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Chapter One

I glanced at Ava, regretting my decision to enter my best friend’s monthly high-stakes poker game. I figured, how good can girls be at poker? I was wrong. They were talented poker players, and worse, they were ruthless.

In a strained tone, I said, “How do I look?  You aren’t really going to hold me to this bet, are you? Do I look good? Come on, let me see. There is no way I’m leaving your apartment looking like… some bimbo slut who can't do her makeup. No way.” I found it strange I wasn’t protesting about being dressed up but not looking gorgeous.

Ava sipped her wine and shrugged. “You lost, Alex. I warned you; my friends are ruthless, especially Sophia and Olivia.”

“Yep, you should have listened to your friend and stayed home. But you lost, and big time. So, shut the fuck up, quit whining, and let me finish.” Rose fussed with my makeup.

How did I end up here? Sitting in front of four women as they sipped wine, laughed at my expense, and played with me like I was their toy doll?

I glanced at Sophia, her cocky smile, standing all proud and crap with her muscular arms crossed. Sophia, the bodybuilding dike, did it to me. That she’s a lesbian is my take on her. But Ava tells me Sophia’s not into women as much as she’s into men dressed like women.

Sophia cleaned me out of not only my money -  over two hundred dollars, but she took my manhood. Yet, I had to concentrate through my forced feminization to keep my cock from swelling. I considered the little guy throbbing in my pants and what he found so arousing about being humiliated, laughed at, and treated like a toy.

Damn it, how could I have lost that hand? I was holding two aces in the hole. When Sophia raised, I had three of a kind, with one more card to go, and Sophia had nothing, or so I thought. I couldn’t match her bet. She demanded that I call her bet or fold. 

“What the hell am I going to call with? You know I don’t have anything else? That’s not fair?” I said.

That’s when she made her proposal. If I wanted to see the last card, I’d have to agree to dress as a woman. Then after they dressed me as a woman, losing would require me to head out for a night on the town. I took the bet. There was no way I could lose.

In the end, Sophia had a royal flush. Fuck! How lucky can she be? Drawing that hand was like one in several hundred thousand. Me, dressing as a woman was like one in a million.

As Rose’s magical fingers toyed with my face, Sophia said, all proud of herself. “Might as well be a girl since you like hanging with the girls, anyway.”


Chapter Two

So here I am. Sitting in Ava’s bedroom while four women primped, prepped, and transformed me into a woman. I hoped the final product wouldn’t embarrass me.

I started having second thoughts about what would happen if I followed through and went out in public. Sitting here and listening to these girls make fun of me is one thing, but what if people started making fun of me in public? “No, I’ve changed my mind. I’ll pay you whatever you want. I’ll make payments. I swear.”

Sophia said. “That wasn’t the bet. Shut up, sissy, and finish.”

“Are you a welsher?” Olivia, the biker chick, said as she laid a figure-hugging pink dress on the bed. 

“Pink? Come on, what that crap. I'm not wearing pink!”

Sophia responded, “You’ll look good in pink, sissy. You’ll be my sissy in pink.”

I shook my head. I wasn’t a welsher. I made a bet and lost. I'd have to swallow my pride and go through with this.

Sophia watched everything Rose did, not satisfied, she added. “Make sure he looks nice and slutty. A little more mascara.”

Rose laughed. “Oh yeah.” She grabbed her mascara wand, flicked it onto my lashes, dipped a brush in a small jar of black mascara, then lined my eyes even more.

The girls were having a grand time at my expense as they dolled me up.               They were sipping wine, laughing, joking, and prepping me for what was to come, a night out on the town.

After what felt like an eternity, they were satisfied with my makeup. Sophia offered a thumbs up and said, “Okay, Alex, strip.” 

Sitting and allowing Rose, a makeup artist, to transform me into a girl was embarrassing. But stripping? In front of these girls. That would be the most embarrassing and humiliating part of this process. I glanced around at all four ladies, Olivia, Rose, Sophia, and my best friend, Ava.

Sophia had a relaxed smile on her face, very pleased with herself.

Olivia glared at me, her lips pursed, as she mumbled, barely audible. “Damn, you look good, too good.” Almost as if she was jealous. Sophia was a ten, even with her muscular body. But Olivia was no more than a seven and pushing that.

