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1.

The stag party was a smash so far and the party had yet to be thrown out of any of the bars, break too many glasses or get into any brawls. That was a win in Steve’s book. Also Natalie had warned him about letting things get out hand. So at least he could report back to her that things were still under control.

“I know how these things can get and I know how that college crowd of yours can get too. You just behave yourself and remember who you’re coming home to, okay?” she had said before he left.

“Don’t worry, Nat. I’ll make sure the boys are on their best behaviour, okay?” he told her just as the van loaded with five of his old frat house buddies pulled into the driveway blasting grungy rock music from its speakers. 

Natalie rolled her eyes and kissed him on the cheek. “Go have some fun with your boys. Call me if there’s a problem, okay?”

“It’ll be fine, baby, promise,” he said dashing out the door with all the excitement of a kid off to an all-night video game sleepover. “Love you!” he called over his shoulder and climbed into Rod’s van.

The moment the door slammed shut, four of them (minus Rod who was driving) grabbed his arms and legs while Adam got him into head lock and jammed a funnel down his throat and poured the contents of a beer can into the funnel. 

It was an old party gag – last one to the party got the funnel - and Steve knew better than to struggle.  Instead he sucked the funnel as hard as he could lest the foam shoot back up through his nose. In seconds flat the beer was gone and Steve burped loudly to the cheers of the group. 

The tone of the night was set and there was still a long night ahead of them.

Now, several bars and many hours later, they stumbled out of the van and up the path of a prefab house that looked like it belonged to an old lady. Figurines of fairies and kitsch magical creatures littered the garden. Steve spotted a goblin sitting on a mushroom smoking what looked like a bong. 

“What’s this all about?” asked Steve.

“This is where the entertainment comes in,” said Rod. “We hired a stripper and a hypnotist.”

“A stripper and a hypnotist? Why would you hire a hypnotist?”

“The best part is that they’re the same person!”

“The stripper is a hypnotist? What does she do?”

“All kinds of crazy shit, she hypnotises people to lick her boots and cum in their pants and cluck like a chicken. You know, the usual. Her name’s Melinda, she also does palm readings if you want your fortune told.”

“A stripping hypnotist psychic? I should have guessed by the garden gnomes. Where the hell do you find these people, Rod?”

Rod grinned and tapped the side of his nose. “Contacts, buddy boy. Contacts.”
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Melinda opened the door before any of them had the chance to ring the bell. Despite her peculiar garden, she was absolutely stunning. She wore a svelte black dress with flowing sleeves and raven locks that cascaded down her shoulders. Dark eye make-up delineated her bright blue eyes and she met them with a smouldering gaze.

“Maybe she is psychic,” Steve whispered to … who was nearby.

“Are you kidding?” she asked, aloof. “I could hear that kindergarten rock music coming from your van a mile away. Come inside.”

She led the way with the swaying of her hips and they followed her inside, every one of them checking out the curve of her ass as she went. 

They were lead into a dimly lit room littered with beanbags for furniture and a Persian rug laid out in the centre. A sweet smelling incense burned on a shrine to one side, on which Steve noticed, next to incense, the sculpture of a woman. No doubt some new age hippy goddess, he thought. 

Melinda turned to Steve at once. “The shrine is set up to an ancient pagan goddess. You’d do well to guard your blasphemous thoughts from her lest she wreak her revenge upon you.”

Steve turned to Adam and raised his eyebrows. “What the hell?” he mouthed when Melinda turned her back again. 

“Please, take a seat, gentlemen,” she said, gesturing to the beanbags arranged in a circle around the lush carpet. “I will be back in just a moment.”

With that, she disappeared behind a bead curtain, leaving the men looking at each other with apprehensive looks.

“SOOO hot!” whispered Rod.

“Yeah, but kinda creepy,” said Steve.

“I wonder if she’ll give one of us a happy ending?” said Adam.

“I call dibs!” said Greg.

“Me first!” said Jack.

“Shhh, here she comes,” said Todd.

