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  My girlfriend Cassie went to a small women’s university an hour’s drive north. I was going to state university, but I drove up to see her every weekend. Well, most weekends. This particular Friday, I’d skipped my intro to chemistry class to head up earlier. She’d sounded really excited on the phone.



  “I’ve got a big surprise for you,” she had said. Sex, I was pretty sure that’s what that meant. We’d only just started going out before college started, and though I’d felt her up and fingered her, we still hadn’t had actual sex. 


  But when I pulled up to the little white townhouse she was renting, I didn’t see her car. I walked up to the door and knocked.


  Cassie’s sister opened the door. She was a year older than Cassie, definitely the hotter of the two, with long blond hair and a crazy body. Cassie was pretty, sure. But Stephanie was out of this world. And she answered the door wearing nothing but lavender bra and panties.


  I felt the blood rush to my face as I looked to the ground. “Oh, uh, hi Stephanie,” I said. “Is Cassie here?”


  “Nope,” she said. I looked up and she was smiling at me. She reached out and took me by the hand. Her hand was warm and soft. She led me inside and closed the door. 


  What the hell was this? Did Cassie know about this? Did she want me to do it with her sister, or have some kind of three-way? I got hard just thinking about the possibilities, though I wasn’t even sure I could go through with something like that. I mean, Stephanie was incredible, but—


  “Take off your clothes,” she said.


  “Wait, what?” I asked. “Where’s Cassie?”


  Stephanie put her hands on her hips. “Do you want to fuck her?”


  “What?” 


  “It’s a simple question,” she said. “Do you want to fuck my sister?”


  What was going on here? And what was the right answer. Of course I wanted to, but just saying it like that didn’t seem like a good idea. “I love her,” I said.


  Stephanie rolled her eyes. “Um, okay. But I didn’t ask you that, did I? Let’s try one more time. Do you want to fuck Cassie?”


  “If she wants the same thing, then yes.”


  “God, you’re a pain in the ass,” Stephanie said. “But at least that’s finally an answer. What about me?”


  “What about you?”


  “Do you want to fuck me?”


  Holy shit. This was the real trap. “I mean, you’re beautiful.”


  “You’ve got a real talent for not answering questions,” she said. She pointed at her crotch and spoke slowly. “Do you want to put your dick in me?”


  I looked at her. “Yes.”


  “A straight answer for once,” she said. “Good. Then if you really want to fuck me, you’ll do what I say, when I say it. Deal?”


  I felt myself getting stiff in my jeans. “Deal,” I said. I didn’t know what was going to happen next, or the rest of that night. All I knew is that I’d do anything for a chance with her. Cassie had drifted to the back of my mind.


  “Good,” she said. “Then do what I said and take off your fucking clothes.”


  I stripped, piling my clothes on the sofa. As I pulled my boxers off, my erect cock sprung to attention. Stephanie, her hands on her hips, just smiled and gave a little nod.


  I felt the blood rush to my face, the cool air making my nipples hard and goosebumps break out across my body. This was the most amazing thing that had ever happened to me.


  Stephanie pointed a finger at the ground. “Now get on your knees.”


  I knelt and looked up at her. From down here she was even more gorgeous, looking up at her smooth belly and the curved bottoms of her tits.


  “Now,” she said. “I’m gonna do a few things that might seem strange to you. But this shit gets me fucking wet, so just bear with me, okay?”


  I nodded. Did she want to piss on me or something? At that point, my cock pulsing with my heartbeat, I would let her do anything. 


  She smiled, reached behind her, and pulled out a pink and yellow tackle box. She opened it up and took out a red-and-white striped can of shaving cream and a razor.


  “Here’s what you’re gonna do,” she said. “You’re gonna take these, go to the bathroom, and spray this whole can all over your body. Then you’re going to shave every piece of hair off your body from your ears down. Got it?”


  That didn’t seem that weird, actually. Time consuming, sure. But I thought I got it. She liked her boys smooth, that’s all.


  I took the razor and shaving cream from her and went to the bathroom. I thought I heard her on the phone as I shaved, but maybe it was the TV. Some places were hard to reach, and I cut myself a few times. As I was shaving the hair off my balls, she yelled at me.


  “Hurry the fuck up in there!”