I glanced at Ava, hoping my friend would give me an out. But instead, she reaffirmed her friends' determination. Ava shook her head and said, “I told you not to play, didn’t I? But, oh no, you’re a great poker player. Sophia and Olivia play in tournaments all the time. They suckered you.”

I unbuttoned my shirt, removed it, then unbuckled my pants, slid them down to my ankles, and stepped out of them. I stood hands in front of my growing erection, embarrassed to take the next step. Why did I find this… this humiliating experience so exciting? I closed my eyes and thought about baseball, hoping to calm my erection.

Sophia pointed, “Holy shit, look at what we have there. Looks like an erection.” She drained the last half glass of wine, poured another, and said. “Take 'em off there, Alex.”

I slid my underwear off, covered my erection with my hands, and waited. Though the process of getting made up like a girl was embarrassing and humiliating, I enjoyed it. Why the fuck I did, I’m not sure. I wasn’t going to admit it to any of these ladies, especially Sophia and Olivia. Ava and Rose seemed to be just going along with it all, but Sophia was determined to embarrass me, and Olivia, she… well, seemed jealous. I glanced at Sophia. Yep, she enjoyed my transformation the most.

Sophia pulled up a video on her smartphone, which gave me step-by-step instructions on how to tuck my junk. I followed the painful instructions. The tape held my cock painfully. But the process was effective because the tiny pink thong lay flat when I slid it on. I took a long deep breath, enjoying the thong splitting my ass, and giving me an incredible sensation. My cock tugged on the tape, begging to grow into a hard-on.

The pink thigh-high pantyhose went on next. It was pure heaven the way they hugged my smooth legs. Why the hell was I feeling pleasure at being feminized?

The corset, bra, and inserts went next, then the skin-tight pink dress. I put on my long blonde wig and slipped into a pair of five-inch stiletto heels to finish the process.

I fidgeted and tried to peek into the full-length mirror behind me. I was worried but curious too. Did I look hot? I hoped so, not just because I didn't want to embarrass myself when we went to wherever we were going, but because… well because I wanted to look hot!

Sophia smacked my ass and laughed. “No peaking.”

The smack wasn’t intended to cause pain. It was a playful smack. I found myself enjoying her affectionate tap and wanting more. I glanced at Sophia, her grey suit coat, black and pink tie, grey pants, and trademark mirrored sunglasses.  “Come on. I don’t want to look stupid. If I don’t look good, I’m not going out with you all. The bet is off then.”

Ava smiled and looked me over. “Damn, Alex, you look fucking hot.”

Sophia, Rose, and Olivia nodded in agreement.

I waited patiently as the girls sipped their wine and checked me out. They admired their work for what felt like hours. I smiled and kept my mouth shut.

Sophia downed another long sip of wine and stepped behind me. “Check out her ass, girls.”

They all took up a position behind me. “Holy shit, that’s nice.”

As they admired my ass, not only visually but in turn, cupped, massaged, and pinched my ass. There was no manly way to consider this situation. I resigned myself to submit myself to it. I have to admit. I was enjoying the humiliation. My cock, undoubtedly, would be hard as a rock if it weren’t taped to my body.

They seemed satisfied with my look, so they said. “Let’s go.”

“Where are we going?” I asked in a shaky voice.

Sophia said. “Don’t you want to see? See what you look like?”

Ava, Olivia, and Rose said in unison. “You look really, really good.”

Olivia’s black hair was highlighted in purple, and two studded leather bracelets were on her wrists. Over her broad shoulders was a sleeveless t-shirt under a leather sleeveless vest. I counted four piercings on her face and wondered how many more she had on other body parts. She mumbled angrily, “Too fucking good, bitch.”

Head down. I stumbled over to the mirror, wobbling on my heels.

I looked at my reflection in the mirror and couldn’t believe I was looking at myself. Holy shit! The pink dress hugged my new figure, the corset having created just the right amount of curve to make my figure look feminine. My legs, in the silky pink pantyhose, looked delicious. I ran my hand down the smooth fabric, admiring my toned legs and how the stiletto heels emphasized my calves. I turned and checked out my ass. The tight dress made my ass stand out and shout fuck me.

