the college-going boy that I was (or I had been previously. It was honestly very hard to tell at that point in time.)

“You look so cute.” Carrie pushed me to my feet once more and then made me do a twirl as she watched.

It felt nice too. Even though I’d worn sexy underwear last night, something about putting on a crisp, clean pair of panties felt so liberating. I loved how breathable the cotton was, and how soft the fabric felt against my dick and my balls. It didn’t ride up my butt as the thong had, but it felt equally good in a different sort of way.

“Good.” She was looking at me with the same delight as I had seen in her eyes last night. Maybe even more. “Very good.”

Carrie had also gotten dressed while I had been adjusting my wig. She had chosen to wear a tight white top that showed off her smooth belly, and a pair of skinny jeans that clung very tightly around her butt and her thighs. She grabbed her purse and her car keys, and then she led me out to the parking lot where we set off for the mall.


Chapter 3

I’d obviously been to the mall before – but the experience of shopping as a woman was so different that it felt like it was my first time in a place like this.

There were way more stores for women than there were for men, and each store had neverending collections of clothes that you could browse for hours.

And we did just that.

There were stores dedicated only to lingerie, only to denim, only to dresses, only to swimwear. There were stores that had everything and stores that had just shoes. If I’m being honest, it was all a bit of a sensory overload for me – being in a place with so many vibrant fabrics calling out to me from every corner.

“What should we begin with?” Carrie asked, her hand against mine, our fingers intertwined against each other as she led me across the floor. The schoolgirl look she’d given me today was making me look younger than I had looked last night in the skirt and the sexy makeup. I glanced at one of the reflective walls across the room and the reflection of the two of us staring back almost looked like a mother and a daughter.

Well, maybe not.

Carrie was obviously too young to be a mother to a fully grown girl like me, but we could pass off as a younger sister older sister combo.

“Hey?” Carrie cupped my chin in her hand and turned my head so that I was facing her. “What do you think?”

“Huh?” I had obviously missed whatever she had said.

“We should start off with getting you your own underwear collection. I can’t have you using mine forever after all.” She smiled warmly at me and squeezed my palm with her hand. I felt a comforting warmth rise up inside of me because of the way she looked at me.

“Yes. Sure.” The idea of having my own underwear collection sounded very nice. I loved the panties Carrie had put on me last night and today, but even if I was really petite some of her underwear was a little too tight on me. With my own collection, I could see myself being much more comfortable.

“Great.” And with that, she started dragging me towards another corner of the mall – she obviously knew this place like the back of her hand. And it made sense too. Carrie was a very fashionable woman, and to be that well-dressed you obviously had to frequent the mall a lot.

We ended up taking the escalator to the 4th floor of the mall. The store was nestled in the far corner of the floor, between other women’s underwear stores on either side. In fact, when I looked around it became clear that this entire section of the mall was dedicated to lingerie. If I had to count, there were probably 18 or 19 lingerie stores over here.

Did women really need that much underwear?

“We’ll start you off with the basics.” Carrie led me into a store that said Panty Paradise on the sign above the door. Whilst some of the other stores had more dark and sexy themes in their branding, Panty Paradise had a more colorful and wholesome feel to it. I imagined it was the kind of place where mothers brought their daughters when they first began their journey into womanhood.

How apt.

A short cute woman greeted us at the door. She was dressed in the store’s uniform and wore a colorful P-cap that had a blonde ponytail coming out from the back.

“Welcome to Panty Paradise,” she said. “My name is Miranda and if you need anything I’m here to help.”

She was obviously addressing Carrie when she spoke, but after she had finished her greeting she chanced a smile at me too. I blushed self-consciously when she did because I was still kind of nervous about being found out.

But she returned her attention to Carrie and I breathed a sigh of relief.

“Gosh, I haven’t been to a store like this in ages.” Carrie would obviously shop at a more grown-up store. “Can you please show me around the store? Me and my friend here need to fill out a wardrobe.” She squeezed my hand and smiled at me.

“Of course.” Miranda smiled at both of us again and then led us inside the store.

“Who are we shopping for?” Miranda asked as she led us through the aisles.

“Her.” Carrie was quick to point to me. I nodded meekly to confirm.

“Well, what type of panties do you usually wear, miss?”

A wave of panic swept through me. What did she mean by ‘types of panties’? How was I even supposed to answer a question like that?

But again, like so many times since last night, Carrie jumped in to help.

“We’re trying to give her a new look, so we’ll have a look at everything.”

I held tighter onto her hand after she said this. I was obviously out of my depth here, and she was the only one I could rely on to guide me.

