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1.

“Nick, can I see you in private for a moment,” said Jackie. Her face was, as always, stern and impossible to read. She turned on a dangerous looking stiletto heal and marched back into her minimalist high-rise office, leaving the door open, waiting for him. 

Nick cringed. Was this about the Jackson account? he wondered. He’d only been at the company for six months and while he wasn’t the only one working on the account, he was still the new guy and if anyone was going to take the fall for losing such a valuable client, it was going to be him. He stilled the tendrils of anxiety in his belly, pushed back his chair and followed her beeline path, leaving the relative safety of his cubicle. 

He entered her office nervously and stood waiting to be told to take a seat. “Close the door behind you, if you don’t mind,” said Jackie. She was standing at the wall to wall window looking down over the city. She was older than him by at least ten years, it was difficult to tell, but he’d put her in her mid to late thirties. She wore smart suit dresses with square shoulders, but even those couldn’t hide the enticing curves of her ass and breasts. He’d seen her in the nearby gym a few times after work and while he did his best to avoid her outside of the workplace, he couldn’t help but notice the fine condition in which she kept her body. He often boasted to his buddies about his sexy as hell boss, knowing they all worked for fat middle aged grease monkeys or bald guys with more hair on their arms than on their heads, but secretly he was seriously intimidated by her. No, mortally afraid would be a better description of his feelings towards her. 

She watched him shut the door behind him and motioned for him to take a seat. He did so, looking up at her as she loomed over him from behind her desk. She scrutinized him down the length of her regal nose for a moment without saying a word. Her eyes as focused as those of an eagle homing in on its prey. 

Eventually he could take the silence no longer. “Um, is this about the Jackson account? Because I have reports on my computer that I could bring you that show a decline in the investments from before I was even working here. There was a transfer seven months ago for a half a million dollars to another agency. I mean, what I’m trying to say –“

She waved her hand dismissively at him, cutting him off. Then she did something completely unexpected. She smiled. Her smile was warm and genuine, but on her usually cold features, it seemed completely alien. Nevertheless, he felt a huge relief sweep over him and he relaxed.

“Small change for the company, Nick. I wanted to see you about a far more personal matter.”

Another twinge of anxiety. 

“Sure,” said Nick, his mind now racing to work out what she might have taken exception to. Was his hair too long for her standards? His suit too baggy? His stubble not professional enough?

“Nick, one of my oldest and dearest friends is getting married. And I’ve been asked to throw the hen party. Do you know what a hen party is?”

“Sure, like a stag party, but for chicks- uh, I mean woman, right?”

She smiled again. It was encouraging. 

“Exactly. I used to be quite the wild girl during my twenties and I suppose they thought I’d be best suited for the job.”

A wild girl? He couldn’t imagine her being the partying type. He always imagined she went home to her lofty penthouse apartment and plugged herself into a wall-socket to recharge for an hour like a robot before continuing paperwork for the rest of the night. 

“The thing is, Nick, I’m looking for entertainment options and was wondering if you’d be interested in making a handsome sum of money for a few hours of extra work.”

“What kind of extra work?” asked Nick.

“This is completely off the record, understand?” Nick nodded. “There are a lot of male strippers in this city, but none of them quite fit our expectations. Hanna has a very distinct type, you see. Young, slender, long hair, slightly effeminate… And I thought immediately of you.”

The last bit stung slightly, but Nick let it slide. “You want me to be a stripper for you and your friends? I can’t even dance.”

“Not a stripper, exactly,” said Jackie. “More adult entertainment. You know, serve some champagne and hors d’oeuvres wearing a bowtie and not much else.”

Nick was torn between feeling flattered and insulted. He also thought of how much fun it might be to be the only guy amongst a party of cougars on the prowl. 

“How much would I get paid exactly?”

“One month’s pay, without deductions.”

“One month’s pay,” mouthed Nick wordlessly. “For one night’s work.”

Jackie nodded. 

“I’ll do it.”

“Thanks, Nick, you’re a real lifesaver.” She offered him another of her ice-melting smiles and he could feel a tingling arousal where before there had been only anxiety. “But remember, not a word of this to anyone or the deal’s off, okay?”

“No problem.”

She handed him a paper with an address and time scrawled across it. Then shook his hand. 