I checked my face next and realized what a great job the girls had done. I was shocked. People would have to really, really look hard to determine I was a guy if they could at all. The long blonde wig was curly and framed my feminine face well. My eyes were dark, slutty, putting me on the edge of I’ll fuck anyone. But the rest was more toned down. My lips were luscious, bright, glossy red, and I could think of only one thing as I admired them. These were blowjob lips.

As I admired my luscious lips, I thought about what it would be like to suck a cock. I'd never done it and always considered myself straight, even though Ava, Sophia, Rose, and Olivia seemed to think I was gay and didn't know it yet.

“You like it, don’t you, Alex? My little sissy in pink.” Sophia laughed.

Ava added. “What do you think?”

Olivia said, “Damn, girlfriend, you look fucking hot! I’m jealous. The guys will be hitting on you instead of on this smokin’ hot body.” Olivia ran her hands down her large breasts and curvy figure.

As I admired myself in the mirror, I decided I looked better than Olivia. I shot her a relaxed, cocky smile. She sneered at me. Was I being catty? Hell, why not, I thought. What can she do to me?

I turned around again, double-checking my look. I wasn’t just passable; I looked like a girl. The mascara made me look like a slut, but I liked it. I checked out my luscious ass again and decided I’d fuck it. Then returned my attention to my lips and thought about what it’s like to suck a cock, again. No way, I didn’t have that thought. Did I?

Before I could back out, Ava grabbed my hand and guided me through the apartment to the front door. “Let’s hit it….” Ava opened the door to her apartment, holding it open for the rest of us.

Sophia said. “Wait for a second. What are we going to call you? Hell, Alex works. But now you’re Alex, the girl. Move it, girl.” She patted my ass playfully.

After all the girls had left, I took a deep breath and stepped outside as Alex the girl for the first time. As I stepped through the threshold, I hoped I wouldn’t get my ass kicked by someone who figured out I had a cock, especially after hitting on me, hoping to get some pussy. Or the jokes and insults when I stepped… “Hey, where are we going?” I asked.

Ava said. “We’re heading to The Deviant.”


Chapter Three

The Deviant was the city’s most popular nightclub. An old factory renovated into four stories of wild, sexual tension and a reputation for attracting the well… deviants, hence its name. Outside were some of the most crime-ridden, darkest, and loneliest streets, not a good place to venture out into by one's self.

We arrived at ten, fashionably late. We slid out of the ride-share, five hot babes. I hated to admit it, but it seemed I was attracting most of the attention. I figured it was my pink dress. It stood out like a sore thumb. I stumbled twice, walking in my heels, still getting the hang of being a slut. Sophia caught me once, making sure she grabbed a handful of my ass, and the second time it was Rose. 

Sophia claimed to know the bouncer, so we walked to the front of the long line. I felt the eyes on me and was sure they all knew I was a man.

In my mind, they were making jokes about me. About what a little bitch I was, letting these girls dress me up like their little doll, their toy. What else was I doing for these ladies, they thought as they watched me strut passed them.

But, as I glanced around, the guys were checking me out, not as if I were a guy. But their gazes explored my sexy figure, my ass, and when they made eye contact with my slutty eyes, it was a deep, prolonged contact. They lusted for me.

I swallowed and tried to put on a show for them, strutting and shaking my ass. This can’t be happening, I thought. The short tight, pink dress barely covered my legs, and as I walked, it rode up my slender thighs. I wanted to pull it up more. Show off. I had great legs. Why shouldn’t I show them off?

Their gazes explored my body. Their comments suggested that they’d be my best chance at having the time of my life. Several reached out to touch my arm or wrist, and their comments were sexually suggestive.

“Hey, babe, where are you going?” A tall bodybuilder said. My cock tingled, surprisingly.

A woman smacked her man and unleashed her fury for checking out my ass. “Eyes on me, asshole.”

Someone patted my ass, I turned around, and a well-dressed guy smiled while grabbing his crotch. Ava grabbed me and pulled me forward. I was ready to abandon my friends and spend the night with this guy. Maybe they were right. I was gay. But I was technically a girl, so I guess maybe I wasn’t gay, really. Was I?