The attendant led us to a rack that housed a wide assortment of panties.

“These are from our latest collection,” she said. “They come in a wide range of colors.”

Carrie picked out a couple of them and held them close to my face. “I’m sure these would look wonderful on you, Jess. They’re slip panties.”

I, obviously, didn’t know what slip panties were. But I had to agree with her assessment that they’d look wonderful on me. I could already picture how wonderful my ass would look in the red ones that Carrie was holding.

“Should I try them on?” I asked her, and Carrie giggled at my response.

“What’s the hurry?” She put the panties back down and then walked over to another rack – this one housed some thongs and G-strings. “We should pick out some more before we go into the try room.”

Carrie and I spent the next fifteen minutes picking out a number of panties throughout the store. Carrie kept educating me on what every specific type of panty was called, and I chimed in with what color I’d like to get it in.

By the time we actually made it to the try rooms, Carrie had a big heap of fabric in her hands.

“Alright, Jess.” She walked into the room and beckoned me to follow. “Get in here.”

I glanced back at the store employees before whispering to Carrie. “Both of us? Won’t that look weird?”

Carrie laughed again before replying. “It won’t, silly. Girls do this all the time. Now get your butt in here.”

I shrugged and followed her, closing the door behind me as I stepped into the tiny try room.

“Now.” Carrie held up a yellow pair that was shaped weirdly. “These are called cheeky panties.” My eyes fell on the almost horizontal strip that made up the backside of the underwear. I didn’t have to wonder for very long how they got their name. “And you have a fantastic ass. So I bet you’d look wonderful in these.”

Carrie helped me out of my dress, leaving me standing there in just my underwear. Her eyes drifted down to the bulge forming in my panties and she rolled her eyes before smiling at me. “There will be time for all of that later, Jess. Let’s just focus on trying on the panties for now.”

I nodded with some heat in my cheeks and bent over to remove the panties. I slid them down my legs and then stepped out of them before straightening again and handing them to Carrie.

“I want to help you with these. Turn around.”

Even though I was fully capable of slipping on a pair of panties, I knew I’d enjoy the whole ordeal even more if Carrie helped put them on me.

I turned around, my bare bottom facing Jess as I stared at the mirror on the changing room door. I could see how she smiled as she looked at my butt, and because all the walls in the changing room had mirrors on them, I could see WHY she smiled.

Even without the panties holding everything firmly together, my ass looked perky and juicy.

Carrie dropped to her feet, her face inches from my butt as she instructed me to lift one foot – and then the other. She slipped the panties up my legs and my flesh tingled pleasantly as the smooth fabric of the panties slid up my legs and thighs. By the time she’d secured the panties around my bum I was sporting a full hard-on.

Carrie got to her feet and then slapped me across my ass before turning me around so that we were facing each other. “They look wonderful, don’t they?”

I twisted my torso to get a better look at my backside – and one look was all it took to confirm that she was right. My ass looked fantastic. Hell, it looked BETTER than fantastic. The panties were very tiny, so they stuck close to my body, but the strip behind had done a marvelous job of lifting up my cheeks making them appear even perkier than they naturally were.

And as the name suggested, both of my ass cheeks hung out from the panties.

Just the sight of my own ass was starting to turn me on.

Carrie’s eyes drifted to my bulge again, and she looked me dead in the eye as she gripped the bulge in those panties between her palm. She leaned in close. Close enough that our lips were almost touching.

“You need to stop getting turned on everywhere we go, Jess.” There was an edge in her voice – a playful edge. But an edge nonetheless. She traced the outline of my tiny cock, and squeezed the tip of my cock as she brushed her lips across mine.

She smelled fantastic. She tasted even better.

“And besides. We haven’t even bought these panties yet. We can’t very well have you creaming something you don’t even own.” She withdrew her hand, leaving my cock to throb in its cotton prison.

“I’m sorry.” I was breathing hard already. My cheeks were flushed with color, and there were a few beads of sweat running down the side of my head. “I’ll try to control myself.”

“Good.” Carrie was already going through the other panties she had picked out. She had hipster panties, G-Strings, a few thongs, some high-waisted ones, and even a few bikini bottoms.

We were obviously going to be here for a while.


Chapter 4

By the time we left the mall, I had enough bags to fill up the trunk of Carrie’s car. She had paid for everything of course – seeing as I was still a broke college student, even if I wasn’t Josh anymore.

Carrie got into the driver’s seat and we set off once again. I had gotten an extra large slushie in the mall between stores, and Carrie had the car A.C. running at full blast, making me shiver from the cold air that snuck in under the dress to assault my bare thighs.