  I jumped at the sound. She was right on the other side of the door, and I thought she was lounging on the sofa. I nicked myself and saw the bead of blood on my nut sack. Fuck. Luckily it didn’t bleed too much, but the foam was pink as it swirled down the bathtub drain.


  After about twenty minutes, I emerged from the bathroom, pink and raw, but smooth and hairless.


  Stephanie was standing in the middle of the living room again. She pointed at the floor, the sign to get back on my knees.


  I walked over and knelt down. My cock had slackened a little as I’d shaved myself, but it was back to full attention now, a dribble of cum dangling from the tip.


  “You ever worn makeup before?” she asked me.


  I must have looked confused, because she sighed again.


  “You know, blush, mascara, lipstick?”


  “No,” I said.


  “Well,” she said, reaching for the tackle box again. “You’re going to love it.”


  She pulled out a compact. “Now look up at me and keep fucking still.”


  Okay, this was getting a little weird. But if wearing a little lipstick was going to get me into Stephanie’s panties, I’d play along. I turned my face up to her.


  “Close your eyes,” she said. I did, and she began to wipe my face down with a soft pad.


  I spent the next half hour on my knees like that. She brushed my cheeks next, then spent a lot of time on my eyes with a dark pencil. Then she brushed my eyelashes. I was starting to feel a little silly, but it wasn’t bad.


  “Eventually you’ll learn to do your own makeup,” she said. “But the first few times we’ll do it for you.” Wait, what did that mean? The first few times?


  “I thought this was just for tonight,” I said.


  She giggled. “Right,” she said. “Now shut up. I’m not done.”


  The lipstick was last. She uncapped it and twisted the base, the bright red stick twirling up and out.


  “Pucker up,” she said. I pursed my lips and she pushed the tip against my upper lip and dragged it across. “Whore red for a little whore. Are you a little whore?”


  I didn’t really know how to answer that, or where this was going. “Mm hm,” hummed.


  When she was done, she wiped away a smudge from the corner of my mouth, then stepped back to take a look. She whistled. “Goddamn you’re pretty,” she said. “We are gonna have some fun tonight.”


  She packed everything back up into the tackle box while I knelt there, feeling the stuff caked all over my face. I was still weirdly excited by the whole thing.


  “All right,” Stephanie said. “Get up. Let’s go to the bedroom.”


  I was in a strange place. On the one hand, I felt a little bad about being unfaithful to Cassie. On the other hand, my cock was absolutely aching for Stephanie. Shaving and having my face painted not only seemed like a small price to pay, the whole thing turned me on even more. I never would have admitted that to anybody, but my balls felt like little bowling balls and my cock felt like it was about to explode.


  But when we got into the bedroom, I saw an outfit laid out on Cassie’s bed. Since Stephanie was only wearing a bra and panties, I figured it was hers. But why would she want to put more clothes on right now? And then I saw a bra laid out with the skirt and blouse. 


  “Okay,” Stephanie said. “Dress up time!”


  “But I don’t—” 


  She put a finger to my lips. “Remember what you promised?” She took her finger from my lips and stuck it down her panties. When she pulled it out, it was slick and shiny. “See how fucking hot this is making me?”


  Okay, yeah. I’d never worn women’s clothes, but I could do it. I didn’t see any underwear, but I pulled the pink skirt on first, then I reached for the blouse.


  “Nope,” Stephanie said. “You need to wear a bra. Here, I’ll help you put it on.” She helped me into the lacy black bra, the cups hanging open in front of my nipples as she fastened the clasp in the back. That’s when I noticed the two spongy balls on the bed for the first time.


  Stephanie picked them up one at a time and pushed them into the bra cups, giving me the illusion of actual tits. They actually felt kind of sexy pushing down on my nipples.


  “There you go,” she said. “Now you can put on your blouse.”


  The top was tight, but it fit. I looked down at my figure. So this was what it was like to feel like being in a woman’s body? It felt strange, but titillating.


  Stephanie reached under the pillow and pulled out a wig with straight blond hair. Before I could say anything, she’d slipped it over my scalp and began to straighten it. 


  “Oh my god! You’re goddamn adorable!” She grabbed me by the shoulders and led me over to the full-length mirror. I looked at myself in disbelief. The transformation was unreal. I looked slutty, and a little tall, but otherwise passable as a girl.