My initial worry disappeared. I was eating this up when we hit the front of the line.

Sophia hugged the huge dude at the door, and I noticed she reached around and suggestively grabbed his ass. They both laughed. She said. “These are my friends, and this is Alex. She’s… visiting.”

The bouncer leaned into me, kissed my cheek, reached around, and grabbed my ass. Damn, I liked the attention, but after glancing at Olivia, her pinched expression, and pursed lips told me she didn’t.

Olivia stepped between us, offering the bouncer an eyeful of her jiggling breasts. Ignoring her, he snapped his fingers and said to me. “Damn, you’re hot!”

The two other bouncers whispered behind him about everything they wanted to do to me. They weren’t trying to be discreet when discussing all the explicit, dirty, nasty things they’d do to my ass.

Olivia leaned into my ear, anger in her tone. “You’re getting all the attention, and you’re not even a girl. Cut it out!”

Sophia’s friend waved us in. Olivia leaned into one of the bouncers, whispered something in his ear, and by the looks of him, probably one of her biker buddies. Everyone disappeared into the club. As I tried following my friends, the bouncer Olivia whispered to grabbed me by the arm and said. “You got an Id?”

Damn it, Sophia said she knew the bouncer and it would be no problem getting in, so I left my ID, wallet, money, and credit cards at Ava’s. Then I considered whether I would be in a worse situation if I'd brought the ID. What would he say if he discovered I was a guy? I'd heard, though, one had to be careful at The Deviant, so I might not be the only guy dressed as a woman. I tried calling Ava, but they had disappeared into the packed crowd inside.

Olivia turned, grinned, and blew me a kiss.

“Well, you got an Id?” The burly bouncer said. Mounds of hair billowed from above his t-shirt, and his beefy arms were covered in fur. This guy was a gorilla. 

I was furious at Olivia. How the hell was I going to get into the nightclub now? I guess I could leave and walk home. No, that definitely wasn’t an option. The Deviant was reasonably safe, but going a block beyond the Deviant and mugging was the least of my worries. “I, uh, think I left it at home. I'm sorry, but I swear I’m old enough.” As I tried to find my friends in the crowd, I considered they didn’t care. A firm grip on my arm interrupted my fuming.

“You can leave or follow me. This won’t take but a minute.”

What was I going to do? Leave? Risk getting mugged or murdered? “Okay, where are we going?”


Chapter Four

“No worries, just follow me.” He grabbed my arm gently and led me away from the line, down the side of the building. Then we turned at the back, past stacks of water-stained crates. Above us were metal fire escapes. We passed an employee who’d propped the backdoor open and smoked a cigarette. As we passed, he checked me out.  I made sure to put on a show for him. We turned into a dark parking lot where a dozen cars were parked. I thought it might be an employee parking lot. Why was he taking me here?

We stopped next to one of the cars. There was a single flickering light lighting the parking area. The biker explored my body. I pulled down the hem of my dress, nervously covering my legs.

“So, no ID, huh? Not supposed to let anyone in without an ID.”

“I’m friends with Sophia. She said I wouldn’t need it.”

“Interesting, well you know I can get into trouble if I let just anyone in. I’m taking a big risk here.” He grabbed my upper arm and massaged it with his beefy hands. “So, what are you going to do for me, you know, for me risking my job? Hell, I could get arrested for letting under-aged people in.”

As his strong hand massaged my slender arm, I concluded that if he so wished, he could snap it. “Listen, let me find my friends, and I’ll get a ride home.” I would find them and demand Ava call a rideshare and take me home. I was trembling as he pulled me closer. His warm breath was tainted with cigarettes and whiskey. 

His eyes locked with mine. He licked his lips and explored my body. His hand started a journey down the side of my body, heading for my ass.  There was no doubt this guy wanted me.

What was I going to do? What did he want me to do? I glanced down at the bulge in his pants. It was big and fat. After taking in the hair on his arms, knuckles, and the hair surging above his t-shirt, I wondered what else I would be taking in my mouth if I sucked his cock? A mouthful of hair?