“See you Saturday, Nick,” she said, dropping him a suggestive wink. “We’re all really looking forward to it.”


2.

The Saturday night came around slowly and Nick was filled with nervous excitement. He took a cab to the address and found it wasn’t a swanky penthouse apartment, but a luxury home up in the hills on the outside of town.

As Nick walked up the path, the cab sped off. Too late now, he thought. He walked up to the front door and rang the bell. A stunning African American woman answered the door. She was dressed in a leopard print bikini from which her enormous breasts practically spilled. Her dark skin shimmered with droplets of water, yet her artistic cat’s eye makeup and dark red lips remained intact.

“Hi sugar, you must be Nick,” she said. “I’m Ashanti. Come on in. The girls are out by pool.”

She led him through the spacious house, leaving a trail of pool water as she went. Nick made a noble but unsuccessful attempt to keep his eyes off her round, bouncing ass as she went. As they broke out onto the back patio, Nick thought he had died and found himself in his own personal version of heaven. Scantily clad woman lay strewn over deckchairs sipping cocktails and laughing while loud music played in the background. A couple girls spiked a volleyball to one another in the pool, their breasts heaving with every well-executed slam of their fists. It suddenly didn’t matter at all if the only reason he was here was because Jackie deemed him “effeminate” enough for whoever Hanna was. 

Nick scanned the crowd of gorgeous bodies and tanned skin to seek out his boss. He barely recognised her when she came frolicking up to meet him wearing a skimpy baby blue bikini. She threw her arms around him and pressed her breasts against his chest. He could feel their cool dampness through his shirt and even thought he could feel her hard nipples poking from beneath her swimsuit top.

“Nick! So glad you’re here!”

“Good to be here. I wasn’t expecting all this,” he said, gesturing to all the bikini clad supermodel lookalikes. 

“Oh, it’s a little known secret that I was a bikini model before I got into business. They’re still my best friends. Business people are so stuffy.” Her demeanour had changed entirely, gone was the stern professional woman, here was someone far younger, carefree and fun-loving.  “What are you doing still wearing your clothes? Take them off! Have a swim! Drink some champagne!”

“Shouldn’t I serve drinks and hors d’oeuvres?” 

“Oh, don’t worry about that. Save your energy for later. You’ll need it.” Another suggestive wink. Is my boss coming onto me? he wondered. He was beginning to think she might have multiple personalities. She’d barely greet him in the office and yet here she was shamelessly flirting and parading her lithe barely clothed body around in front of him. Or maybe she was just as glad to be out of the stifling office environment for the weekend as he was. Either way, he knew for sure tonight would be a lot of fun. 


3.

Nick stripped down to his silky black undershorts that he had bought especially for the occasion and even put on his bowtie for good measure. The girls were all bubbly and easy to talk to and he joined in effortlessly with their game of volleyball in the pool. They giggled and flirted and although he knew they were way out of his league, they all seemed so down to earth and friendly. 

As the night went on and the cocktails and champagne flowed freely, the last of the day’s sunlight disappeared and the lights of the city in the valley below reflected the twinkling stars above. Tiki torches were lit around the pool and in the flickering light of the flames and patio light reflecting off the surface of the water, the night seemed to take on a surreal dreamlike quality. 

At some point, Jackie called him over to introduce him to some of her friends. The bride was a curvaceous blonde woman called Hanna. Next to her was a perky breasted brunette called Michaela and a fiery red head named Viola. 

“Nice to meet you all,” said Nick politely as they ran their fingers through his hair and gazed up and down his body. He could feel his penis hardening and growing erect and used all of his will-power to keep it in a state of semi turgidity to avoid the embarrassment of having it protrude conspicuously from the front of his boxers. 

“Oh, you’re right, he is gorgeous. He’ll be perfect for our game,” said Viola. 

The women giggled in agreement. “Game?” asked Nick, becoming nervous for the first time that evening. 

They ignored him. “I can’t wait to get started,” said Ashanti, joining the group.

“Let’s get this party started,” said Hanna.

And before he could protest, the five of them were drying him off with a towel and ushering him into the house. 


4.

“Do you remember on our tour bus when we played the game with that beautiful French guy, Jean-Pierre?” he hear Michaela say.