I moved my hand to adjust the thermostat when she stopped me. “It’s hot, Jess,” she said. “Don’t touch that.”

I withdrew my hand sheepishly and brought my thighs closer together as I gazed out of the window. The truth was, I was getting desperate for the bathroom. The liquid combined with the cold was making my kidneys work extra hard, and now my bladder was filling up at an alarmingly high rate.

I put both hands on the top of my thighs and began to rub myself gently, my palms moving slowly across the surface of my smooth skin as I brought my legs closer and closer together.

“Everything alright, Jess?” Carrie wasn’t looking at me, but she could tell something was wrong. “I thought you’d be a lot more excited about all the clothes we got for you.”

“I am,” I replied, without looking at her. “It’s just that –” I was a little embarrassed to actually say it out loud. After all, I was an adult. And I didn’t want to make it seem like I couldn’t hold my pee.

“What is it, Jess? You know you can tell me.” She finally glanced at me, and maybe it was because I was making my need so obvious with my body language, but she caught on immediately.

“Do you need to use the restroom?”

My cheeks flushed. I nodded my head.

“You should have gone back at the mall, Jess. You know it’s a long drive back. And we’re bound to run into some traffic after we leave the freeway.”

“I didn’t need to go back then.” I squirmed in my seat even as I said the words. My situation was getting worse by the second.

“Can you hold it until we get back?” Carrie had some genuine concern in her voice.

It was embarrassing enough to be asked that question at my age – but it was even more embarrassing to answer. “It would be better if you could find a place to stop.” I crossed one leg over another and buried a hand between my legs.

Carrie shook her head from side to side, making ‘tsk’ noises as she did so.

“Alright,” she said, pulling out her phone and tapping a few fingers on the screen. “I’ll see what I can do. But you really should have gone at the mall.”

“Thanks,” I replied, sheepishly.

Carrie scrolled through her phone for a few minutes before speaking again. “There aren’t any public toilets for a while yet. Plus the map shows a big traffic blockage up ahead.”

My bladder screamed at me as she gave me this information.

“You might have to hold it until we get back home.” She looked at me, frowning as she said the words.

“And how long will that be?” I asked, both hands buried between my legs now.

“An hour at least, if not more.”

A wave of panic took root in my spine. “There’s no way I can wait that long, Carrie. There has to be another way.” My bladder was practically begging for release at this point. It was almost unnatural.

Almost like there was something mixed in with the slushie Carrie had gotten me in the mall.

Carrie tapped her chin for a few seconds before speaking up again. “Well,” she said. “I know a few abandoned alleys up by the east side that we could use. They have enough privacy that you could do your business without anyone finding out. I could pull off the freeway if you want?”

“Yes.” My response was immediate. I didn’t mind pissing in some alley as long as I was able to empty my bladder.

“Got it.” Almost immediately, she turned the wheel and a few minutes later we were exiting the freeway onto a rougher side of the city. The pressure from my bladder kept mounting as Carrie drove on, navigating the tight spaces of the city’s industrial center.

A few minutes later she picked up the phone and made a call. “Hey,” she said. “We’re almost there.” And then she hung up the phone.

“Who was that?”

“Oh, no one. I just thought since we’re coming to this part of the city I’d take the opportunity to meet a few old friends.”

“In the middle of an abandoned alley?” I asked, a hint of incredulity in my voice.

“Don’t worry about it,” she said. “Focus on your problem.”

And she was right. I didn’t have the luxury to be thinking about Carrie’s friends with my own bladder on the verge of bursting. The car inched forward at its leisurely pace and the pressure on my bladder mounted with every passing second.

“How much farther, Carrie?” I was practically bouncing up and down on my seat now, my hands pressed tightly across my tiny dick.

“Just a few more blocks. I think I see it coming up there.”

And indeed, I could spot the mouth of a darkened alley a few streets ahead.

But maybe it was because I was so close, or maybe it was because I had simply reached the end of the line. Because even before we reached that alley I felt my defenses crumble away. My dick betrayed me, spraying hot piss all over my cotton panties.

“Nooo,” I yelled out, as the shameful heat spread across my panties and then under my butt. Carrie turned the car into the alley and opened the locks. I threw open the door and jumped out, still peeing in full flow.

I didn’t look back at my seat until much later, but rest assured that I had left it soaked in my pee.

As I stood there, looking from side to side, the pee continued to cascade down my legs. It continued to fill my panties and before long it was pattering on the concrete below and spreading out in a puddle.