The lust in his eyes and the desire in his touch drained all the tension from my body, and before I knew what I was doing, I grabbed his cock. After touching it, I pulled my hand back right away. What am I doing - I’m not gay. And when I realized his prick was huge, I wondered - what would I do with it? It would dislocate my jaw. I thought back to all the porn I watched of little girls swallowing thick, fat cocks. How did they do it? I decided if they could, so could I.

He smiled and said. “Well, what do you think?” His hand completed its journey. He grabbed my ass and pulled me in tight. He humped my thigh with his cock. What the hell was he doing?

I shook and couldn’t speak.  What the hell was I supposed to do? I could leave, take my chances walking home, or get into the club and find my friends.

How was I going to do that?

I saw only one solution - put out and suck this guy's cock, or what? Let him fuck my ass, right here? I studied the parking lot. Cars and trucks surrounded us. I suppose he could bend me over one of the cars. I glanced down at the pavement, rough, dirty, and riddled with cracks.

When I got in, I planned to give Olivia a piece of my mind. She’d set this up. The bitch. I planned on getting even, one way or another. But yet, somehow, I wanted to thank her for this.

The biker grabbed my chin with his hairy sweaty hand. He had a lustful smile when he said. “No one will know you’re a dude, honey. Just take care of the ache I have.”

“What?” I blurted out.

“Don’t worry, honey. Take care of it.” He unzipped his pants, reached in, fumbled for a few seconds, and pulled his cock out, along with a bush of hair.

I licked my lips and thought about wrapping my lips around his cock. What does it feel like to have cock in your mouth? I'd have to open my mouth, like wide, to get that thing in it.

With both hands, he pushed me down. I glanced down at the rough pavement. It would ruin my pantyhose. I thought, holy shit, I was worried about my stockings, not catching a disease from sucking his cock, or sucking a cock for the first time. “The pavement will ruin my hose, please.”

“Oh, no problem, hun.” He removed his shirt, exposing a chest, or I think there was one under all the furriness. Like a gentleman, he laid his shirt on the ground, and I dropped to my knees. When I grabbed his mammoth cock with my tiny hands, I couldn’t wrap my hand around the thing.

I wasn’t sure what to do next. Do I stroke it? Or just dive in and swallow it? In any case, my cock throbbed just looking at it. His mushroom head pulsated with desire and dripped a healthy dose of precum. I’d tasted my precum before, curious what it tasted like, but never anyone else’s. I stuck out my tongue and lapped it up. It tasted good but had an aftertaste, like cigarette smoke.

“Spit on it. Get it nice and wet.” He said, watching my every action intently.

I spit on his throbbing cock, and stroked. Spit again and rubbed some more. I continued the process until my hand glided effortlessly over his cock. I enjoyed stroking my cock, but this was better. As I stroked, his cock responded. It throbbed and swelled even more.

I’d lost track of time, stroking his cock, not taking my eyes off his wonderful cock. After some time, stroking, listening to his moans of pleasure, and encouraging words, he grabbed me behind the head and pulled me in. I turned my head, more because I wasn’t sure I could fit it in my mouth than because I didn’t want to suck it.

He grabbed me under the chin, lifted my head, and said. “Be good to me, and I’ll be good to you.” A thick, hairy finger pushed its way into my mouth. “Now open up and take it.”

I wanted it. I wanted to know what it was like. Though I wished my first time would have been with a guy, less hairy, maybe in a less public place. I opened my mouth wide. Wide enough that my jaw hurt. He pushed his cock into my mouth, perhaps an inch. The feeling was tasty, but then his pubic hair tickled my lips and mouth, and one got caught in my throat. I choked.

He pulled his cock out and glared at me. “You will suck my cock, or I’ll escort you to the door. Now open up, and take it.”

I spat out the hair and realized there was no going back. I looked up at him, helpless. I grabbed his cock, and licked the underside of his hairy shaft fighting back the urge to spit out all the hair I was swallowing. Though the hair was unpleasant, I focused on how good the meaty texture of his cock felt on my tongue.

“My balls, lick my balls.” He lifted his cock, and guided my head toward his balls. Somewhere in all, that hair was balls. I took a deep breath and dove in, getting a mouthful of hair, but the rugged texture of his balls was fantastic. I wanted to get this over with and move on to another set of balls, maybe less hairy the next time.