“Oh, he was so much fun!” said Ashanti, “but not quite as obedient as Luke. Do you remember him?”

“Nick is one of my best young employees, he’ll be even more so. Won’t you Nick?”

“Um, sure…” Nick stammered.

They herded him up the stairs and into a master bedroom. It was decked out with a huge bed and expensive décor. 

Jackie pushed Nick onto the bed and the woman descended on him, kissing his body and caressing his cool skin. All of the unanswered questions evaporated from his mind and he let himself go to their sensual touch. 

Before he realised what was happening, a pair of handcuffs had been placed around either of his hands and fastened to the bedpost. Nick thought his ultimate fantasy was about to come true right then, but then Ashanti lifted a neat zippered carry bag onto the bed from which she removed a razor. “Keep still,” she told him. He dared not move as she shaved his face and neck, dipping the razor into a bowl of water next to the bed. 

“Ashanti is now a celebrity make-up artist,” said Jackie. “She can do wonders, but first she needs a clean canvas.”

“A what?”

Again he was ignored as the women poured something hot and scalding over his chest. “Ouch!”

“Keep still!” instructed Viola firmly as she placed a cloth over the scalding liquid. 

Once Ashanti was done shaving his face, she took out some cream and dabbed it around his eyes and lips. Meanwhile, Viola yanked the cloth from his skin pulling up all his chest hair with it in one fell swoop. Nick screamed. “What the hell? What are you doing?”

“Don’t be such a sissy,” said Viola and the woman all laughed. “Scratch that. We want you to be our little sissy. That’s the name of the game.”

“What?”

The skin on his chest felt raw and stung terribly. They did the same to his legs and he cried out with every violent yank. He was being waxed from top to bottom! “Hey! I didn’t sign up for this!” he cried, but Jackie silenced him by kissing him on the lips. Her tongue swirled against his and his objections seemed to melt. “It’ll be worth your while,” she purred into his ear.

His legs were on fire by the time they were done with them, but they were far from finished. “This bit can hurt quite a bit,” warned Viola.

Hot liquid scalded his pubic area and his testicles. He tried to scream but was silenced when Hanna heaved an enormous breast from her bikini top and popped an erect pink nipple into his mouth. He sucked it instinctively as the next swathe of cloth was ripped off taking with it all the hair from his balls. “There, there, baby boy,” she murmured, feeding him her teat. 

Then the worst so far – the skin of his pubic area flared as every hair was ripped from every pore. He bit down on Hanna’s nipple and she moaned and sucked in breath through her teeth. “Mmm,” she said. “That’s how mama likes it.”

“Hold back his legs, girls,” said Viola. 

Horror engulfed him, but was soothed somewhat by the softness of Hanna’s naked bosom in which his face was buried. “There, there, sissy boy,” she cooed.

The others pried open his legs and forced his ankles back behind his head. He felt the first drop of hot wax drip onto his asshole and he tried to climb up the headboard away from it, but Hanna’s breasts and the handcuffs around his wrists held him pinned in place. Not to mention the women holding his legs. He bit his lip and thought of the month’s wage he was getting for his time here and it seemed a paltry amount for the agony he was in. 

He screamed when the swathe of cloth attached to the hairs of his crack was ripped away, but even before the pain could sink in, the woman were on top of him, calming him, cooing encouragement and sympathy. “It’s okay, little guy,” they said. “The worst is over, okay?”

He nodded childishly and sniffed back at the involuntary tears that prickled in the corners of his eyes. He felt like a little kid with a booboo and he was suddenly grateful for their pampering support. 

“Just lie back and enjoy this bit, sugar,” said Ashanti digging once again into her bag. She pulled out more creams and cosmetics and began to apply them to his face. He closed his eyes as she worked. 

Jackie and Michaela meanwhile began to fondle his cock and soon it was hard and throbbing. They pawed at it playfully, taking turns stroking, licking and teasing it while Ashanti applied make-up to his face. Maybe this would be worth it after all, he thought trying not to twitch too much under Ashanti’s steady hand. There was a touch more pain as she plucked his eyebrows, but it seemed tiny in comparison to having the rest of his body waxed. 