I yanked my already-soaked panties down and squatted on the ground.

Mind you, I still had a dick, but something had changed inside me last night. And the change had been anything but subtle. And that change now meant that I peed like a girl: sitting down.

When I was finished I got back up only to realize the extent of the damage. My legs were soaked, my butt was dripping wet, my shoes were filled and even the car seat had a large stain on it.

I had tears in my eyes when I looked back at Carrie, who was still sitting in the car. But the older woman stared back at me with a smile on her face.

Before I could say anything, I heard a few footsteps behind me.

Startled, I turned around and my breath caught in my throat.

Approaching from the far end of the alley were two tall and muscular men. Both of them wore jeans and sandos. One had long hair and a dangerous-looking face, while the other was bald and had dark, chocolate-colored skin.

I heard the car door closing behind me as Carrie stepped towards me.

“What is this?” I asked her, very aware of my nakedness and my wetness.

“These are the friends I was talking about.” Carrie put her hand on my shoulder. “I thought you might enjoy their company.” They were close now. Very close. And I could tell from the bulges in their jeans that they liked what they saw.

“Or maybe,” Carrie pushed me towards them. “They’ll enjoy your company.” She giggled. “I’ll let you guys figure it out.”

And even though I had pissed myself like a child a few seconds ago, I felt my asshole twitch with heat at the sight of these two large, alpha men. My cock stirred to life under my dress, and I found myself smiling as I dropped to my feet in front of both of them.


Chapter 5

Things were happening faster than my mind could keep up.

The first man hadn’t even made it all the way to me when I dropped to my knees. His hands went for his belt, but I beat him to it. A few seconds later I was pulling his pants down. Another few seconds, and I had his boxers by his ankles while his humongous cock sprung to life next to my face.

It throbbed with hot need, and I couldn’t resist its temptation for even a second.

I stuck my tongue out and lashed at it. The dark-skinned man shuddered as I licked the underside of his frenulum. I looked up at him with large eyes, still very much aware of the slick wetness sticking to my thighs. He looked down at me with a smile on his face, and the two of us locked eyes for a few seconds.

Then his cock pulsed close to my face, and I opened wide.

He was bigger even than Chase – and Chase had been no slouch either. My lips stretched open as he pushed into my mouth, his hot, veiny cock making its way deeper down my maw. He groaned as he slid inside me, my tongue wedging itself in the little free space still left inside my mouth.

I moaned, and looked up at him, he groaned and pushed deeper. My own cock was fully erect now, and hot with need. I dropped my hand between my legs, but before I could get a grip and start beating myself off I felt a powerful pair of hands claps around my wrists.

I didn’t have to look back (neither could I, because of the cock down my throat) to see that Carrie’s other friend had positioned himself behind me.

“You don’t need to worry about that, love,” The other man said from behind me. “We’ll take good care of you.”

The dark-skinned man’s cock burrowed itself deeper into my mouth. I felt a trail of spit leak out of my mouth as I moaned. My soaking wet panties lay discarded somewhere on the alley floor, which meant that my dress was the only thing separating my asshole from the other man’s touch.

But not for long.

The dark-skinned man started thrusting harder, his cock gliding in and out of my mouth with total ease. His fingers found their way into my hair, and before long he was guiding my head to a rhythm that suited him.

The other man had pinned my hands behind my back, and I heard the rustling of his clothes as he undid his jeans and dropped his boxers. A few seconds later he flipped over my dress, revealing my still-wet tush to the stale alley air.

I squirmed my ass as he ran his hand through it.

“Looks like little miss sissy had an accident,” the man said, as he ran his fingers through my wet butt and my sticky thighs. “Your friend couldn’t make it to the bathroom, Carrie?”

“Don’t be so hard on her.” It was Carrie speaking this time. I had almost forgotten she was still here when I first saw these two men. “She tried her best.”

“I bet she did.” The man laughed before slapping me across the ass, making my tush jiggle. A soft moan escaped my lips, and this only served to turn both of them on even more.

“You sure she’s okay with this?” The man behind me had both hands clasped around my hips. My dress was bunched up above the small of my back, and I could feel the heat of his cock radiate near my twitching backside.

“You see how hard she’s going on Tyrell’s cock.” Carrie giggled before continuing. “Of course, she’s okay with it. In fact, I’m sure she’s dying for a cock in her asshole.”

Carrie was, of course, right.

I squirmed my ass back at him once more, and that was all the encouragement he needed.