I took one ball into my mouth and sucked. The biker’s head fell back as he grabbed my head. “Oh, babe, that’s great.”

As I sucked, I felt pride that he considered me a babe. I lost all sense of being Alex, the guy, and slipped into being Alex, the slut, the cocksucking slut. I opened my mouth and swallowed his cock. An inch at first.

I kept his cock in my mouth as I bobbed my head back and forth. Each time I swallowed more of his cock. I had consumed half of it when he grabbed me roughly behind my neck, driving his hips forward and ramming his cock into the back of my throat. I gagged, puffed my cheeks, and struggled to breathe as he held the back of my head with his cock deep in my throat.

“Look up.” He demanded.

I glanced up. I had done it. I had deep-throated his cock. Did this guy have hair everywhere? 

He smiled at me, released the tension on my head, and then drove into me again. Again, then releasing me, then again. In and out, he face fucked me until he shivered and came.

A gallon of cum shot down my throat. The creamy juices slowly slid into my stomach. I’d never tasted cum before, except mine. His was beefier and tinged with an aftertaste, like when I mistakenly swallowed a beer someone had put out their cigarette butt. I decided I’d make sure to suck only non-smokers' cocks.

As his cock softened, still in my mouth, I thought I hadn’t decided not to suck a cock again, but I was settling on only sucking non-smokers’ cocks. Maybe not so hairy, either. But then I thought, oh hell, I’ll suck anything. 

When his cock softened, he released my head, tucked his cock back in, and asked for his shirt. I stood, and he grabbed his shirt, not saying a word. Wondering what was next, I asked, “So, you going to let me in now?”

“Of course, if you ever want to get in here again, this is the deal.”


Chapter Five

After sliding his shirt on, he headed for the door. I hurried behind him. He opened a side entrance and escorted me into the club.

The club was packed. He grabbed my hand tenderly and escorted me through the crowds of people talking, flirting, and drinking. We got to a crowded bar. He motioned for the bartender, a gorgeous young redhead. She headed toward him and smiled at me. He whispered in her ear. She reached under the bar, retrieved a small bag, and handed it to me. I opened the bag full of makeup and wondered what I’d do with this.

I’d never done my makeup, so all this was new to me. Perhaps realizing my predicament, the redhead removed her apron, grabbed me by the hand, and led me to an employee's restroom. The redhead looked over my face and said, “Not too bad, honey. This will just take a minute.”

She went to work on my face as the aftertaste of the doorman’s cum lingered in my mouth. His cum slowly slid down my throat, so I swallowed hard several times. When she finished, she stepped back and checked my appearance. Satisfied with her efforts, she packed her case up and left.

With nothing else to do, I headed for the club alone and really, really worried about what the rest of the night had in store for me. I wanted to find Olivia, give her a piece of my mind, and yet, on the other hand, I wanted to thank her. Because it was her actions that made me realize how much I enjoyed sucking cock. Maybe, not dirty hairy’s cock.  

I sucked Dirty Hairy’s cock. I chuckled at my joke. Feeling better, I stumbled halfway up the stairs to the dance floor. During the second half of my journey up the stairs, I’d grown accustomed to my heels and managed to make it without stumbling.

The dance floor was packed, and the music thumped loudly. Women danced seductively on the floor, gyrating, shaking, and rubbing against men and women.

Then I saw the bitch.

Olivia danced with two beefy bikers. Before considering that it might not be a good idea, I implemented my plan. I strutted for the small group, shaking, shimming, and swaying my way through the crowd. I slid in between Olivia and her two biker friends, dancing. I gyrated and turned my ass toward one of the bikers, a tall, bald, and fully tattooed biker with a handlebar mustache. I swung my hips sexually closer and closer until my ass rubbed against his crotch.

Olivia glared at me. Slowly I made my way to biker two, a short, fat guy with long hair tucked into a ponytail behind his head. As my ass floated to his crotch, he grabbed me by the hips and matched my movements.

It was an incredible feeling for two reasons. One, I realized I liked cock and wanted one in my ass, and two, the look on Olivia’s face as these two guys lost interest in her was priceless.