He was as smooth as the day he was born and now that the stinging had started to fade, their hands sliding up and down his smooth skin felt so silky and sensual. 

“Tada!” said Ashanti as she applied the last little bit of make-up. “What do you think?”

“Oh, he’s so pretty!” they exclaimed. 

“What can you do with his hair though, Michaela?” asked Jackie.

“I was thinking some loose curls, or better yet, sleek and straight,” she said to the cheers of the girls. 

They had all brought their own special equipment to match their special skills. Michaela removed a hair straightener from a backpack on the floor and began to run his hair through it while the other’s teased his nipples, tweaking them between their long fingernails and flickering their tongues over his new soft skin. Ashanti took his cock between her luscious lips and began slowly sucking the head. Nick had forgotten all about his protests now. Five beautiful women touching, kissing and sucking his body, pampering him like he’d never been pampered before; he was in heaven. Jackie took it upon herself to do paint his nails bright pink while Michaela did his hair. He couldn’t see his reflection in anything nearby but he could only assume that he had been totally done up by now. He didn’t even care. Not even his friends could judge him for trading his masculinity for an orgy with these gorgeous hotties.

Ashanti’s finger’s stroked under his balls and even tickled the now silky skin of butt crack. He was relaxed to the point that every touch was a sensual dance on his new skin. He didn’t even flinch when her tongue flickered against his asshole. On the contrary, he lifted his hips to give her better access. He was getting into this game now. 

When they were done making him up, Jackie uncuffed him from the bed and helped him into a padded black bra, knee high stockings and garters. Next, they helped him into a sexy French maid outfit. At this point, he would have done anything they told him to. He was so turned out that he was half-drunk with arousal and not to mention sparkling pink wine. His limbs felt completely pliable as they manoeuvred him into the get-up like a life-sized doll.

“Naughty girls don’t wear panties,” said Jackie, gazing down at his erection lifting up the front of his skirt. 

They paraded him in front of the full-length mirror that Viola brought out of the bathroom on a stand. He even pleased them by doing a girlish little wiggle. 

The women squealed with delight. “Oh, he’s beautiful!” said Michaela.

“Perfect!” exclaimed Hanna.

He had to admit he made a pretty drop-dead gorgeous woman. If he passed himself on the street, he’d be totally fooled by the disguise, particularly with the curves added by the generously padded bra. 

“I think our new maid needs to do some dusting, girls, what do you say?” said Jackie attaching a short leash to a collar around his neck.

They clapped their hands excitedly. Bikini tops and bottoms fell to the floor now and the five climbed onto the bed, their bodies bouncing and rippling as they positioned themselves for him. They spread their legs as they pulled his head down by the collar, forcing his face down into Viola’s pussy. Her lips were pink and moist and he licked deeply at the trickling opening.

A sharp crack rang out from behind him and his ass cheek stung. “Ass up, Sissy!” said Michaela who was now standing behind him with a riding crop. He did his best to keep his ass up in the air as she instructed while gorging himself on Viola’s rigid little clit. Next, he was yanked to the side and forced down into Hanna’s furry little snatch. She tasted sweet and tangy and he loved the warmth emanating from her delicious lips. Another sharp crack rang out and he lifted his ass back up into the air, concentrating hard on not letting it drop again. 

A sudden sharp jab of pain shot through him as something thick and hard penetrated his asshole. He tried to buck away, but Michaela wouldn’t let him. She had donned a strap-on dildo and had lubed it up before shoving it as deep into him as it would go. Hanna once again comforted him, holding his face against her pussy while stroking his hair. As he relaxed, the pain abated and the dildo slid deeply in and out of him. He grew used to the sensation after a while and even found that he was starting to enjoy it. And so was Michaela by the sounds of it. She moaned and grunted with every powerful thrust of her hips. “How do you like my cock, little Sissy?”

Nick grunted into Hanna’s snatch and she took it as encouragement and began fucking him even harder with the big black dildo. Ashanti decided it was her turn to have her pussy licked and she yanked him by the collar and forced his mouth against her slit. Her pussy was a bright pink against her deliciously dark skin and Nick gladly returned the treatment she had given him earlier, licking her from asshole to clit with long laps of his tongue. 