They were quickly hushed to silence when Melinda returned wearing silky lingerie and fishnet stockings. Strange hypnotic music began to play from hidden speakers and took life in Melinda’s body. Her hands twined together like twin snakes and her hips gyrated hypnotically. The music, incense and lighting combined to create a strange heady effect and Steve wondered if he wasn’t just drunker than he thought he was. He watched Melinda’s magnificent breasts drop as she unclasped her bra. He noticed all the other guys had lost all expression in their faces and stared at her breasts as they swayed side to side like pendulums. Melinda seemed to focus all of her attention to him. Their eyes locked and he felt himself being drawn in by her seductive dance. For an unknowable length of time, he was lost in a trance, her breasts the only two things in the world. 

As he came to, he noticed the other guys still sitting slack jawed and dazed. Then Melinda took his hand. 

“The groom to be gets a private session,” she said, smiling wryly at Steve. He briefly recalled his promise to Natalie, but the alcohol in his bloodstream and the weird throbbing in his brain from the music and perfume of the room quickly dissolved his inhibitions and he let her lead him through the beaded curtain. He found himself in what must’ve been her bedroom. He gazed at the bed decked with satin sheets and wondered what it would be like to romp naked with Melinda underneath them, but quickly shoved the thought away. You can look, but don’t touch, he reminded himself.
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Naked, she stood before him and positioned him with the backs of his legs against the bed.

“What you do not realise, Stephen, is that you have just undergone my specially designed hypnotic induction. Whether you realise it consciously or subconsciously, you are now entirely under my control.”

“I’m sorry,” said Steve. “But I really don’t believe in all this woowoo nonsense.”

“You don’t have to believe, Stephen. All you have to do is –” she raised her hand and snapped her fingers. “Sleep!”

Steve’s legs crumpled beneath him and he collapsed backwards onto her silky bedsheets.

He was vaguely aware of her whispering into his ear. Her voice washed over him, sending vibrant tingles crawling over his skin. His nipples crinkled into hard little points and he felt his cock throb and pulse. 

“When I snap my fingers, you will no longer be yourself, Steve. You can already feel your body transforming, becoming softer, weaker, more feminine. You can feel you breasts starting to grow full and heavy. You can feel your hips widening and loosening. You can even feel your face changing, your lips becoming full and soft, your hair becoming long and silky, your chin becoming small and pointy. Lastly, you can feel your penis retracting, shrinking inwards and blossoming into a perfect little pink vagina. You’re so pretty now and you just want to show off your sexy body to all the guys. In fact, there’s a group of horny guys waiting out there for you right now. You’re such a little slut. You want to dance for them, strip for them and suck their cocks. You’re so horny for so many hard throbbing cocks. You want them inside you. You want them in your mouth and in your asshole. You want to make them cum. You want their cum all over your face and tits. You want to swallow their cum, my little sissy slut. You can’t wait to get out there, but first you have to look your best for them. I’m going to snap my fingers and you’re going to be a horny sissy bimbo. You’re going to take off your clothes and put on the sexy little outfit I have ready for you.”

Snap.

Steve opened his eyes. Stood up off the bed and began taking off the clothes that now seemed to hard and scratchy against his sensitive skin. He craved soft lace and pretty panties. He wanted to look sexy for the group of hot guys he knew was waiting for him. As he stripped off his clothes, he caught sight of himself in the mirror. While in reality physical body had not changed, it may as well have. In the mirror his body was sleek and feminine with big soft breasts pointed with pink aerolas and deliciously hard nipples. He glanced down at himself as he slid off his pants. His cock was now invisible to him and its place all he saw was smooth waxed skin and the crease of an ever moistened vagina. Now and again his cock would reappear, hard and throbbing, but when he saw it, he rejected it as a hallucination, a dream vision that could not exist. Just a hazy mirage drifting in and out of reality. His only reality was that he was woman: a mindless, cock hungry slut. 

Melinda passed him a pair of lacy pink panties that he stepped into and slid up his smooth taut legs and covered the hazy overlay of his old body and his pretty new pussy. Then she held up a matching bra and he slipped his arms into the straps and let her fasten it around his back. The lace felt so good against his skin. So right. 