  “Now put on your shoes,” Stephanie said, pointing to the red high heels by the bed. That might be a problem. They looked pretty tough to walk in. But I slipped my feet into them. They were the right size, but instantly uncomfortable.


  “I’ll be right back,” she said, leaving the room.


  When she came back, she was holding a plastic cup from the kitchen.


  “Lift up your skirt, sweetie,” she said.


  Was this it? Now that I’d jumped through all her hoops, was she finally going to suck me off? Or let me fuck her? I lifted up my skirt, exposing my leaden balls and hungry cock to her.


  She kicked me in the balls. Oh god it hurt. I hadn’t expected it, and my uplifted skirt hid the motion of her leg rearing back and swinging forward. I felt the pain shoot up into my belly. I doubled over, feeling like I was going to throw up.


  For the next minute, I was helpless as a baby. Stephanie knew it and moved like a cat. I felt my arms jerked behind me, and simultaneously felt and heard handcuffs clasping around my wrists.


  Then I felt something slip around my neck. I shook my head, but it was no use. I was in no shape to fight back. A collar snapped into place around my throat. What the fuck was going on?


  Now I was cuffed, collared, and on the ground, still aching from the savage kick to my nuts. 


  Stephanie got down on the floor beside me and whispered in my ear. “How’d you like that, fuckhole?” she asked. “You still want to fuck me now? Gonna be tough with your balls wrecked, huh?”


  “What are you—” I tried to say more, but all that came out was a hoarse groan.


  “Sit up, bitch,” she said, pulling me up by my shoulders onto my knees. “Look at me.”


  I wanted to double back over. I wanted her to let my hands go so I could cradle my broken balls. But I did what she said, looking into her fierce, unforgiving eyes.


  “Here’s how the rest of the night is going to go, asshole.” She held up what looked like a remote control. “You don’t do what the fuck I say instantly, and this happens.” She hit a button on the remote, and I felt a jolt at the side of my neck, a zapping, crackling pain to add to the beat of my aching groin.


  “Do you understand?” she asked, waving the remote in my face.


  I nodded.


  “Say it,” she said.


  “I understand.”


  She smiled her pretty little smile. “Get on your feet.”


  That was tough, in heels, hurting badly, my hands cuffed. But wobbling, I staggered upright.


  “Spread your legs,” she said.


  I looked at her with what must have been mistrust and fear.


  She giggled. “I’m not gonna kick you again,” she said. “Not right now, anyway. But if you don’t spread your legs, you’ll get another zap, and then I will kick your balls.”


  Reluctantly, I moved my legs apart, teetering on the high heels. I didn’t feel very sexy anymore.


  Stephanie picked up the cup she’d brought back from the kitchen, then hiked up my skirt. She slid the cup up to my balls and submerged them in icy water. The shock of the cold hit me, but then I felt some relief as the chill dulled some of the pain. My cock wilted, resting on the lip of the cup.


  “Good,” Stephanie said. “Now we’ve got just one more little accessory for you, then we’re ready to really get this party started.” She opened the nightstand by the bed and pulled out what looked like a tiny metal cage made of stainless steel. 


  I was a docile as a mouse as she looped a piece of metal under my aching balls and slid the housing along my withered little dick. She produced a tiny lock and clicked it into place.


  “Don’t worry, princess,” she said. “I’ve got the key right here.” She reached into the left side of her bra and showed me a small brass key before putting it back.


  “Oh god,” I said. “Now what?”


  Stephanie went to the closet and got dressed herself, wearing an outfit similar to mine. Short blue skirt, blouse, and high heels. When she was done, she took a leash out of the closet and clicked it onto my collar.


  “All right,” she said. “Time to go to the party.”


  No, I thought. It was one thing to be humiliated by Stephanie, alone with her in Cassie’s place. But a party full of strangers?


  She tugged at the collar, but I planted my feet. She looked at me, frowning. “You’re not very smart, are you?” she said, waving the remote at me. She zapped me, and it felt like she must have upped the voltage or something, because the pain was incredibly. I winced, clenched me teeth, and sucked in a breath of air. My neck felt like it was on fire.


  “Okay,” I said. “I’ll be good.”