Olivia had anger in her eyes when she whispered in my ear. “You don’t know what you’re getting into.” She laughed, then kissed the bald guy on the cheek, and I could swear she said something to him. His eyes perked open, he nodded, and Olivia left.

The bald guy whispered something in the short fat guy's ear, and they sandwiched me between them as we danced. The bald guy in my face rubbed his swelling cock in my crotch, and the fat guy was rubbing his already hard erection in my ass. I considered I’d bit off more than I could chew as we danced and rubbed on the dance floor.

But, then again, I was having the time of my life. We danced, gyrated, and dry-humped each other. When the bald guy introduced himself as Harry, everyone called him Dirty Harry. I laughed, another Dirty Harry. This was my night. He introduced his friend as Stubby.

Then he grabbed my hand and pulled me through the dance floor. As we walked through the crowd, it was like Moses parting the red sea. Everyone stepped aside. I heard a couple of troubling comments as I walked past, “Gangbang.”

I tugged at the bald guy's arms, stopping him. “Where are we going?”

He smiled, “Never been to The Deviant before, huh?”

I had, but as a guy and I’d heard about what happened in the restroom on the fourth floor. I'd never been there, but I'd heard they take girls up there, and she gets shared with a group of guys. How the hell was I going to take on a group of guys? My jaw ached from the one cock I’d had in the parking lot. And yet, it sounded fun.

We climbed the stairs. Dirty Harry was holding my hand, guiding me up, and Stubby was behind me, grabbing my ass. We climbed two flights of stairs and entered the fourth floor. I’d never been to the fourth floor, but I heard the wild stories. It was a large open room, a bar on the back wall, and a large dance floor with slender naked women gyrating and suggestively grinding on their poles.

There were a few women here, other than the strippers. But Olivia was the one that caught my attention—standing at the bar, a beer in her hand. She raised her glass at me and smiled. She disappeared around the corner as Dirty Harry guided me in her direction. Where the hell were we going? Had I bitten off more than I could chew with my cattiness?


Chapter Six

Stubby continued to grab, slap and pat my ass as we walked. We turned a corner and entered a large restroom. There was a long counter with three sinks, and behind the counter was a mirror. Dirty Harry guided me to the counter and pushed me down.

Olivia interrupted, “Wait a second.” She walked over to me, dropped to her knees, lifted my skirt, pulled my panties down, and roughly released my cock. 

Stubby said, “I don’t want no dick, Olivia. No way.”

Olivia grabbed my cock, and twisted. “Stubby, you did eight years hard time, don’t even try to tell me you didn’t fuck any sissy ass in prison.”

Stubby flushed and reiterated his statement. “No dick, just ass, understand,”

Olivia told me to strip. I didn’t have to, really. But my cock, which had a mind of its own, said this would be a lot of fun. So I lifted my skirt up over my head. I stood uncomfortably for a minute as the two bikers admired my body. Olivia turned me around, pushed my head down, and kicked my legs apart. “Make her squeal, boys! Make her squeal like a pig! She thinks she’s going to dish me. Show her what bikers are made of.”

The jangle of belts and the flutter of pants, underwear, and shoes removed caused my heart to race. I tried turning and seeing what was happening behind me, but Olivia smacked my ass and told them, “Turn her around.”

My cock throbbed and was now fully erect because I found something about being told what to do and treated like a slut arousing.

Two strong hands grabbed my shoulder and turned me around. Dirty Harry stood two inches from my face licking his lips. “You think you want some biker cock in that ass? You’ll be begging for us to stop in seconds.”

I glanced down at Dirrty Harry’s cock. It was average size, smaller than his brother Dirty Hairy. Stubby grabbed my waist and pulled me back, bending me at the waist. I felt his cock. I knew then where he got his nickname from. It was short but fat.

Olivia fumbled in her purse off to the right and pulled a small tube of lube. She lubed my ass up. I wondered why she was being so kind. I'd figured she’d want me to feel as much pain as possible, but I'd have to thank her…

“Oh, fuck.” My toes curled as Stubby thrust his cock into my ass with the determination to split me in two. I’d seen it. It wasn’t longer than three inches, maybe four, and as thick as it was long, it seemed. But, It felt like it was in my stomach. Dirty Harry bent at the knees, took advantage of my open mouth, and shoved his cock into it.