“I’m going to put some make-up on you now, that will make you irresistible to the boys,” said Melinda. “Sit down on the bed and close your eyes.”

He obeyed while she tickled his face with a soft sponge, then a brush, plucking an eyebrow here and there. A stiff-bristled mascara brush tugged at his eyelashes and the fine tip of a pencil encircled his eyes. She finished off his face with some lipstick and then placed a wig over his head. 

“Open your eyes and look at how pretty you are,” said Melinda softly.

He gazed into the mirror. His face was now beautifully done up, glossy pink lips and smoky eyeshadow. The boys are going to love this, he thought, butterflies of anticipation fluttering in his stomach. He twirled a lock of golden hair between his dainty fingers. He couldn’t wait to show off for them. 

“Wait here while I get them ready for you,” said Melinda. “Make sure you get your pussy nice and wet for them.”

She left the room then and he couldn’t resist tracing the folds of his pussy lips through his silky panties. His little clit throbbed and he pressed a finger against the sensitive little nub eliciting a deep spike of pleasure. He was so wet and aroused. He could feel his lips swell and his clit twitch. Meanwhile, he listened detachedly to what she was telling the men in the next room. Her words seemed to come to him from a great distance. 

“Boys, I’d like to introduce you to someone. She’s the hottest piece of ass you’ll ever have seen and you’ll find her absolutely irresistible. She wants only to please you, so feel free to use her as you wish. You’re getting so hot and horny just thinking about her that you just want to take off your clothes right now. Get out of those restricting pants so that your cocks have some room to get really hard. Go on.”

Steve listened to the sounds of the men’s clothes dropping to the floor. His pussy tingled and fresh juice seeped from his lips at the thought of a room full of naked men. 

“Introducing the horniest little cocksucking slut on the planet, Stephanie!”

That was his cue. He sashayed through the bead curtain and into the centre of the circle of men.
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The men applauded raucously as he began to dance, swaying his hips and dancing to the sensual music now playing. His new body moved with a feline grace and he slid his hands down over her supple skin, caressing his breasts and stroking the roundness of his ass. 

He dipped into a squat position and the men roared approval when he rocked his hips to the beat in an expert twerk demonstration. 

He was getting so wet now with all their eyes caressing his curves. He popped one finger into his mouth and sucked the tip before trailing it over a nipple, down his stomach and fluttering it against his throbbing clit. 

“Oh, she wants you, boys. She wants your cocks,” said Melinda.

He turned to expose his ass to them and spread his cheeks. His slid his moist finger up between his legs and lightly tapped his tightly puckered asshole. 

“Get on your knees, sissy slut, and take those cocks,” commanded Melinda.

Steve obeyed and the circle of men tightened around him as they stood and moved closer, their cocks swaying before them as they approached, closer and closer to his drooling mouth. 

He opened his mouth wider and stuck out his tongue as the five men loomed over him. Cocks slapped at his mouth, his cheeks, his chin and he squealed with delight. He reached up and stroked two of them while tonguing the underside of a third. A pair of testicles pressed against his eyes and blocked his vision while cock on his tongue pushed into his mouth. As he sucked hungrily on the cock forcing its way down his throat, one pushed into either of his ears. He felt their hands stroking his back and reaching down to play with his fresh little asshole. He ached for these strong men so much. Wanted all of them. Wanted to be taken and used like the little cum-whore that he was. 

He choked and pulled back from the cock down his throat. It was Adam, gazing broodily down at him. He smiled back at him and jerked his cock with all the vigour he could muster, while wrapping his lips around another, tasting his own earwax on the smooth purple head. “Mmm,” he moaned, savouring the extreme length of the shaft down his throat. 

His head bobbed between the thick, juicy rods and he even managed to take two cocks in his mouth at once while their owners forced him to gag, pushing him by the back of his head. Hands groped his breasts and ass and a slippery finger slipped roughly into his asshole. 