  Her smile returned. “Goddamn right you will.” She tugged at the leash, and this time I complied. She moved gracefully in her high heels. I wobbled behind her on mine.


  As we stepped outside, I tucked my head down, afraid that even made up like this someone might recognize me. Out of the corner of my eye I saw an old woman walking a dog. She gave us a strange look, then smiled, winked, and waved. Stephanie waved back.


  She led me to the back of her red Acura and popped the trunk.


  “Get in, bitch,” she said.


  I gave her a look, but was beyond protesting. With my hands still cuffed behind me, I let myself fall into the truck, then tucked my legs inside.


  She reached for the trunk lid, looking down at me with a sneer.


  “If you treated my sister worth a shit, or if you had any real balls, you wouldn’t be lying in the truck of my car, dressed like a whore, on your way to a house full of frat boys drunk and ready to stuff you full of meat,” she said. “Think about that on the way to the party.”


  Then she slammed the lid down, engulfing me in darkness.


  



  I don’t know how long the car ride actually was. It felt like forever. I was starting to have to pee, and I wondered if she had taken a longer way intentionally. We hit a lot of bumps, knocking me around in the confines of the trunk.


  As the car slowed to its final stop, I heard the thump of bass, almost felt it through the trunk.


  The lid popped open, and there stood Stephanie, beaming. I gasped in fresh air and heard the booming beat of the music coming from the house.


  “Ready for the night of your life?” she asked, but didn’t wait for an answer. She hooked an arm through mine and helped me out of the trunk. I wouldn’t have been able to do it myself without falling on the asphalt.


  She took me by the leash and led me up the walk. Two guys stood on the lawn, smoking and drinking cans of beer. They both looked at me with hungry eyes. One had a dark crewcut and a huge forehead. He looked like a thug. He whistled at me.


  “Hey,” he said. “Can I get in on some of that later?”


  “First come, first served,” Stephanie said. “Trixie here is gonna be giving out party favors all night long.”


  The guy with the crewcut smiled and raised his beer.


  Inside, the music was deafening. A disco ball hung from the living room ceiling, and people filled nearly every inch of the space. The closer I looked, the more I realized there were very few girls. 


  Stephanie pulled me by the leash through the crowd. Somebody grabbed my ass, but when I tried to turn my head to see who it was, Stephanie yanked me forward.


  The house was two stories, and she led me up the stairs to the second floor. Down a long hallway, we came to a closed door. Stephanie opened it to the glow of dim red light. Red fabric draped over a lamp on the floor. The small room didn’t have any other furniture. 


  She led me to the center of the room, then pulled me down to my knees by the collar.


  “Okay, bitch boy,” she said. “Here’s the deal. I’m going to spread the word downstairs that you’re my sorority’s newest pledge, that you drew the short straw, and that you’re available for sloppy blowjobs all night long.”


  I let out a low moan. She slapped me across the face.


  “Put a lid on that shit,” she said. She pointed at the door. “Whoever and however many guys come through that door, you’re going to sit here on your knees, open up your pretty little mouth, and suck them until they blow their fat wads down your throat.”


  She grabbed my face, squeezing my cheeks together. “Tell me you understand, faggot.”


  “I understand,” I said.


  She let me go and turned to leave. Then, remembering something, she turned back. She opened a small purse and took out a tube of lipstick. “I almost forgot,” she said. “With all that dick sucking, you’re gonna need to freshen up your lipstick.” She tossed it on the floor in front of me, then gave a little wave. “Happy sucking, bitch.”


  



  It wasn’t long before the first guy paid me a visit. He was already visibly drunk, staggering. He looked short, but it was hard to judge height from the floor. He had a plastic cup in his hand, and he didn’t say a word as he approached. 


  With one hand, he unzipped his fly and pulled out his half-hard cock. 


  I’d never sucked a guy’s dick before, never even thought about it. The idea repulsed me, but I was ashamed at something else I was feeling. A little excitement. 


  “Hey,” the guy finally said, slurring the word. He pointed down at his circumcised cock, the head shiny in the dim red light.


  I could get to my feet, maybe make a run for it. But then what? I was cuffed and in drag. I’d probably never make it out the front door. And if I didn’t do what he wanted, I knew Stephanie would be back, and I didn’t want another round of zaps.