As Dirty Harry fucked my face and Stubby burrowed his cock deeper into my ass, I let out a soft moan. Stuck between these two bikers, unable to move or speak, getting destroyed from the front and back, I wondered what was next. Exposed in the middle of the bathroom, anyone could walk in and watch…

Damn, I thought that would be hot.

As Harry ravaged my throat, I wanted a crowd of guys or girls to watch these bikers degrade me. Though Stubby’s cock was, well, stubby. It had a curve that seemed to drive right up into my prostrate, causing an incredible feeling of pain and euphoria. Stubby’s hips propelled his cock into my ass, causing my rock-hard cock to slap against my stomach. 

To my right, Olivia said, “Come in. Watch, or join in.”

A guy said, “Damn, they’re destroying that pussy.”

Another guy said, “That’s not a chick. It’s a guy. And they're not destroying her pussy. They’re fucking the shit out of her ass. Look.”

“Damn, that’s a big cock she’s got on her. She’s got nice legs, though, and damn, her face looks… well, I’d never know she was a he.”

Stubby gripped my waist, and I grunted. He said. “You want some, college boy? I’m just about ready to bust a nut. You can have it after I’m done.”

I wanted to protest, but then again, I thought my ass was loose, so why waste it. Bring them all on!

One of the guys said, “Yeah, I want a piece of it.”

The other guy said, “No fucking way, I’ll catch you later.”

Stubby made a final few vicious thrusts, shivered, and exploded. He pulled his dick out, smacked my ass, and said. “Next.”

Harry continued to fuck my face as another guy I’d never seen before grabbed my hips. I could tell he was taller than Stubby as he had to crouch slightly to get his dick near my aching hole. And it was aching. Maybe I should protest, stop this before I couldn’t even walk. Yet, I wanted more.

He fumbled with his cock with a trembling hand. He rubbed it around my opening until he lined it up. I didn’t know how long it was, but it wasn’t as thick as Stubby’s cock. Pencil Dick might be my description of college boy’s cock.

Harry encouraged the guy. “Tear that sissy’s pussy up. Slam it. Jam it and cram it. Come on, guy, get that cock in her ass. I want to cum.”

Harry slowed his pace as the guy behind me took his advice and slammed his cock into my ass. The guy behind me pumped his hips.

Harry pulled his cock out of my mouth and showered my face with his load. I licked up what I could; the rest of it covered my face. Harry dressed in front of me, as my ass continued to get destroyed by… by Pencil Dick, all I could think to call him. Though it wasn’t thick it was long and it felt like he was choking me. His pace was fast and furious. There was no doubt he wanted to get off. I wanted him to. I wanted more cum in me. 

Olivia stood beside me, crouched down, grabbed my cock with a hand smothered in lube, and stroked. Pencil Dick shot his load almost precisely the same time as I did. Pencil Dick pulled his cock out, pulled his pants up, and disappeared out the door.

Olivia laughed as she continued stroking my tender cock. “Wow, that was quick. You enjoyed yourself, huh?”

I nodded, and after slipping on my dress, Sophia showed up and said. “My little sissy in pink had a good time, didn’t she?”

I smiled and said, “I did.”

Sophia grabbed me by the wrist tenderly, “Shall we do this again?”

“Yes, I want so much to it again.”

Rose showed up next. Her huge purse dangled from her shoulders. “There you are?” She took one look at my face, and her eyes bulged wide. She took a step back and laughed. “I guess you had a good time. Let's get you cleaned up.”

Rose redid my makeup, cleaning up the effects of a face-fucking. After getting my look back to a sexy girl look and not a porn star just fucked look, she packed her makeup up.

Sophia said. “You wanna dance some more?”

“Oh, yeah,” I said. 

I spent the rest of the night dancing and drinking. All night I thought about getting more dick up my ass but decided it might be a good idea to give it a week or two to rest. Then, with or without the girls, I was going out again as Alex, the girl. 

The End... For Now
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