He was getting fucked hard and fast from behind now and Jackie was furiously fingering herself, watching the display. “Oh shit!” squealed Viola. “I think Jackie’s gonna do that thing!”

The girl’s all stopped to watch as Jackie lifted her hips off the bed and angled them towards Nick’s head. Even Nick turned to watch while Michaela continued to ream him from behind. Jackie began to quiver and shake all over and her abdominal muscle clenched hard. The next thing Nick new, a thick spray of warm liquid hit him in the face. It went up his nose and into his mouth. He gulped it down and tried to breathe. It tasted salty and fresh. Another massive wave of the stuff spurted from Jackie’s pussy and gushed over him. 

“Damn, girl!” exclaimed Ashanti, “that is so fucking hot! You have to teach me how to do it!”

Jackie grinned drunkenly at them and licked her own pussy juice from the side of Nick’s face. “How about I show you how to make Ashanti squirt?” she asked Nick. 

Nick nodded and let her guide his fingers into Ashanti’s pussy. Jackie rubbed Ashanti’s clit while pressing down just above her pubic bone with her palm and used Nick’s wrist to set his pace while he massaged Ashanti’s g-spot. Ashanti stiffened on the bed as their pace quickened and within a minute she too gushed warm pussy-juice into Nick’s face. Make-up ran down his face in streaks now and he knew that he must look like a dirty little whore. How he had gone from being a normal guy to being a little sissy bukkake slut for these women was beyond his grasp. 

Once Ashanti had spurted the last of her come into his face, they lifted him up onto the bed and held back his legs so that Michaela could fuck him spread eagle. Jackie straddled his face and rode his tongue, suffocating him with the intoxicating scent of her pussy. Her folds covered his mouth and her pubis pressed tightly against his nose so he could barely breathe. Still Michaela fucked him vigorously, the head of the giant dildo slamming incessantly against his own g-spot making him want to cum and pee at the same time. The women were relentless and when he finally thought he could gasp for air, a fresh gush of ejaculate shot down his throat and out through his nostrils while Jackie screamed in ecstasy above him. She fell backwards onto the bed trembling and Hannah took her place, making sure to seal off his airways completely with her slick underside. Viola meanwhile slurped at his cock. He began to see spots in front of his vision and knew that if he didn’t breathe soon, he would pass out. He tried gasping for breath, but Hanna had him pinned with her knees against his wrists and the others held him in place. 

Michaela’s pace became feverish and Viola’s slippery hands and mouth swirled in a blur of heightening sensation around his cock. He was slipping from consciousness now, but at the same time, on the very edge of climax. His eyelids drooped, his vision faded and his balls tightened. The moment Hanna lifted herself from his mouth, he gasped for air and came simultaneously. The flood of fresh oxygen to his brain combined with the rush of climax and the brutal massaging of his prostate, and he spasmed uncontrollably with the most intense orgasm he had ever experienced. 

He had barely caught his breath properly when Viola came up to kiss him, filling his mouth with his own semen. His immediate reflex was to try to spit it out, but she covered his mouth with her hand and commanded him to swallow it. 

He did reluctantly, but was rewarded with another round of cheers and giggles from the girls. 

“I think he likes it rough,” said Michaela. 

“And I bet you love the taste of your own cum, don’t you?” said Viola.

He found himself nodding despite himself. His cock was raw and sensitive after coming, but the women showed no mercy. Already one of them was sucking it back to full hardness. “I am so horny right now. I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before,” said Michaela, removing her strap-on and straddling him. Her slick pussy slid down his cock easily and she began to buck her hips with the violence of a nympho in heat, gripping his collar by the leash and choking him. 

The others pinched his mouth into a little pucker, spat into his face and slapped his cheeks with their breasts. He had never been so degraded and yet so turned on with such rough treatment. Again, he lay back and allowed himself to be truly humiliated by the wild women. Michaela came to one trembling orgasm after another, her abs tense and the wiry muscles of her arms standing out with effort as she used the leverage of his collar to rock back and forth on his abused little cock. Eventually, without him coming for the second time, she collapsed onto the bed, trembling next to him. Afterwards the six of them lay on the bed for a while, stroking each other’s bodies gently. 

He knew he could never tell anyone about this, even though he wished he could. It would just have to be his dirty – extremely dirty – little secret.
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