I continued to suck Tyrell’s cock as I heard the man behind me spit in his hand. My ass flamed with the hot memory of how Chase took my virginity last night, and by the time the man was done lathering up my backside, my asshole was practically begging for his cock.

But even if I wanted it, I wasn’t really ready for it.

The feeling of Chase splitting me open was still fresh in my mind, but the cock that now slid into my backside was even bigger. I felt my soul leave my body as he gaped me apart and sank in. I tried to scream into the cock in my mouth, but the only thing that came out was a terribly muffled sound.

I let out the sluttiest possible moan as his fingers dug into my hips. As his cock made its way deeper and deeper into my asshole. My entire body shuddered with hot, euphoric need as it reached all the way in. It pulsed inside me, the veins hot against the walls of my boypussy. He had stretched me out. My knees were scraping the ground. My legs were wide open.

And my asshole throbbed around his unbelievable girth.

“Now,” he said, shifting his weight a little. “The fun begins.”

Now? What does he mea –

All thoughts leaked out of my mind with his first thrust. I moaned louder than I ever had. My entire body convulsed with euphoria, my asshole lit up with hot ecstasy…

And he had just gotten started

The cock inside my mouth swelled up even more. The thrusting from each side got harder and faster.

I shut my eyes and gave myself over to them completely. My tiny body trapped between the two of them as they fucked the ever-loving life out of me. I moaned and screamed and shrieked and shook between them.

Their cocks glided in and out of me unabated.

The cock in my mouth would reach the back of my throat, and the cock inside my asshole would reach some place inside me that I didn’t know how to name – only that it felt dangerous close to my stomach.

They fucked me for what felt like hours.

More pleasure rocked through my body than I had thought possible. Again and again, I felt a pelvis slapping against my tush. Again and again, I felt a pair of balls slapping my chin.

At some point, I felt the cock inside my asshole hit the same part of me that Chase had hit last night. Everything lit up, and every coil of pleasure that had been building up inside me throughout the day expanded.

A searing hot fire took over my entire body, and I felt my vision go black. My nearly naked body shuddered as wave after wave of euphoria ripped through me. Every last cell in my body came alive with fire as my cock spluttered one final time.

I hadn’t touched myself even once, and yet the orgasm that ripped through my body was the strongest I had experienced in my entire lifetime. I splattered my seed on the ground below, and then, as suddenly as I had gone up, I began to come down.

My body went limp, and if not for the supporting hands of the two men who had just railed me into oblivion, I would have fallen to the ground.

The man behind me finished a few seconds later. He flooded me boypussy with his hot, sticky offering. Filling me up until there was no space left inside me.

The dark-skinned man withdrew his cock from my mouth. He looked down at me, and then back at his friend who was only now withdrawing his cock from my cum-filled asshole.

“No fair,” he said. “You made her cum before I got my chance.”

“I’m sure she’s down for round two,” Carrie chimed in from behind.

And even though I had just experienced the most mind-shattering orgasm of my life, I couldn’t help but nod my head at her suggestion.

“Good girl.” The dark-skinned man smiled. He put his hands under my armpits and lifted my near-lifeless body off the ground. He pushed me against the wall, spread my legs, and urged me to wrap them around his torso.

I did as commanded.

Then he took his cock, which was still slick from its time in my mouth, and put it inside my gooey, sticky asshole.

It slid inside without resistance.

And then he was fucking me, his hips moving mechanically underneath me.

He lasted all of two minutes – probably because of all that time he spent inside my mouth – and then he exploded inside me. I have no way of knowing, but I think he came more than the other man.

All I know for sure is, by the time he was done, and by the time I was on my feet again, there were trails of cum running down the inside of my thighs.

Both men stood silently as I breathed heavily in the aftermath of all the exertion. I was looking at the ground, too embarrassed to face the people who had just fucked me like I was some slut.

Carrie broke the silence.

“Here,” she tossed me my wet panties. “We have new ones in the trunk. But you need to wash these after we get back home.”

“We’re going home?” It was a stupid thing to ask, where else would we go?

“Of course, silly.” Carrie was already making her way back to the car. The two other men were following after her. “Tyrell and Jack haven’t had their fill yet.” She turned back to me and smiled before winking at me. “And besides, I think I could use their help in teaching my dear old husband a lesson.”

With that, she got in the car and fired up the engine.

I thought about the cum in my asshole, the dirt on my knees, and the stickiness on my legs. Then I looked down at my already-soaked panties and shrugged. I put the panties back on and made my way back to the car.

It wouldn’t be pleasant sitting in the soaked seat all the way back, but at least I could take a shower when I got home.

To be continued.
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