The moment he came up for air, trailing precum and saliva from his lips, he was hoisted into the air and held upside down. A tongue invaded his asshole, swirling around and around the sensitive little ring. How he wanted to be fucked up the ass by one of these giant cocks!

A pair of testicle slapped against his lips and he opened wide to take both of them into mouth at once, sucking and moaning with delight. The tongue in his asshole was replace by a finger, then two, pulling apart and stretching him open. He felt a wad of saliva drip into his anus and trickle into him as one of them spat into his pried open hole. Rough hands around his throat choked him as a cock replaced the testicles in his mouth, this one the thickest of all, ridged with veiny muscle. His jaws ached and he fought his gag reflex, but he relished the exquisite mistreatment. He was suddenly thrown onto a beanbag and he cried out in surprise. 

The men descended on him, prying apart his legs and shouldering each other aside for prime position. Watching them fighting over him like hungry animals made Steve swell with pride and he bit his lips and gazed lustily up at Todd who managed to secure his spot. Todd pressed his cockhead against Steve’s asshole and inched slowly into him. His asshole screamed in protest, but only briefly. Steve welcomed the pain. The rougher the better. A foot pressed down against the side of his face, pushing his head into the beanbag while another long, thin probing member squeezing into his mouth. He had a cock in either hand, one in his mouth and one pounding his asshole. This was exactly what he wanted. 

Out of one eye, he could see Rod stroking his own cock while watching the display. He realised Rod’s was the monster cock he had been force fed earlier. Rod’s hot rod, he thought and giggled inwardly, vowing to save his for last when he was properly stretched out and ready. He couldn’t wait. 

He was helpless, unable to move under the restraint of all the strong arms holding him into place, he could only lie back and take whatever they did to him. 

Todd was slamming into him furiously now while he gagged on Jack’s helmet ramming against his epiglottis. From down below, he sensed Todd’s stiffening as his orgasm approached. Todd let rip with a roar of pleasure and buried himself up to the hilt in Steve’s asshole, pumping thick cum into him. Steve felt each burst pulse deep inside him. 

The moment Todd pulled out of him, Greg took his place, barely missing a beat. 

Their grip on him weakened and Steve was able to manoeuvre himself into a position from which he could better watch Greg’s muscled torso ripple with exertion. He could even see his own phantom penis swinging in wide circles in time to the rhythm before it once again faded out of existence. 

Adam had his head now and forced it down onto his long shaft in deep strokes against Steve’s tongue. At the end of each stroke, Steve lapped at Adams balls and they tightened in response before Adam pulled out, stroking himself to orgasm and coming onto Steve’s pretty made up face. It ran down his face in thick rivulets and Steve licked up the mess and smeared the slippery stuff over his nipples. 

Two down three to go. Greg’s cock slipped out amidst his wild thrusting and Steve’s asshole gaped for more, but first Steve took the opportunity to rearrange himself into a doggy position with his ass in the air before Greg slammed back into him, filling him once again with his delicious meat. Jack knelt before him, thrust his hips upwards and Steve’s head downwards, skewering him on his cock. Greg’s powerful thrusts from behind were enough to force Jack’s cock deeper and deeper down his throat with every stroke. Involuntary tears streamed from his eyes and mixed with the sweat and cum already streaking his make-up. 

Finally, spurts of Jack’s semen exploded into his throat causing him to splutter before being able to swallow the syrupy liquid. Greg came a second later and Steve felt like he was overflowing with cum. It ran down both sets of cheeks, trickled from his anus, and drenched his breasts. 

But the abuse was not quite over. “Hold her tight for me, boys,” said Rod, wrangling his massive erection towards Steve’s asshole. The head alone was the size of a small apple and Steve looked at it with a combination of lust and apprehension. 

Arms gripped him around the waist and wrapped around his neck, holding his head in place to watch helplessly as Rod’s cock closed in on his gaping hole. His arms and legs were restrained and Steve could do nothing but relish in his helplessness and stare at the monster cock nearing his opening. 