  I opened up, leaned forward, and took him into my mouth. The taste was musty, a little salty, but just the thought of having another guy’s cock in my mouth made me gag a little. That made him laugh, but he stiffened at the same time.


  I’d never given a blow job, but I’d received a few. I knew enough to keep my teeth completely out of it, use just my lips and tongue, and keep it slow at first before building to a fast pace. The quicker I got him off, the less time he’d be in here.


  I ringed my lips around his cock and pushed them down as far as they would go, until the head hit the back of my throat, making me gag a little. By the end of the night, I’d have my gag reflex under control, but the first few dicks took a little getting used to.


  He looked down at me and took a drink out of his cup. “Hey,” he said. “Look at me while you do it.”


  I stared up into his eyes as I worked my mouth on his cock, flicking it with my tongue. I rocked back and forth, and began to hum. He smiled and took another drink.


  I felt my mouth filling with saliva as I sucked, and I felt myself stiffen a little in my cage, pushing the head against the iron rings. I began to go faster, making slurping noises. I even batted my eyelashes at him like a coquettish little girl. 


  That seemed to do the trick. He grunted, closing his eyes. He grabbed the base of his cock, leaving half in my mouth, and then warm, salty jizz squirted into my mouth, filling it. There was so much, some dribbled past his dick out of the right side of my mouth. I gulped down some of it, but he kept jerking, another hot load pulsing into my mouth. My eyes were watering, and I wondered when the last time this guy had gotten off. There was so much goddamn cum. 


  I gulped down two more swallows before he sighed and pulled his dick out of my mouth. He took another drink, then tucked himself back into his pants and zipped them up. He turned to go, then turned back. 


  “She said you had a tube of lipstick,” he said. I was confused at first. I’d forgotten about the lipstick. With my hands cuffed, I couldn’t freshen it up myself, so she must have told them to do it.


  I raised my voice, trying to sound like a girl. If these guys knew another guy was blowing them, they might just beat the shit out of me. “Down there,” I said lightly, nodding to the floor.


  He bent over and nearly fell over, but righted himself with the tube. He opened it and actually did paint a fresh coat onto my lips, though it felt smeared and heavy, and not exactly all on my lips. Before he capped the lipstick, he reached out with it like a pen and drew a downward stroke on my forehead. 


  “One,” he said. “Your sister said to keep count.” 


  



  The night went on like that for a long, long time. Guys would stumble in one or two at a time, drop their pants, and I’d suck them dry. Then they’d freshen up my lipstick and make a mark on my forehead. 


  My knees hurt from crouching, and my neck was sore and cramped, but my jaws were the worst. Both sides of my face throbbed with ache. And the taste in my mouth…dank, salty, and pungent. The bottom of my stomach felt like a rock. I wondered how much cum I’d swallowed. At least a cup, maybe as much as two. I gagged at the thought, bending over, starting to throw up.


  “Oh no you don’t.” Stephanie stood in the doorway. “Don’t you dare fucking throw up. I’ll make you lick that shit up off the floor.”


  I struggled to fight back the reflex, swallowing hard and trying to calm myself.


  She closed the door and locked it, then walked to me. She pointed at my forehead and squinted, moving her finger from side to side. 


  “Eighteen, huh? Not bad. Not bad at all. How do you feel, princess?”


  “I think I’m gonna be sick,” I said.


  “No. No you’re not. You’re down the home stretch.” She hiked up her skirt, revealing her neatly shaved pussy. “We saved the best for last. Sucking off drunk frat boys is easy. But if you’re gonna be my sister’s bitch, we need to make sure you know how to please a woman.”


  She sidled up to my face, and I smelled the sweet, earthy scent of her pussy. She grabbed the back of my head and pushed my face into her, my lips mashing against hers, my nose jammed so hard against her I couldn’t breathe.


  “Get to work, whore,” she said. And then she zapped me again. I’d almost forgotten about it. I was so tired, so sore, so degraded. But that jolt woke me up, hitting me like a bolt of fire to the neck. 


  I started licking like a maniac, lapping at the pink folds. She laughed. “That’s better, but go ahead and slow it down.”


  I reduced the pace, licking in long, slow strokes from the bottom all the way up. She patted me on the head. 


  Stephanie stood, legs apart, while I licked her pussy. I could feel her juice begin to flow, wetting my face and running down my chin. She started to make low moaning noises, then pointed higher up, indicating I should focus on her clit. 


  I made little circles around it with my tongue, flicking back and forth, up and down. She grabbed the back of my head with both hands and bucked her hips like a cowgirl riding a bull.


  “That’s it, slut,” she said. “Keep doing that right there.”


  My jaws pulsed with pain, the crick in my neck unbearable. But I kept on, lightly flicking my tongue across her clit.  


  She stopped bucking, shuddered, and let out a yell. “Oh fuck! Goddamit!”


  Her juice was flowing now. I could feel it trickling down my chin to my throat. I couldn’t breathe as she jammed me into her, but finally she let me go.


  “Whew!” she said. “That is damn near acceptable.”


  She let down the front of her skirt, but quickly turned around and hiked up the back. She looked down at me over her shoulder. “Other side,” she said, giggling. “Oh, and I may not have wiped too well last time I went to the potty.”


  I moved in close to her ass cheeks and did smell the faint remnants of her last bathroom visit. But she had given me an order, so I pushed my mouth and nose between her soft cheeks and probed with my tongue until I found her asshole. Then I licked, and licked, and licked some more.


  Stephanie started moaning again. She reached down with one hand and fingered her clit. 


  A knock came at the door. 


  “Go the fuck away!” she yelled at it. “We’re busy in here.”


  I pulled back a little, looking up at her. 


  “I didn’t tell you to stop, bitch,” she said.


  I pushed back between her cheeks and resumed my duties. If her ass had been dirty before I started, I had certainly licked it clean by the time I was done. She came again, rubbing her clit furiously and grinding her ass into my face. My makeup had to be a mess by then.


  She stepped away from me and took her skirt completely off. 


  “We’re almost done,” she said, then reached into her bag and pulled out a shiny black dildo, straps trailing from it. She looped the straps under her thighs, buckling them, until she stood with an eight inch rubber cock erect and ready.


  No, I thought. Please. I can’t take any more.


  But I could.


  Stephanie made me suck one last cock that night, lubing it up for the grand finale.


  Then she pointed down at the floor. “Face down, ass up.”


  I put my nose on the floor and hiked my ass up as high as I could. She walked behind me, grabbed my hips, and shoved the tip into my ass with a merciless thrust.


  Whatever other pain or discomfort I had felt up until then was nothing. I felt like I was being ripped apart from the inside, violated in a way I didn’t even know I could be. 


  She laughed and pushed in deeper. Then she slid it out and plunged back in again, fucking me savagely.


  At some point I bit my upper lip and started crying. “Please,” I heard myself whimper. 


  “Please what,” she said, laughing. “Pick up the pace? Get a bigger dildo?” Then she slapped me on the ass and kept right on going.


  



  When the trunk opened again, the sky was starting to get light again. We’d been out all night, and now it was morning. 


  Stephanie looked down at me, and I must have been a mess. 


  She smiled. “I think you’re going to make a fine little bitch boy for my sister. She’s in there, you know.”


  Oh no. I didn’t want her to see me like this, broken, exhausted, and humiliated. But I’m sure that’s what Stephanie had wanted all along.


  “Now listen up, asshole,” she said. “Cassie has the keys to your handcuffs, and she’s got another remote for your collar. You’re going to walk right up and ring the doorbell with your pretty little nose. And when she lets you in, you’re going to get down on the floor and kiss her feet. Then you’re going to make her some breakfast. And then? Then you’re going to be the best little bitch slave any girl could ever want.”


  She reached in between my legs. I tried to pull back further into the trunk, but there was nowhere to go. She grabbed my balls, twisted and squeezed. I clenched my teeth and hissed at the pain, squeezing more tears from the side of my eyes.


  “Yes, ma’am,” I blubbered. “I’ll do exactly what you say. I’ll do everything I can to make her happy.”


  She released my balls. “I’d have to say this night has been a success.”


  Stephanie didn’t help me out of the trunk this time. She made me roll out and fall hard onto the street. Then she got back in her car and drove away.


  I struggled to my feet and limped up the walkway. I saw the curtains move, someone peek out.


  Cassie was home after all. And I wasn’t done after all.


  The weekend had just gotten started.
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