The head parted the ring and Steve’s asshole resisted the huge intrusion. He exhaled slowly, forcing his muscles to relax before Rod continued to push his away inside. He could feel his sphincter pulling closed around the thickest point, swallowing the glans like a toothless mouth. Rod’s movements were slow, but firm. As he pushed in up to the furthest point, Steve felt so incredibly full that he thought he might cum. Rod angled himself so that his massive cock massaged Steve’s g-spot with every inward thrust. Soon, his abused asshole widened to take the girth easily and Rod began to thrust his hips, grunting and moaning with animal-like intensity. The other men held Steve locked in place still, urging Rod on with cheers of encouragement. “Fuck that little slut!” “Give her what she wants!” “Fuck that little asshole!”

Steve felt himself let go. The grunts, the cries of the other men, their musky smell and their strong arms wrapped around him, not to mention the giant dick kneading his g-spot sent him over the edge. His clit twitched and pussy clenched as a gush of liquid pulsed from him. With Rod’s powerful hips still rocking him, he felt as if he were riding an orgasmic earthquake that never seemed to end. He moaned and cried out in ecstasy until one of the guys gagged him with their fist. 

Before Rod exploded inside him, he pulled out and with the guys still holding Steve in place, Rod jammed his cock deep into Steve’s throat. His ball’s pulsed against Steve’s chin as his orgasm neared.

That was when Melinda snapped her fingers. 
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Steve came to with what felt like a thick pipe jammed down his throat. The boys must’ve got him into another lock and got the funnel down his throat when he least expected it. Steve knew better than to struggle.  Instead he sucked the funnel as hard as he could lest the foam shoot back up through his nose. What shot out was not beer but something thick and salty. He swallowed the last of it, before wretching and coughing. “What the fuck was that?” he spluttered, wiping his tongue. The fellers had relinquished their grip and now stepped away from him stunned. Steve glanced around at them, shocked to see that they were all naked. And worse…Rod’s still twitching cock right next to his face. “What the fuck?”

Rod looked down at him wide eyed and quickly tried to cover his enormous wang. “What the – were you sucking my dick, Stevie? Why are we all naked?”

“And why are you wearing make-up and a bra?” Jack asked Steve.

Steve looked down to see a pair of shredded panties dangling from one of his toes and a bra that had been pulled down over one shoulder and now covered only one of his pectoral muscles. Suddenly images of the orgy began to flash through Steve’s mind. He had been totally convinced that he was a chick totally up for a gang bang with his mates. His body hurt in all sorts of strange places. 

The guy’s darted for their clothes and quickly dressed. Meanwhile, Melinda stood giggling in a corner. “I hope you enjoyed your last night as a free man, Steve,” she said. “You sure looked like you were having fun.”

“You evil bitch,” said Steve. “What did you do to me?!”

“Nothing you wouldn’t have done anyway. Hypnosis only works if it’s something you’d consider doing normally. I suppose you just needed a little bit of encouragement. Not to mention a pretty little outfit.”

Six pairs of eyes darted around the room, trying not to make eye contact. So that meant…they were all…surely not, thought Steve.

“Your secret’s safe with me, boys. Come back any time if you’d like to fulfil your secret fantasies again.”

She threw Steve’s clothes at him in a bundle and he quickly dressed and the party fled the house and bundled back into Rod’s van.

They drove in silence for a long while until Adam finally broke it. “I don’t want to sound gay or anything,” he said nervously. “But that shit was pretty hot. I mean when we were under her spell. I really believed Steve was the sexiest little whore I’d ever laid eyes on. It’s not gay, coz we thought we was a chick.”

“Yeah,” said Todd. “Totally.”

“Can we just swear to never speak about this again?” asked Steve eager to only have to think about it when he could fully assimilate what had actually happened. Perhaps he’d do so when his wife was out and he could jerk off in private to the memory of being a little cocksucking sissy slut. Wait, what am I thinking?

The guys chirped in agreement. “How about we head back to my place, get cleaned up and get back on the beer wagon?” asked Rod.

Everyone agreed - there was no point letting an unexpected gangbang amongst friends get in the way of a damn good stag party, after all.
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